Pakistanis and Persians

by

Eyes Right

Tucson, Arizona – I was here last week with a group of 16 students spending an overnight at Kitt Peak National Observatory.   Actually we were about 50 miles to the southwest in the desert on top of a 7000 ft mountain, but our base camp was at a Sheraton Hotel in Tucson.  More on the Kitt Peak adventure at a later date.

While in Tucson, I had an opportunity to visit a former neighbor, Anjum Khan.  She had moved to Tucson from Virginia as the result of an arranged marriage to Asim, now an economics professor at the University of Arizona.  Asim and Anjum live in a small, non-descript  apartment on the east side of town with their 18 month old daughter, Noya.  My visit with the Khan’s was pleasant, and we engaged in 2 hours of small talk catching up on each other’s lives since I had last seen them at their wedding in Virginia.  It had been  an arranged marriage set up by their Pakistani families, and, from all appearances, was working well.

After flying back to the East Coast, I was informed by my wife that I must get a haircut, because I had been asked to give an eulogy at a close friend’s funeral. [ I am saddened to report that it was my friend, John, whom I mentioned in a recent column, Thanksgiving Thoughts (The Exchange, Dec 3, 2004)  He lost his battle with brain cancer while I was in the desert.]  The barbershop that I usually frequent (if getting a haircut twice a year qualifies as “frequent”) had closed at 4 PM, so I went to a nearby Hair Cuttery, hoping that none of my friends would see me going into a “chick” haircut place.

As I entered the Hair Cuttery, a woman apparently in her late 50’s approached me and asked if I would like her to cut my hair.  I replied, “Sure.”  When I asked her name, she replied, “Nasrin.”  When I inquired as to her nationality, she said, “Iran.”  

“Oh, you’re Persian! One of my all-time favorite students from a school I used to teach at south of here was a Persian;  her name is Yasman.  As a matter of fact, she is getting married in New York in two weeks,” I remarked.  Note – most of the Iranians I have met seem to prefer to be called “Persian” vs. “Iranian,” apparently because they suspect that most Americans have bad feelings for Iran.

“Yasaman Ayati??? I’m going to her wedding!” Nasrin exclaimed excitedly. “Her mother is one of my best friends.”

I nearly fell out of the barber/haircutterery chair.  I am certain that Nasrin accidentally took an unintended chunk out of my hair as I jumped in disbelief.  What were the odds??

Bottom line, America:  we are now more a true melting pot than ever.  Whether it be in Arizona or Virginia or Washington or Vermont, friends, neighbors, and acquaintances are now likely to hail from exotic countries all over the globe.  “Diversity” has moved far beyond simple black, white and brown.  You had better get used to it. 

I thought you might like to know.
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