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BONUS: This edition contains a When Skateboards Will Be Free discussion guide.“The

revolution is not only inevitable, it is imminent. It is not only imminent, it is quite imminent. And
when the time comes, my father will lead it.”With a profound gift for capturing the absurd in life,

and a deadpan wisdom that comes from surviving a surreal childhood in the Socialist Workers
Party, Saïd Sayrafiezadeh has crafted an unsentimental, funny, heartbreaking memoir.Saïd’s

Iranian-born father and American Jewish mother had one thing in common: their unshakable

conviction that the workers’ revolution was coming. Separated since their son was nine months
old, they each pursued a dream of the perfect socialist society. Pinballing with his mother
between makeshift Pittsburgh apartments, falling asleep at party meetings, longing for the

luxuries he’s taught to despise, Said waits for the revolution that never, ever arrives. “Soon,” his

mother assures him, while his long-absent father quixotically runs as a socialist candidate for
president in an Iran about to fall under the ayatollahs. Then comes the hostage crisis. The uproar

that follows is the first time Saïd hears the word “Iran” in school. There he is suddenly forced to
confront the combustible stew of his identity: as an American, an Iranian, a Jew, a socialist... and

a middle-school kid who loves football and video games.Poised perfectly between tragedy and

farce, here is a story by a brilliant young writer struggling to break away from the powerful

mythologies of his upbringing and create a life—and a voice—of his own. Saïd Sayrafiezadeh’ s
memoir is unforgettable.

: While images of athletic and Hollywood celebrity decorated the rooms of his classmates, the
walls of Said Sayrafiezadeh's youth were adorned with fierce glares from heavily-bearded
revolutionaries. As the son of an Iranian father and Jewish-American mother--two souls united
by a commitment to an impending socialist revolution--young Said spent his childhood working
to make the comrades proud. He hawked the movement's rag, embraced a moniker of "the little
revolutionary," and even embarked on a confusing trip to Cuba to spark his political awareness.
Despite the seriousness of his cause, When Skateboards Will Be Free describes a politically-

charged childhood with an innocence that forces smiles in unexpected places and reveals the

heartache of a home soaked in idealism. The arrival of a socialist state not only promised to
bring skateboards in bubblegum-bright colors to the masses; it also pledged to repair the rifts

within Sayrafiezadeh's own home. - Dave CallananExclusive Q&A with Said SayrafiezadehWe
caught up with the author of When Skateboards Will Be Free to discuss his present-day

perspective, writing influences, and politically charged father.Has your childhood caused you to
embrace or run from politics today?I have a difficult time thinking for myself when it comes to

politics. Considering what my childhood was like I suppose this is a natural consequence. I try to

stay up on the news as much as I can but I’m wearied by a lot of it. I’m also uneasy. Especially

around election time when my anxiety is inflamed by the extreme urgency of both Democrats
and Republicans. As a little boy, politics moved at a feverish pace. According to the Socialist

Workers Party the world was always on the verge of total collapse, and it was up to us to do
everything in our power to forestall that collapse. So as an adult I try to live above the fray as

much as I can. My wife and I recently went to Washington D.C. for a week’s vacation. We took
every tour we could: The Supreme Court, the House, the Senate, even the Pentagon. It was

fascinating to actually visit these places that I had only ever seen at demonstrations. I found that

I had a lot of respect and admiration for our political process. But this was countered by a certain
amount of guilt, and, rightly so, reproof at some of the more egregious misrepresentations of
American history. I have a curious relationship to my country that I haven’t entirely sorted out
yet.How do you feel about the revolutionary heroes of your youth - Castro and Che, for example as an adult?I have a soft spot in my heart for them. I think I always will. Castro, Che, Malcolm X.

