
The vice-president of 'The Organization of Supervision on Industry and Business of Khouzestan Province' pointed out that less fortunate people and those who are under the protection of 'Imam Khomeini Relief Foundation', having their national ID card with them can receive the free food basket which comprises rice, oil, meat, eggs, and cheese.
The prime-minister added: “the head of the household of those who are considered workers by the law of Working and Social Security and whose salary is under five million Rials; as well as the staff of the governmental organizations, the journalists, and the married students can receive the free food basket.” He went on, “those citizens, who received the SMS that they will not be issued with the free food basket, can...”
[bookmark: _GoBack]:
Which cabstand is this?
Shariati cabstand.
Does it have plenty of passengers?
Yep. Where are you heading to?
Wherever passengers wish. 
Which route do you recommend? 
Well, what’s your own destination?
Wherever has more passengers.
Follow this cab, “faz 2” district is good.
Do you know where “faz 2” is?
Not exactly, it has plenty of passengers?
Yep. Where are you from?
From Ahwaz.
Yay, you’re from Ahwaz; then go to “ChaharShir” or  “Koot-Abdolah.”
“SadDastgah”? Sir, do you go to “SadDastgah”?
Yeah, get in. 
Give me one to go.
What? Where?
……………………………………………………
Give me one passenger to “SadDastgah”.
By God, I don’t have any. These guys go to “Bimarestan” junction.
What’s this? It may fall.
Huh? No.
Do you know what it is?
No.
Eh?
No. Honestly, I don’t know.
Can’t you even guess from the shape? 
Well, clearly it’s a camera! 
Yes, it is.
So why did you put it here?
I’m making a film.
Alright.
A documentary film.
Good job!
Now, you’re part of it.
It’s not fixed. It’s moving all the time. How can it film?
It chooses on its own. 
How come? 
The camera itself chooses to film either you or me. I don’t have a hand in this.
It chooses what to film.
Terrific!
So what kind of film is it?
A documentary about the people in the taxi.
Alright.
:
8th street, “KiyanAbad”, sir!
Get in, please.
No, tell us how much do you take?
I don’t take a fare.
Four thousand Tomans is OK with you?
I don’t take fare at all. 
No. Not that way bro; happy with four thousand?
I said, I don’t take money.
Get in folks.
Hello.
Hello.
The trunk door is open.
No, it’s not open. I’ll explain.
Oh, you are four! Are you comfty?
We’ll sit compactly.
I am the instructor; that’s why I sat in the front chair, otherwise…
I should tell you that the trunk door isn’t broken. In fact, I’m making a documentary, a social documentary which…
………………………………………………………
 I know; you show the shortcomings in your film.
Well, everybody will express his or her own ideas.
No! Social ones are usually about shortcomings.
In general, they’re concerned with the shortcomings. Could you possibly roll it down?
I’ll roll it down.
Dear folks, because of the issue, I…
He is filming us.
What? No … you’re filming what?
Are you filming? No, no, no. 
Don’t capture us on the camera, sir!
Gosh! No!
You can turn it around. I can show you my permit. 
:
In your idea, for what reasons the other ladies do not allow us to film them either?
How the hell should I know their reasons, sir!?
Well, tell me as an educated person.
I can only speak for myself.
……………………………………
Alright, then say your own reason.
My reason?…that’s personal.
Well, why don’t the other women allow us to film them?
Perhaps their husbands don’t allow them to be filmed_ or, maybe their in-laws, or their own families. Maybe, someday they see the women’s picture on foreign TVs, or, I don’t know, Iranian ones or wherever, and it gets them into a pickle. Your purposes are not well-defined in this job; maybe this film turns out to be a political one and gets us into trouble.
If I don’t ask you any questions, will you let me film your face then?
Why do you want to film it? What’s the use of it for you?
I , as a document maker; you, as one of the citizens.
No, I don’t let you.
Well, why not?
I don’t want others to know that I’m in your taxi and I am talking to you.
Do you think the rest of women have the same reason?
To me, women are right not to trust you. For one thing, your way is wrong; you don’t convince them. Tell me, has any passenger ever asked you why you have put the camera there? 
 Yes. Then explained to them and some have accepted. Only women wouldn’t allow it.
You mean men accepted to talk in front of the camera?
…………………
Yep, they readily accepted.
Did you ask men the same questions?
Yeah.
Here, you should turn left.
Yes. OK.
But you passed the alley!
I’ll turn over the next corner. Next, I shall go to “Sepideh” alley, right?
Yes. 
:
How are you?
Fine, thanks.
Hidden camera, yeah?
Huh?
It’s hidden camera?
Not hidden. If it was hidden, you couldn’t see it so easily.
Some are small, and some are anti-burglary…
No, this is so visible.
So what shall I do now? Shall I sing or dance?
Do whatever you wish.
Crack a joke?
Do whatever you like.
Did you receive the free food basket?
What’s the story of “free food basket”?
What sort of filmmaker are you? You are unaware of free food basket!
People were swarming in shops for food baskets, some got killed, and you are still uninformed!?
Some got killed?
Yep. The president’s given food which is worth 80,000 Tomans, to the workers and employees. 
What kind of food?
One 10-kilogram sack of rice, one 800-gram bar of cheese, one box of eggs, two bottles of oil.
Did you get them?
No, we didn’t.