These were the main revolutionary figures for me when I was a child. I considered them less like
heroes and more like family. And I don’t think I’m overstating that. In fact, at times they were more
personal to me than my family. Certainly more personal than my father whom I didn’t really get to

know until I was eighteen. They acted as stand-ins for him. Even though Che and Malcolm X
were already dead by the time I was born, I saw them as living, breathing companions, and I
imagined that they were working to rescue me and my mother somehow. I felt comforted by this.

Even to this day I cringe when I hear disparaging comments about them. But I’m able to handle
criticism about my father.You recall some very personal memories in this book. Would it have
been easier to fictionalize the names and dates and write a debut novel?Probably. But that’s not

what motivated me to write this story. I was driven by a desire to have the truth be known
precisely as it had occurred. To fictionalize it would have been an act of cowardice. The Socialist
Workers Party has always prided itself on speaking out regardless of the consequences. In many
ways I’ve become the ideal party member. That’s the irony.Who has influenced your writing the

most? There is no shortage of eloquent thinkers in your family.I don’t really know. Perhaps it’s a
combination of things. The theatre had a big impact on me, for one. I acted in plays as a child

and I was profoundly affected by the experience of dramatizing events. And my uncle, Mark
Harris, was a successful author, so I saw that it was something that was possible to do. On the

other hand, my mother was consistently frustrated in her desire to be a writer. I would often see
her working on short stories or taking classes. She had little or no success, but at least writing

was a part of our household. I knew she had other aspirations besides socialist revolution.How
has your father reacted to When Skateboards Will Be Free?In the fall of 2005, I published an

essay in Granta about my childhood, and which ended up becoming the foundation for this
book. My father hasn’t spoken to me since then. I’m sure he was offended by what I said about
him and the Socialist Workers Party. Maybe he was also mortified about the consequences of

his abandonment. I’d like to think so. My father’s still a leading member of the Socialist Workers

Party, and his reaction has not been much of a surprise since politics have always trumped
family. Which is essentially what my memoir is about. So in some ways my point has been

proven.--This text refers to the hardcover edition.Review“[Saïd Sayrafiezadeh is a name] that
you may want to remember…if this exacting and finely made first book is any indication…[He]

writes with extraordinary power and restraint…[His] prose has some of [Isaac Bashevis] Singer’s

wistful comedy, and good deal of that writer’s curiosity about the places where desire, selfsacrifice and societal obligation intersect and collide.”—New York Times“[Sayrafiezadeh] writes

with grace and clarity about growing up juggling deprivation and desire.”—Time“Sayrafiezadeh

looks back with wonder, even humor, at the many difficulties he faced in his childhood…[He]
maintains a generous spirit throughout this eloquent memoir.”—Washington Post“A memoir is a

bold thing to write so young, but the author pulls it off with pathos and humor, proving some
histories are best written early.”—GQ“[A] wry, lovely memoir.”—O: The Oprah Magazine"Once I

began When Skateboards Will Be Free, I couldn't put it down but to sleep. So rending a memoir,

it reaches the reader's innermost consciousness. Its language has the fierceness and humor of

a Charles Dickens story about childhood." —Paula Fox, author of Desperate Characters and

Borrowed Finery"Said Sayrafiezadeh has a wry, deadpan sense of humor, an exceptionally open
heart, and the wisdom of a true outsider. When Skateboards Will Be Free shows us exactly how
he came into possession of these rare qualities. This is a fantastic, beautifully written memoir." —

Scott Smith, author of A Simple Plan and The Ruins"When Skateboards Will Be Free is a brave,
honest and elegant book. It felt like the story was being whispered in my ear. I haven't read a

memoir in quite a while that has so skillfully ma...About the AuthorSaïd Sayrafiezadeh’s writing
has appeared in Granta, the Paris Review, and Open City. He lives in New York. --This text refers

to the hardcover edition.Excerpt. © Reprinted by permission. All rights reserved.Chapter OneMy
father believes that the United States is destined one day to be engulfed in a socialist revolution.