Why not?
To tell the truth, initially, they said that it’s for the workers and employees; but later they gave us a number and told us to SMS our national ID codes to them. I did and they replied you are not to receive the basket. 
I sent the ID code again; they replied: “you are not to receive it.” And for the third time, I wrote “I’ll kill myself.” They didn’t say a word! (chuckling).
You really wrote that?
Yes, by God. Here it is!
Do you wish you were in somebody else’s shoes?
I wrote “we will kill ourselves!”
You wrote on behalf of the family?
Hmm, be in whose shoes?
Ay! I wish time had stopped in the school time and I’d have remained the same lazy student of the class. 
Why?
Old days were better.
Now, there are more difficulties, inflation is higher…
…………………….
Honestly, I made a house merely with a 600 or 700-Toman salary. But now, we have the salary, the bonus, and the subsidy, but we can’t make ends meet.
We try to allocate our income, but it’ll hit the bottom today or tomorrow.
What’s the date today? 
17th.
You mean your budget finishes on 17th of each month? 
By God, our budget lasts until 17th at most; from hand to mouth.
God’s our shelter; we’re alive, safe and sound.
So help me God; we shouldn’t compare ourselves with those more privileged than us; conversely, we should look at the people less fortunate than us.
For instance, sometimes, I say to myself, thank goodness, at least I have a salary. 
There are people who don’t have this salary either, can you believe it?
Yes.
They even don’t have the meager salary I receive. Thus, I shouldn’t look at more privileged people. This is Lord who gives the rich in abundance, and makes the poor destitute.  
Anyway, one shall give thanks to God, that’s it! Period!
Well. Now, another joke.
Once, a woman…
All of your jokes were +18, and I have to cut them. Say one under 18.
Once upon a time, a woman’s husband dies. Then, she goes to his grave and strips her ass and starts mourning. 
People ask her why you are acting like this.
She goes: “He would always say to me that my ass vitalizes him.”
Here’s an informed consent form to be signed by those filmed in the taxi. You can read it first and then sign it.
………………………………
Ali Daqaqeleh?
Yes.
Do you know Farid Daqaqeleh? He’s a film editor.
The gorgeous guy...with green eyes, right? Joking apart, he’s gorgeous.
No, this one is not gorgeous. 
So this isn’t the one I know.
But he is more gorgeous than me (laughing), sorry Farid!
The one I know is gorgeous, dead gorgeous!
As for this guy, his thought is gorgeous. 
Send him my regards.
:
Mommy, those balloons, those balloons!
Mom, can you see them?
Yummy! It’s delicious.
Mom, I loved the red ones very much.
He left you some.
Many of them?
Just one.
Why?
He won’t give you more.
Wow! This one’s bigger than me!
………………………………………………
Do you go to the junction?
Which junction?
“Mandali” street.
You mean “KhoramShahr” junction?
Yep, the broad street.
Get in.
How much is the fare?
Get in, it’s not important.
Well, tell us how much it is.
Not important. Get in.
OK.
Hi.
Hi. Oh, you dropped that in the street!
What?
The cover of the snack. 
What’s up with that?
You shouldn’t litter the streets.
No. The place where there is a terminal for KhoramShahr.
It’s called KhoramShahr junction.
Yes, yes. Around the square.
But you said you’ve been living in Ahwaz for several years.
Yes.
How come you don’t give me the exact address?
…………………………..
Well, I said the broad alley, TeractorSazi, Mandali Street, KhoramShahr junction.
Hey uncle, 7th alley, Mandali street.
Have you ever wished you were in somebody else’s place?
Yes.
In whose?
In someone’s.
Who is that someone?
My paternal uncle.
Who?
My uncle.
What does he do?
Nothing. He is always at home, idle.
Well, why do you wish you were in his place?
I wish to be a bricklayer.
Why do you wish you were in his place?
She says, ‘cause he has a house and he has a car, too.
Because of that?
I myself want a BMW.
You said he has a BMW, or you?
I have one.
Whose place you wish you were in?
I wish I were in place of a bricklayer.
Why?
………………………………
To be able to work.
Can’t you work now?
No. I am a child.
How old are you?
Ten.
You should continue your studies to…
No. I want to be a bricklayer.
Well, if you go to university, you can be an engineer or a doctor or a pilot.
Don’t you wish to be one of these?
I only want to be a bricklayer.
Why not? These people have larger incomes than bricklayers.
I don’ mind. 
Why didn’t you go to school?
I don’ know.
Where’s your dad now?
At home.
What does he do?
From the mornin’ till night, he builds houses.
Can I come over and see him?
Nooo!
I can’t!?
Nope.
Why not?
Wild dogs will bite you!
Where exactly is your house then?
At the end of Mandali.
Aha, so yours is in the desert.
In the slum?
Uncle, if you come to our house the dogs will bite you.
Yes, he’s right.
:
Why do people talk in a taxi?
Why do they talk?
Yes.
I don’t know.
I mean, why do they speak out so easily and without self-censorship?
I think, because they won’t see each other anymore.
Can you explain more?
People are more comfortable while talking to strangers. 
This is something which is deep-seated in their nature.
When they run into a stranger, they express themselves more easily. 
Do you think everywhere in the world people talk so easily to the strangers?
No. I guess Iranians are like this.
Why are they like this?