All revolutions are bloody, he says, but this one will be the bloodiest of them all. The working
class–which includes me–will at some point in the not-so-distant future decide to put down the
tools of our trade, pour into the streets, beat the police into submission, take over the means of

production, and usher in a new epoch–the final epoch–of peace and equality. This revolution is
not only inevitable, it is imminent. It is not only imminent, it is quite imminent. And when the
time comes, my father will lead it. Because of such urgency I do not see my father very

often. This despite the fact we both live in New York City. Weeks pass. Months pass. Then a year.
At times I will begin to wonder if I will ever hear from him again, but just as I do, a postcard will

arrive from Istanbul, or Tehran, or Athens, or Minneapolis, where he has gone to attend this or
that conference or to deliver this or that speech. “The weather is beautiful here,” he will write in

enormous swirling optimistic cursive that fi lls the white space, leaving room to say nothing

more. We’ve had our moments, though, over the years. My eighteenth birthday–the fi rst time we
had been together for any of my birthdays–my father astounded me by giving me a Walkman, by
far the most expensive present I’d ever received. Then for my nineteenth birthday I stayed an

entire week with him and his wife–his second wife–taking photographs, watching movies on the
VCR, and playing Scrabble late into the night, where, even though my father is Iranian and

English is his third language, he beat me nearly every time. We also took a long walk one

Sunday afternoon, just him and me, to the aquarium at Coney Island, sitting side by side in the

winter air while we watched as a walrus swam back and forth in its cement pond. Later at the
café I was so nervous about being on my best behavior that I knocked over an entire cup of

coffee onto his lap. “Sorry, Pop. Sorry. Sorry. Sorry.” And every Sunday morning during my

freshman year in college he would call to ask if he could help answer any questions I might be
having with Algebra 101. He is a professor of mathematics, after all. But first and foremost my
father is a member–a comrade–of the Socialist Workers Party. He is a leading comrade, in fact,

and has been for almost all my life. The responsibilities he chooses to undertake include, but are
not limited to, editing books, writing articles, giving speeches, teaching political classes,

attending book sales, demonstrations, rallies, meetings, conferences, picket lines . . . By the time

I was in my early twenties my father had again begun to disappear behind this massive workload
of revolution, and his phone calls grew increasingly infrequent until they ceased altogether, and
our joyful reunions became more like occasional punctuation marks in long paragraphs of

silence. One summer night, when I was twenty- seven years old, I took my girlfriend to Film

Forum in the West Village to watch a documentary on Che Guevara. When the movie was over, I
came out of the theater to see my father standing on the sidewalk behind a table with an array of
books published by Pathfi nder Press, the publishing house of the Socialist Workers Party. Che

Guevara Speaks. Che Guevara Talks to Young People. The History of the Russian
Revolution. Imperialism: The Highest Stage of Capitalism. A handwritten banner was draped

over the front of the table with a quote by Castro that read “There will be a victorious revolution in
the United States before there will be a victorious counterrevolution in Cuba.” In my father’s
hand, displayed for all to see, was that week’s issue of The Militant. “Sidsky!” my father called
out, using his invented Russified diminutive of my name, which has never failed to endear him to

me. “Pop!” I said. “How was the movie, Sidsky?” “I liked it,” I said. And my girlfriend, who cared

little for politics and had never even heard of Che Guevara before I had told her about him, said,
“I liked it too.” “I see,” my father said, looking fi rst at my girlfriend and then at me. It was obvious
by the expression on his face that we had given the wrong answer. I thought of backtracking and

adding qualifi cations to my opinion, but before I could think what those qualifi cations could be,
he said, “Let’s have dinner tonight. What do you say? There’s a nice restaurant right around the

corner.” I agreed, of course, wholeheartedly. The only hitch was that my father had to wait for the
next showing of the documentary to let out, ninety minutes from now, and then he had to put all