Generally, Iranians are special.
:
How old are you gentleman?
19.
But today’s youth can’t keep up with us, they cannot work hard.
Do you agree with him?
Huh… We worked like a Trojan. 
I’ve toiled in far away cities since I was a kid.
I’ve been here for three nights, if I were a pampered boy, I couldn’t bear that. During these three nights, I had no place to go.
Where do you sleep at nights?
Tonight, I want to go back to the garrison. 
Where did you sleep previous nights?
Last night, I went to KhoramShahr town, to one of the soldier’s home; the night before that, I went to Abadan. I have to grin and bear.
Is military service difficult?
Yeah, difficult; the hell with military service.
……………………………..
The laboring is not difficult, rather the homesickness is thorny.
How old were you when you started working?
As a laborer? Well, I started laboring when I was in primary school.
In summers, I had to work and the rest of the year I went to school.
Why?
He needed the money; what could he do?
What was your dad’s job then?
My dad? Without a job.
Shame on him! He’s like me.
What’s his job now?
Nothing again. 
How come?
My father had a certain condition since childhood and he couldn’t work.
My wish!? It’s ridiculous to have a wish; ridiculous.
Our children are our wishes.
One shouldn’t wish at all.
You should do what you can, and when you cannot do anything, just forget about it and never wish that.
Now tell me, would you like to be in someone’s place?
Everybody would.
Whose place would you like to be in?
With my own personality, I’d like to be… well, now money talks.
Whose place?
Not a particular person, when you have money, you'll achieve fame.
What do you want to do after the military service?
Laboring and toiling again.
After that?
Whatever my fortune may be.
You smashed the camera, banging it on here and there.
Yep! Making film in this way seems bizarre, right?
Well, ask questions. Ask me whatever you wish.
What would you like to say?
Frankly, tonight I was looking for someone to open up to him.
Really?
If you were in my place, what would you make a film about? 
About people’s problems. To make some person aware of them; in case he wanna do something about them.
Some person who can do something but…
I don’t want to get into politics.
No pro. Speak your mind. Don’t censor yourself. Say whatever you wish.
There’s someone who can do something, but has stuffed his ears with cotton balls.
As I said, the place I am in is way over my head.
Oh! What’s your dream?
My dream?
Yeah.
A quiet and trouble-free life up to the end.
Don’t you have a quiet, trouble-free life now?
It is quiet, but there are troubles in it.
Wanna talk about some of these troubles?
They’re mostly related to poverty, that’s it.
………………………….
(singing): Carefree, we pass by the morgue,
Assuming that death is just for our neighbors, and not for us.
Someday, out of the blue, we’ll see it, coiling against the door,
Putting us on a wooden horse (coffin), unbeknownst to others.
O world, shall I laugh at you or shall I cry?
:
For example, there is not a policeman here to punch this guy in the face for parking his car here. 
It’s just like the government. It’s higgledy-piggledy.
Look at this guy, look where he’s parked his car! He doesn’t care that other cars are gonna pass here.
But I don’t mind this.
Man, this is Ahwaz; it’s like this here! Why are you nagging!?
No, Tehran is like this as well!
Never! Teharn isn’t this way! The other day, I was there, near Milad Tower…
Check out the speakers of this car!
…and we’re heading to Damavand at night. We’re in a traffic jam for 45 minutes waiting for the green light; but not even one honked the horn.
:
You have moved to Ahwaz, yeah?
Yeah, long time ago.
How long?
7 or 8 years.
Where were you before?
At Lali village.
…………………………………………….
You used to farm?
Yes. We did.
Did you have livestock as well?
We sold them off.
Why?
Without rhyme or reason!
No, really why?
We sold them to move to the city, which is not of use for us.
What’s your job here?
Nothing. I’m jobless.  
You left the organic eggs to eat these regular, chemical eggs?
Goddamn ’em to hell!  I went through hell waiting in line for two days. 
Which line?
Free food basket’s.
You’ve been waiting for two day?
Yes, I swear! I waited yesterday, but I didn’t get to receive it.
Today, I was waiting again. Yet I couldn’t catch the chicken and cheese of it.
So why did you leave the village?
Why we left? Honestly, I don’t know!
Do you have any job right now?
No, zilch, zilch!
How many kids do you have?
Seven.
Do you wish you were in place of someone else?
………………………………………………………..
In what place!!?
I said, would you like to be in someone else’s shoes?
Then what!!?
You should go this way. 
You kept the traditional clothes!
Yep.
Don’t you change them? 
Nah; not in a million years. What’s up with them!?
Take this turn.
Before long, your kids will change your outfit.
No.
Yes! You’ll surrender at last.
Nope! They have no say.
But they forced you to move to the city, didn’t they?
Yep, they forced me.
Then they’ll force you to change the clothes as well.  
Are you a homeowner of the house or a tenant?
Tenant.
Sing a song!
Turn that way.
Come on, are you really a filmmaker?  
Yes.
My oh my…
Turn over here, thanks.
We used to migrate to summer pastures every year.
You don’t go any more, do you?
…………………………………………
No, I don’t.
Why did you come to this goddamn city? 
Beats me.
You dug yourself into a hole.
Huh, I came here for no rhyme or reason; regardlessly, regardlessly, regardlessly!
Wish we could spend more time together.
I’m at your service.