the unsold books away and fold up the table, so my girlfriend and I walked fourteen blocks
through the West Village to my studio apartment to sit patiently by the phone, growing hungrier
by the minute. And when my father fi nally called it was to say, sorry, a last- minute meeting had

suddenly been scheduled, he could not see us tonight, but we would defi nitely do it again
sometime soon, he promised, the three of us, soon. “Oh, I can tell you’re disappointed!” my

girlfriend said, throwing her arms around me, kissing me. “No, I’m not,” I said, but I was. And then

the phone rang again, and it was my father again, but this time he was saying that the lastminute meeting had just been rescheduled, and, yes, he could have dinner now, right now, he

was excited to see us, how soon could we be there? So my girlfriend and I hurried the fourteen
blocks back through the Village to meet him at the nice restaurant around the corner from Film

Forum, where we ate and drank our fi ll while he explained to us everything we had
misunderstood about the movie. Not long after that, I began to have feelings of

claustrophobia around my girlfriend. We had been together for just one year, but all the
excitement had worn away. I cringed at her affection. When she would ask if I had missed her

after a few days apart, I would cruelly delight in telling her I had not. I broke up with her fi nally in
front of Monet’s Water Lilies at the Museum of Modern Art for what was supposed to be the

beginning of a fun- fi lled weekend at her parents’ house in upstate New York. And my father,
almost about the same time, divorced his second wife of ten years. But while I remained single,

unable to summon the courage to ask anyone out, sitting alone in the front row of Film Forum
every weekend with regret, he had begun to date with gusto, beginning with a twenty-eight-year-

old comrade from the party. When I saw him next, it was in his new apartment in Brooklyn,
shabby and unpainted, but I knew he didn’t care. The apartment had a hollow, empty, unlived- in
feel, like he was just moving in or just moving out. The reality was that he had already been there

six months. There was hardly anything in the place except for a large desk in the living room
littered with memorandums from the Socialist Workers Party. And next to the desk was a plant

about to die. Next to the plant were two bookcases. One fi lled with forty- five volumes of
the collected works of Lenin, including letters to relatives. And the second with forty-nine

volumes of the collected works of Marx and Engels, also with letters to relatives. These

had been given to him by his second wife one Christmas when times were still good. I
remembered that Christmas. I had been there for it. Standing in the dim light next to the

dying plant, I wondered if he had had the chance yet to read every volume. I wondered if I should

read every volume. My father abandoned me when I was nine months old, and with only a few
exceptions I did not see or hear from him for eighteen years. “Mahmoud went off to fi ght for

a world socialist revolution,” my mother would tell me with proud determination when I was a little
boy. Mahmoud. The name always sounded so ornate, so exotic, coming from my mother’s

mouth, and it emphasized the fact that my name was also exotic, while my mother was Martha
Harris (née Finkelstein), a Jewish American, born and raised in the small town of Mount Vernon,

New York. The divisons and allegiances, therefore, were various. In any event, the logic behind
my mother’s explanation was that the separation with my father was only temporary and, once

this socialist revolution had been achieved, he would return to us. It was only a matter of time.
Neither of us ever dared state this belief aloud–it was unmarked and liquid–but we subscribed to
it silently, like a well-kept secret among friends. And thus, since the night of my

father’s departure, she began to save herself for him, denying herself a sexual or even a
personal life, never bothering to find either another husband for herself or a surrogate father for
me. Indeed, she even consented to stay married to my father so that he could continue to live

and work legally in the United States. Moreover... --This text refers to the hardcover edition.Read
more