You’re dear to me.
Once you grew rice, and now you consume this whatdoyoucallit rice.
Indian rice.
Wait, wanna give you the fare.
No. I don’t take fare. This isn’t my job.
So come in and drink tea with us.
No, thanks.
Thank you for being in my film.
You’re welcome.
Bye, headman!
:
I went everywhere, imploring them; they merely make promises.
Sorry to ask, but what promises?
Promises that are not practical; false promises.
They make promises, but they don’t fulfill them.
What’s your problem?
……………
My problem is being a dwarf. Nobody gives me a job.
I’m 26 years old, but I’ve nothing of my own.
Well, I’m 33 and I’ve nothing either.
But you are tall and you can work as a driver and earn a living; what a dwarf like me can do?
What did they tell you now?
They gave me promises again, but later on they’ll say it’s not possible and we can’t.
Promised what?
That they’ll employ me somewhere. But whenever I go there, they’d say it’s not possible.
I’d written a request in the ninth government, since then, I repeatedly write letters to them but unfortunately no measure has been taken, nothing at all.
I like to marry soon, but… how shall I say…
Nobody marries you since you are jobless.
Yeah. First, they would ask if you have a house and a job; how much you earn. This is my problem.
Do you like to marry?
Yes, just like other people.
You wanna marry girls who….sorry.
No pro. Please feel free.
Wanna marry the girls who are the same height as you?
No. it’s not possible, ‘cause that’s problematic.
In that case, whenever the woman gets pregnant, the child will die %90. 
Either the child or the mother will die, and maybe both.
……………………………..
Why?
‘cause the child is too big for mother’s belly; a child should be born in a normal way.
Aha! You mean your child is normal in size?
Yes. Like normal people.
And the child might die in that case.
Even both mother and child might die.
That is, you can marry a person like yourself, but you can’t have a child.
Yes. But, just like other guys, I’d like to marry a tall girl. And this is possible.
How come?
I nearly married a tall girl, but unfortunately…
So you tried…
Yes. I loved a girl and we were together for two years.
We fell in love with each other. But unfortunately I had nothing to start a life.
She asked me, “what’s the future of our relationship?” I replied “I don’t know what to say.” She had a suitor and I told her go get married. 
So she had agreed to marry you.
Yes, she had.
How tall was she?
160 cm.
And you?
One meter.
But, formerly I was shorter than this. My father sold all he had to buy vials for me; hormone vials.
 To grow taller?
I was half a meter, this much high.
Really?
Yes.
Until when?
Until I was 15.
How old are you now?
 26.
I got used to it. But initially it would hurt me.
For instance, once I had gone to the mall to shop clothes. Some guy was there with his kid.
A tall guy.
The kid burst out crying and screaming.
His dad asked him “what’s up” and he replied “dad, I want one like this man”, namely like me. His dad said “OK, I’ll buy you one in a little while.”
I said “My good fello! Right, he is a child and he doesn’t figure out certain things, but what’s up with you?”
I said, instead you should have told the kid that in the future human race will be of my height; they’ll gradually reduce in height. 
Really?
This is a fact. Human beings were so tall in time of Adam and Eve and now they’re much shorter, see?
But nobody actually knows.
Are humans really getting shorter?
Yes. They are. Shorter and shorter.
Maybe I’m a sign for people, a sign. 
Do you wish you were in someone else’s place?
I like to be in my own place, as normal citizens.
…………………………
I’m an accounting student.
Whoa… whoa…whom is he targeting?
Which one?
Halloo! Why did you honk that way?
Forget it, dude.
He insulted our mothers and sisters. 
How come?
You mean you didn’t get it? Seriously, how long have you been a driver? He kept honking the horn behind you!
He didn’t mean anything.
He did.
I’d say he didn’t. He is a driver and…
Holy sh*t! Someone make him understood! 
But I think he just honked ‘cause we were before him.
Hell no! Dude, there are different kinds of honks; nothing to do with your being ahead or behind. 
What kinds?
Mom f*cking honk; sister f*cking honk;…
Wait, one by one…
This is mother and sister honk.
Which means … it’s a curse.
This one conveys all kinds of curses related to genitals.
This one?
Yep, a continual one.
Roll up the window.
And now hurl something at this bus.
Use this if you want to directly swear about his mother,
Like f*ck your mom. 
Have you ever been to a wedding?
Yes.
Have you ever been behind the wheel?
Yeah.
Do you know how to honk horn for a wedding?
This is the wedding honk.
Means: the one, who wouldn’t let you nail her, gonna be nailed.
But this honk is for stranger brides.
If the bride is an acquaintance of yours or a relative, you shouldn’t use this one.
Then, what should we use?
There’s one when they expect you to be goody goody.
Then, use this one.
A tiny one.
What did that guy’s honk mean?
He meant “hey, what are you doing!?”
But this one was a she and you should be gallant.
Oh, the guy was from Bakhtiari tribe; he was blaspheming!
Some honks are womanly and some manly.
Say, if a woman is behind the wheel, you shouldn’t say “f*ck your mom”. It’s gross for a woman; we honor women’s virtue.
Then, the way you swear at her is different from the way you swear at him!
Yep, it should be different.
:
What’s up with your kid?
His testicles are swollen and infected. His mother has passed away too.
When?
A year and 3 months ago.
How come?
She had heart disease?
Can I take the direct way?
Yes.
Wanna go and see Imam in the mosque. People praying there and I’m penniless… and have two handicapped daughters as well. They don’t have health insurance so I can’t take them to the hospital.
What’s your job right now?
I was working as a sentry at the port, but I got out. I work as a day laborer whenever there’s a work.
Won’t you tell me the cause of your wife’s death?
I said; heart disease.
How old was she?
She was young; 27.
Why at such a young age?
She was sick and when we took her to the hospital, they told us she’d had a heart attack.
You hadn’t taken her to see doctor?
Yes, we took her, but she had died before we arrived there.
How do you earn your living now?
Sometimes, Imam helps me by means of Seminary; sometimes I go to the mosque...
Watch out! It might drop and smash.
No. it won’t.
……………………..
What’s your name?
Abdullah
What?
Abdullah
Let he himself say that.
How old are you?
Eight.
Do you have pain? 
My tummy.
Tummy is aching?
Where’s mommy?
She’s gone to God.
To God?
Yes, to God.
Are you a tenant?
Yeah.
Seriously, why didn’t you take your wife to see a doctor?
 ‘Cause I was penniless, just right now.
Sorry for making you sad.
Never mind.
Do you wish you were in someone else’s shoes?
What’s your name?
Me? Norallah.
Norallah, meaning the light of God.
Would you like to be in someone else’s place?
I mean, whose place you would choose if you could.
My daddy’s.
Why daddy?
Dad, I have a headache, wanna sleep.
Dad, buy me a bicycle, now.
………………………..
OK.
Buy me a bicycle.
Alright, alright.
Once you told me I’ll buy you one, but you didn’t. Buy, right now.
Alright sonny, alright.
I’ll buy you one.
No, right now!
Shops are closed now.
Whom do you want to meet now?
I’ll wait here till the praying is over and the prayers come out.
What do you want to do then?
I’ll beg for their help.
For whose help?
The people. I was embarrassed to tell you at first. 
How much do you think they’ll give?
I don’ know.
If you sit here, how much can you take?
Don’ know.
Roughly speaking, how much will they give you?
No idea.
OK.
Take care, drive slowly.
Sure. Bye Abdullah!
…………………………..
Bye.
Good bye honey!
May God be with you.
Will you answer if I call you?
Sure!
Drive carefully.
OK. Bye.
:
Sir, for charter? Wanna get around.
Where are you heading?
Beats me.  I’m mad and frustrated with everything, with the whole world.
Get in.
How much do you get?
Get in, you have run into the right guy!
Dude, are you into having fun?
I’m into whatever you wish.
I’ve a bachelor pad and the money is all set.
I’m after a guy who can find me a woman to f*ck.
Hey get in, get in!
F*ck this world.
F*ck…
I’m on the verge of blaspheming, God forbid.
Man, my nerve is racked, I’m pissed off. Since this morning, I have been looking for a cool guy to set it up and to say, “Yeah, I have something for you. Your money and place are ready, so we’ll pick up some woman to nail.”
……………………..
Since morning, wherever I go, some losers honk the horn for me, what should I do?
I am at your service.
Thanks dude. Well, I’m under pressure, I am so nervous, seriously.
Why?
Look, I’m not a wild guy, but I wonder why so many losers are f*cking like dogs night or day.
Now, I should go to gas station. Where do you think we should go?
Saat Square.
Saat is crowded. 
Go where you wish, I’m woozy right now, woozy and pissed off.
It’s been one week since I’ve this empty bachelor pad, in vain. I’m totally f*cked.
Day and night, I have been hunting everywhere for someone who find me a gal. I would tell him “here are the money, the house, and the keys.” Wanna kick myself! 
How old are you?
25.
It’s early for marriage, right?
Give me a break! Don`t you even talk about marriage.
Why not?
Here we go, moralizing.
No, I don’t want to moralize.
Seriously, come off it.
Believe me; I don’t want to give you advice. 
Man, fuck marriage! I’m not into having a wife.
Can you pick up the two chicks?
……………………….
These two are out of our league.
Come on!
Believe me; they won’t get in our jalopy.
I’m a bundle of nerves. I’m getting mad. I don’ know where to go. I keep standing in the mall in vain. They say go and stand in the junction, I go there, it’s crowded; they say you can find pussy there. 
I hang out at the crowded malls and parks, and yet I can’t pick up any.
I’m at a loss what to do. I’m at my wits end.
Whoa, what’s this?
What do you think it is?
You’re taking my picture?
Obviously, I’m filming you.
What’s this thing you have put here?
Camera.
Well, whom is it filming?
I told ya I was lookin’ exactly for a guy like you. Dude, I’m even more of a jackass than you in this world.
Man, what the hell is that. It might get us into trouble.
No. don’t freak out. 
What do you mean don’t freak out? It’s filming me!
It’s filming.  I’m a documentary maker.
Let go of me dude! Pull over and let me get out.
Why?
Let go of me, Gosh!
………………..
Look, you bet your bottom dollar, there will be no trouble to fear.
Nope! Why fear? God forbid, do I owe someone? This country is replete with pussy!
Don’t worry, much of the stuff will be censored. I’m making a film, about social issues.
Man! Come off it! You’re out of the picture.