To Karen Mainenti and Steven Kuchuckfor their optimism1.MY FATHER BELIEVES THAT THE
United States is destined one day to be engulfed in a socialist revolution. All revolutions are

bloody, he says, but this one will be the bloodiest of them all. The working class—which includes
me—will at some point in the not-so-distant future decide to put down the tools of our trade, pour
into the streets, beat the police into submission, take over the means of production, and usher in

a new epoch—the final epoch—of peace and equality. This revolution is not only inevitable, it is
imminent. It is not only imminent, it is quite imminent. And when the time comes, my father will

lead it.Because of such urgency I do not see my father very often. This despite the fact we both

live in New York City. Weeks pass. Months pass. Then a year. At times I will begin to wonder if I
will ever hear from him again, but just as I do, a postcard will arrive from Istanbul, or Tehran, or
Athens, or Minneapolis, where he has gone to attend this or that conference or to deliver this or

that speech. “The weather is beautiful here,” he will write in enormous swirling optimistic cursive
that fills the white space, leaving room to say nothing more.We've had our moments, though,

over the years. My eighteenth birthday—the first time we had been together for any of my
birthdays—my father astounded me by giving me a Walkman, by far the most expensive present

I'd ever received. Then for my nineteenth birthday I stayed an entire week with him and his wife—
his second wife—taking photographs, watching movies on the VCR, and playing Scrabble late

into the night, where, even though my father is Iranian and English is his third language, he beat

me nearly every time. We also took a long walk one Sunday afternoon, just him and me, to the
aquarium at Coney Island, sitting side by side in the winter air while we watched as a walrus
swam back and forth in its cement pond. Later at the café I was so nervous about being on my
best behavior that I knocked over an entire cup of coffee onto his lap. “Sorry, Pop. Sorry. Sorry.

Sorry.” And every Sunday morning during my freshman year in college he would call to ask if he

could help answer any questions I might be having with Algebra 101. He is a professor of
mathematics, after all.But first and foremost my father is a member—a comrade—of the
Socialist Workers Party. He is a leading comrade, in fact, and has been for almost all my life. The
responsibilities he chooses to undertake include, but are not limited to, editing books, writing

articles, giving speeches, teaching political classes, attending book sales, demonstrations,
rallies, meetings, conferences, picket lines … By the time I was in my early twenties my father

had again begun to disappear behind this massive workload of revolution, and his phone calls

grew increasingly infrequent until they ceased altogether, and our joyful reunions became more
like occasional punctuation marks in long paragraphs of silence.One summer night, when I was

twenty-seven years old, I took my girlfriend to Film Forum in the West Village to watch a
documentary on Che Guevara. When the movie was over, I came out of the theater to see my

father standing on the sidewalk behind a table with an array of books published by Pathfinder
Press, the publishing house of the Socialist Workers Party. Che Guevara Speaks. Che Guevara

Talks to Young People. The History of the Russian Revolution. Imperialism: The Highest Stage of
Capitalism. A handwritten banner was draped over the front of the table with a quote by Castro

that read “There will be a victorious revolution in the United States before there will be a

victorious counterrevolution in Cuba.” In my father's hand, displayed for all to see, was that
week's issue of The Militant.“Sidsky!” my father called out, using his invented Russified
diminutive of my name, which has never failed to endear him to me.“Pop!” I said.“How was the

movie, Sidsky?”“I liked it,” I said.And my girlfriend, who cared little for politics and had never
even heard of Che Guevara before I had told her about him, said, “I liked it too.”“I see,” my father

said, looking first at my girlfriend and then at me. It was obvious by the expression on his face

that we had given the wrong answer. I thought of backtracking and adding qualifications to my
opinion, but before I could think what those qualifications could be, he said, “Let's have dinner

tonight. What do you say? There's a nice restaurant right around the corner.”I agreed, of course,
wholeheartedly. The only hitch was that my father had to wait for the next showing of the
documentary to let out, ninety minutes from now, and then he had to put all the unsold books

away and fold up the table, so my girlfriend and I walked fourteen blocks through the West
Village to my studio apartment to sit patiently by the phone, growing hungrier by the minute. And

when my father finally called it was to say, sorry, a last-minute meeting had suddenly been

scheduled, he could not see us tonight, but we would definitely do it again sometime soon, he
promised, the three of us, soon.“Oh, I can tell you're disappointed!” my girlfriend said, throwing
her arms around me, kissing me.“No, I'm not,” I said, but I was.And then the phone rang again,