My rotten luck, look who I’ve bumped into! Poor our pal’s making a documentary; huh, man, I’m fucked in this world. I’ve lots of troubles and miseries.
Let me say something. God forbid, I didn’t intend to…
Whatever you intended doesn’t matter. Huh, see? I’m looking for something and you for something else.
Sorry, sir. I want to get out right here.
How much should I pay?
Wait a minute.
Dude, your camera gets on my nerve. Wrap it up.
It’s not filming you anymore.
Wrap it up. Turn it off.
Let go of me. Wanna get out.
:
Watch out, the camera might break.
No.
It may be fractured. Put it down.
Where?
Here, or in the dashboard.
……………………………………………..
Then it won’t be filming.
Aha, it’s filming!?
Yes. It is.
What’s your job?
Well, I’m a pensioner.
Pensioner of where? 
Steel industry.
How long did you work there?
About 35 years.
How old are you?
57 or 58.
So, you’re young.
Yeah, they added five years to our work experience and retired us early.
Do you wish you were in someone else’s shoes?
Not at all. My only wish is that I live well and hurt nobody’s feelings.
Being yourself is better than being in someone’s place.
Did you have a nice time?
Yeah, not bad.
:
Seems it’s holiday; the road’s blocked.
Has the tea flask spilled? My feet feel hot.
You spilled it.
Good, it functions as a heater; warms you.
I’d been wondering how warm this was; the pad’s warm.
……………………………..
All the way back, I’d been careful not to spill it.
Yes, it spilled; the pad’s wet.
No pro; warm yourself.
Had you closed the lid tight?
Yep, tight.
It’s totally spilled.
The pad’s wet.
You all are members of one family?
Yes. Don’t give us the evil eye.
May God preserve you from evil eye.
Thanks.
Farewell. I don’t take fare.
Good bye ma’am.
Thanks ma’am, sorry for joking.
You’re dear to me, no problem. Good bye.
For charter, to KianPars?
No.
For charter?
No.
:
Saiid!
Hi dear.
Hi buddy.
My dear darling.
Mahmoud, how are you?
I’ll come and pick you up, bye.
What’s up?
……………………
We’re holding a festival.
Film festival.
My niece has come from Germany.
And has taken all my documents including my diploma.
Please pull over just a second; I’ve a word with you.
OK.
Wanna kiss you on cheeks.
Thanks.
You’re so dear.
Tell me, how long have you been working in cinema?
Me?
Yeah.
Since I was 9.
How old are you now?
Official age?
52 years old.
So how long have you been working in cinema?
For 41 years.
How’s it going?
Fine, thanks.
I gave them my documents. My nephew, Reza, said when you arrive, there’s a woman who will marry you either in Syria or in Germany.
But he said it would be better not to go to Syria. She can come to Tehran; afterwards, you can directly go to London. But in this way the expenses will be much higher. 
…………………………
You mean you are really going?
Yes. In about 18 or 19 months.
Where’re you going exactly?
Germany, Bochum; where my nephew is.
I toiled a lot in the cinema; but, God is my witness, they violated our rights, took advantage of us, and humiliated us; all of ‘em.
Don’t name names.
I didn’t expect them.
What a pity! What a pity! Our rights are breached.
Are you filming?
Yes.
Gosh! Clean that part, please. 
I’ll clean the name; word of honor.
Say, if it is screened for Germans, wouldn’t it be bad for me.
No, you said good things about them. They’ll like it.
No, I mean because I named Syria, it might be bad.
No, you just said your route.
Would you like to be in this film?
Yes, I’d like to. But it would be better if we start from scratch.
No, that would not be documentary anymore. But now it’s documentary.
See how passionate you were? But now you can’t be like that.
Yes, I can. I was taken by surprise. 
………..
If I want you to say them all again, it’s not real any more. You can’t.
I swear I can.
Alright. Start then.
How are you? 
Thanks.
Is it going well? I’m happy to see you.
Me too.
Believe me. They bother us a lot; those I told you before.
Reza is going to send me there. And after there we will go somewhere else.
But if she comes here, the expenses will be more. I should marry her and get out; and you know the rest of story.
See? See? It’s not documentary at all. You’ve seen so many movies but you are not a good player. Tell me how many films you’ve seen. 
Well, I was stupefied; otherwise, I could talk a lot.
Oh dear.
Set it right yourself.
Sign here.
Gosh! What’s this?
Don’t freak out. See? All the passengers have signed.
By God, I want to pay tribute to your deeds by having you in my film. 
But it’d be better if the going abroad part wasn’t in it.
Don’ worry.
If only the abroad part wasn’t in it.
Write your name, Saiid!
………………..
Write it yourself.
What’s your dad’s name?
Dayekh.
Yay! Dayekh! Tell’em who Dayekh was!
Dayekh was the first manager in Ahwaz. He was from 24Metri district.
The first manger of what?
Of Sahel cinema.
He was the first to inaugurate the cinema. He lived with cinema, grew up with cinema, and breathed with cinema. Everybody liked him; he was so popular.
 I’m not praising him just because he was my dad. He was both my dad and my hero.
In a word, Sahel cinema and Dayekh were second to none.
I’m sorry.
I should get going. Would you mind clean that part? Thanks.
Don’t worry.
‘cause I don’t wanna get into any trouble.
Don’t cry.
I can’t help it.