and it was my father again, but this time he was saying that the last-minute meeting had just
been rescheduled, and, yes, he could have dinner now, right now, he was excited to see us, how

soon could we be there? So my girlfriend and I hurried the fourteen blocks back through the
Village to meet him at the nice restaurant around the corner from Film Forum, where we ate and

drank our fill while he explained to us everything we had misunderstood about the movie.Not

long after that, I began to have feelings of claustrophobia around my girlfriend. We had been
together for just one year, but all the excitement had worn away. I cringed at her affection. When

she would ask if I had missed her after a few days apart, I would cruelly delight in telling her I
had not. I broke up with her finally in front of Monet's Water Lilies at the Museum of Modern Art
for what was supposed to be the beginning of a fun-filled weekend at her parents’ house in
upstate New York. And my father, almost about the same time, divorced his second wife of ten

years. But while I remained single, unable to summon the courage to ask anyone out, sitting

alone in the front row of Film Forum every weekend with regret, he had begun to date with gusto,
beginning with a twenty-eight-year-old comrade from the party.When I saw him next, it was in his

new apartment in Brooklyn, shabby and unpainted, but I knew he didn't care. The apartment had
a hollow, empty, unlived-in feel, like he was just moving in or just moving out. The reality was that

he had already been there six months. There was hardly anything in the place except for a large
desk in the living room littered with memorandums from the Socialist Workers Party. And next to

the desk was a plant about to die. Next to the plant were two bookcases. One filled with forty-five
volumes of the collected works of Lenin, including letters to relatives. And the second with forty-

nine volumes of the collected works of Marx and Engels, also with letters to relatives. These had
been given to him by his second wife one Christmas when times were still good. I remembered

that Christmas. I had been there for it. Standing in the dim light next to the dying plant, I

wondered if he had had the chance yet to read every volume. I wondered if I should read every

volume.My father abandoned me when I was nine months old, and with only a few exceptions I
did not see or hear from him for eighteen years. “Mahmoud went off to fight for a world socialist
revolution,” my mother would tell me with proud determination when I was a little boy. Mahmoud.
The name always sounded so ornate, so exotic, coming from my mother's mouth, and it

emphasized the fact that my name was also exotic, while my mother was Martha Harris (née
Finkelstein), a Jewish American, born and raised in the small town of Mount Vernon, New York.

The divisons and allegiances, therefore, were various.In any event, the logic behind my mother's
explanation was that the separation with my father was only temporary and, once this socialist

revolution had been achieved, he would return to us. It was only a matter of time. Neither of us
ever dared state this belief aloud—it was unmarked and liquid—but we subscribed to it silently,

like a well-kept secret among friends. And thus, since the night of my father's departure, she
began to save herself for him, denying herself a sexual or even a personal life, never bothering to

find either another husband for herself or a surrogate father for me. Indeed, she even consented
to stay married to my father so that he could continue to live and work legally in the United

States. Moreover, she remained a committed member of the Socialist Workers Party, pursuing
the revolution with a ruthlessness and zeal that crushed whatever stood in her way. If the answer

was revolution, then she would do everything in her power to make it solid.And since there was
something so immensely redemptive and exciting for me to imagine that my unknown father was

not just a man who had abandoned me but a noble man of adventure who had no choice but to
abandon me, I succumbed quite easily to my mother's version of events. This is but one example

from the hagiography of my father that persisted throughout my childhood, that has persisted, in

fact, until this very day.But the story took great effort to sustain, and there were times when even
my mother could not follow the narrative. “Mahmoud gave me twenty-four hours’ notice before he
left,” she would confide on candid, reflective occasions. There would be an apologetic tone to
her voice, one that implied regret at having to admit something so unsavory about such an