It’s a pity we lost him. My dad was admirable.
He went to a lot of trouble.
He worked so hard, so hard. 
We didn’t appreciate him enough; I always wished to die before him, not to outlive him.
Don’t cry.
When he died, they wrote on a large black placard: “the first cinema manger of Ahwaz passed away.”
I’ve got to go. Please clean that part.
……………………
Calm down. Working night shift?
Yes. The festival starts tomorrow. Will you come?
No, I won’t.
I bothered you.
No, I bothered you.
Bye.
See you.
See ya babe.
:
I beg you to sit in the back.
Sorry lady, get in.
Thank you very much sir.
You’re welcome.
Sorry.
But no guy is sitting in the back right now!
If two ladies get in soon, then what?
Then I’ll sit there.
Now you could sit in the back and if two guys were getting in, then you could change your seat.
Is there a problem now?
No problem, but…
I didn’t mean to bother you, but some guys don’t watch their p’s and q’s. That’s why I sit in the front seat.
You’re right. But when there’s no guy in the back, it’s senseless. And if you wanna be more comfty you can pay for two seats and have enough space. Or charter a taxi if it’s so unbearable for you.
Maybe I can’t afford it. How come our salary is half of men’s salary but for paying fare we should pay twice as much?
Sitting in Taxies in Iran is brother-and-sisterlike. This is the way it is and I somehow agree with you. 
Exactly! You could sit here for a while and put your bag as a preventive beside you, just in case. 
And I agree with the dear driver that it is a brother and sisterlike. 
No. what he meant is that people do not respect anybody’s privacy and sit as if they are brothers and sister. 
No. No.
I meant, since the space is meager, the passengers should try to tolerate each other. 
Tolerating!? I try to sit beside women then I don’t need to keep telling guys please sit properly. They even take offense when you tell them.
You can keep the space by putting your bag beside you.
:
Maybe one does not want to be in the film.
Then I won’t use that part. Everybody who gets in, can sign this consent. 
Then all the events happen in the taxi?
Yes, all. I won’t take out camera; not even for one shot.
 Come on! Stop being so fancy. 
Why fancy?
This is disgraceful.
Why disgraceful?
Some fellow might see you in this taxi. You’re living here, working here, Mahmoud. They would gossip about you.
This is pointless.
They would say Mahmoud is chauffeuring.
Well, what do the passengers talk about?
They talk about whatever they wish, depending on their status in the society.
Daryush, you can’t even imagine how astonishingly compelling it is.
An unsolicited source of stories.  
By doing this, are you mimicking Kiarostami or Jim Jarmusch? 
Neither.
I won’t like this film. Those who are well-off have private vehicles and never get in your taxi to talk in front of your camera. And those who are penniless take a bus, yet there are people who can’t even afford the bus fare. You’re left with some suited up bourgeoisie who sit in front of your camera. One goes: “I didn’t receive the subsidy”; the other goes: “I didn’t get free food basket.” One goes: “I was fired, and the other: I had a fight with my wife.” So what? Suppose that they’ve told this stuff, then what? A fancy, polished metric-cab cinema! Tell me, how do you want to depict the life?
I somewhat disagree with you on this; I think a considerable fraction of people take a taxi, and yes, some might not.
So why haven’t you put your camera in a bus?
I didn’t ask you how I should make a film; listen, if you like it this way, you can make a film in this way.
That’s not my job. I’m a journalist.
A journalist is not that much different from a document maker.
Mahmoud!
If you were in my shoes, what would be the topic of your film? I’m not asking how you would make it.
Cinema provides you with certain possibilities that I, as a journalist, don’t have ‘em.
Did you consult me, as a journalist friend?
Consulted a journalist, but not you.
Did you consult a sociologist?
Yes, sure.
Then take your camera to peripheral areas of the city, where every bit of people’s life is a film per se, shot by shot. 
It doesn’t need any mise en scène or découpage; just take your camera there; that’s it!
I’m not asking you how I should make it, just asking what would be the subject of your film. If you were me, what subject would you choose?
OK, I wanna take you somewhere to show you the subject.
Pull over across the ATM, wanna show you something.
But we passed the ATM.
No pro, there are more ahead of us.
You stay here, I’ll come back soon.
What are you going to do?
Just wait a minute.
I’ve parked in an awkward place.
Just a minute!!
How long is it gonna take?
I’ll be back soon.
Balance on hand: only 15 thousand Tomans! Take it in front of the camera.
Balance on hand: 55 thousand.
Balance on hand: 71,244.
Take it in front of your sissy camera to see it!
Balance on hand: 7,900.
No balance on hand.
Balance on hand: 500.000. I swear this one was not from this area, he only has passed here.
This is it Mr. Film maker! Go ahead, wanna show you something else.
What do you mean by this?
It means the average of discretionary income of people is less than 70 or 80 thousand Tomans.
1, 2, 3, 4, 5, 6, 7, 8, 9, 10, 11, 12, 13 stories . Take a good look, from the 1st street to 19th street you can’t see any cultural products shops, any bookstores; all you see is fast food and falafel shops, deli, Italian restaurant, ice cream shop, Bahar barbeque over there, glasses shop, fast food, fast food again, cancer; all over the place is cancer; Bermuda restaurant, fish and chips.
I’ve got something catchier for you. Look at these ATM receipts. For the love of God, read them.  Balance on hand of this one is 30 million Tomans!  Read it! Balance on hand: 16,465,000 Tomans.
Balance on hand: 10 million.
Let’s forget these; put them aside; they may be of use later. I’ve got something more interesting.
Selling kidney ads.
Daryush!
By God, all were stuck there. 
You’ve taken down them all?
Yes.
Pull over, wanna call one of them.
It says: “Selling a kidney”; let your camera catch it.
“A kidney, urgent for sale.”
“Selling kidney, AB+, O+, O-, B+.”
(Phone) “The number is not valid.”
“The mobile set is off. Please try later.”
Those who have sold, turn their phone off.
Which one is this? Oh yeah, this one. 08…
This was O+.
Hello.
Hello.
Sir, you’ve issued an ad for urgent sale?
Yes, bro.
Can you stop driving, your voice isn’t clear.
What?
Please pull over, your voice isn’t clear. Or roll up the car windows.
Sorry bro, I’m driving a truck.
I’m married and I’m doing this for my family.
How come? Can I ask you the reason?
Frankly. I don’t know you and you don’t know me, right?
Right.
The reason is that I can’t afford the key money for an apartment. 
How much is the key money?
And how much do you want to receive for selling your kidney? 
Well, I think 30 million, but if someone really wants to buy, I can compromise up to 25 million because I’m in need of the key money.
Sorry to ask, but have you really thought about the consequences of it?
You’re selling a part of your body.
Excuse me for saying this, when your child sleeps over at people’s homes, you don’t have the key money, you’re self employed, you work one day and you are jobless for ten days …what would you do if you were me?
For the sake of my family, I’m ready to sell not only my kidney, but also my life.
Are they content with you doing this?
Yes, they are. When you ask your relatives to lend you, say, 2 million, the first thing he’d ask is “when will you return it? I need it myself.”
My family is homeless now, I’m even ready to sell it 20 million to rent a small house for my mom and Mobina and my child.
Well, why don’t you take out a loan instead of selling your kidney?
A loan? I left no stone unturned. I requested loan, but they demand a co-signer, a collateral check, so on and so forth, which I have none.
You mean you don’t have any relatives to have these things?
Frankly, no. I have just one brother and one sister; no other relatives.
So, you have no other way to get 25 million rather than selling your kidney?
I swear to my two kids that I don’t. Believe me.
I believe you.
I do tile-work and receive 8 thousand for each square meter. My family sleeps at my friend’s workshop at nights; that’s why I have to sell my kidney.
Alright, sir, I’m really sorry.
Sorry but just suppose, if you will, that your own sister is homeless and has to sleep in a workshop where at times the workers show up, what would you do? One can’t simply sit on his hands.
:
A little further ahead, after the truck.
No way!
What?
No way!
You stay here a minute, I take it up there.
No. No, don’t take the camera.
Mahmoud! One minute!
No. Don’t take it up.
Dear Mahmoud, just a minute; you asked me how I would make the film if I were you and…
No. No. ‘cause I’ve never taken it out of the taxi. 
You can turn the camera around and film the outside.
I film only one minute which can equate to the rest of your film.
If you want to be of any help, you can talk about it.
Mahmoud, look, you are free not to use it; just throw it away.
But I have never taken the camera out.
Dear Mahmoud, I film only two or three minutes; you can discard it if you didn’t like it.
Wanna show you something; please let me do it.
The camera is so important to me.
Mahmoud, please! You can discard it.
It’s not because of the money. I went through thin and thick to find it; I attached the lens with glue!
Alright, I’ll take care of it, I swear to God.
Just two or three minutes and you can discard it later.
Wait a minute.
But it’s too bright.
Let me adjust it.
Don’t touch anything at all.
Ok.
Watch out!
Alright, alright!
Hi uncle.
Hi.
Is your mom home?
Yes.
Call her.
Come in.
Hello ma’am, how do you do?
Can I film?
If this is gonna be of any help for us, yes you can.
This is the kitchen?
No, it’s yard. We don’ have a kitchen
What’s this?
This is both the bathroom and the toilet.
We don’t have a kitchen, so I’ve put the oven here.
This is your entire house?
Yes, by God.
We don’t even have a small room for our oven.
How many square meters is it?
I don’t know.
One, two, three(the length); one, two three (the width). 
Where’s your husband?
He’s gone out. He’ll come soon.
How many people are there in your family?
Five.
And all of you live in this!?
Yes, I swear. Even sometimes, our guests sleep over here.
Really? In this 12-square meter room? 
Yes, by God.
We’ve moved to Ahwaz for 7 or 8 years.
Does it have a title deed?
No, no title deed. Just a written promise.
What’s your husband’s job?
I swear to Koran, he’s been jobless for several months.
Jobless?
Yes.
Do you receive subsidy?
Yes, but we weren’t issued with the free food basket.
This is the baby of the family?
Yes.
How old is he?
One year and a half.
How old is the eldest?
This one’s the eldest. He’s in the 3rd grade school.
I hope the authority see this, the dear and honorable officials. 
Thanks ma’am.
This area is poor overall; at the lowest level of poverty. Here, the day laborers rarely have jobs ten days in a row.
Mahmoud!
Mahmoud!
Mahmoud!
Come over here!
Come here!
……………………….
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