important man. And while this was one of the only criticisms my mother ever levied against my
father, it mirrored another theme that would define my childhood: my mother as a victim of the

world, at the mercy of those more powerful than she, and by extension I was also at their mercy,
as were each and every worker who was unfortunate enough to have been born under
capitalism.“The roots of suffering are in the capitalist system,” she would explain. “We must do
away with capitalism in order to do away with suffering.” This meant that energy expended on

eliminating the wretchedness of only one, when standing behind them were millions more in
equal wretched need, was energy greatly wasted. There was even a story of how Lenin, during a
devastating famine in the Volga region in which he lived as a young man, refused on principle to

offer any aid to the sick and starving, even to those peasants of his own estate, reasoning that to
alleviate their suffering would delay the coming revolution—which at that point was twenty-five

years away.My mother's philosophy, as callous and resolute as it might appear, was nonetheless

underscored by a deep compassion that would come upon her quickly and from many
directions. I would frequently see her cry about things like the general oppression of
Palestinians, the heroic struggle of Castro against U.S. imperialism, the death of a young black
boy at the hands of the police. “Did you hear what the police did to that boy?” she would say to

me, her hands wringing the air, her body full of accusation as if I might be to blame. And then

she would become incensed at the seemingly carefree disinterest of the wealthy. When we
walked through a well-to-do neighborhood, she would point to a large house with smoke in the

chimney and a car in the driveway and say contemptuously, “Look at them. The rich asses.” And I
would look at that house and I would despise the occupants for having, and I would despise
myself for not having, and further down, much further down, I would despise myself for wanting

what I saw.We were poor, my mother and I, living in a world of doom and gloom, pessimism and
bitterness, where storms raged and wolves scratched at the door. Often she would inform me

when we were late on the rent, or when she suspected she was about to be fired, or when the
price of bread had gone up again. All of it categorical evidence against capitalism and how

deserving we would be when the revolution came. At times our deprivation entered the realm of
the absurd. Like when she would stand at the entrance of the supermarket, asking shoppers if
they would give her the classifieds from their newspapers. Or at the doctor's office, filling her

knapsack with towelettes. Or in front of the library, instructing me to go and place our overdue

books on the counter and walk straight back outside. Later she would brag to comrades about
what a good accomplice I had been. And if I ever questioned such dishonesty, she would reply,
“Any crime against society is a good crime.”On one occasion I mustered the courage to ask my
mother to buy me a skateboard (they were all the rage at the time), and after much inveigling she

finally agreed to have a look. There in the middle of the sports department sat a giant metal bin
filled with skateboards in bubblegum-bright colors and a sign that read $10.99.“I want the green

one,” I said.“Once the revolution comes,” my mother said, “everyone will have a skateboard,

because all skateboards will be free.” Then she took me by the hand and led me out of the store.
I pictured in precise detail a world of long, rolling, grassy hills, where it was always summertime

and boys skateboarded up and down the slopes.2.WHEN I WAS FOUR YEARS old there arose
one morning an unresolvable crisis between my mother and me.I was in my bedroom playing

with my toys when she entered and knelt beside me on the floor. “We will not be eating grapes or
lettuce anymore,” she said plainly.I put my toys down and looked up into her face. It seemed odd

and outlandish, this sudden rule. The kind of rule that comes from nowhere, out of nowhere,

made solely at the whim of the adult world.“That's a dumb rule,” I said.“It's not a dumb rule,” she

said. And she went on to patiently explain that the rule was not her own but the rule of the
Socialist Workers Party, which was itself following the rule of César Chávez and the United Farm
Workers, who had called for a national boycott of table grapes and iceberg lettuce. All of this she
described in the simplest of terms that allowed me to understand and accept the edict.“You're
such a good boy,” she said, and she kissed me on the top of my head.As the days passed,

however, and the boycott carried on, I found that my desire for grapes began to eclipse my

compassion for the workers. Now it was my turn to interrupt my mother one morning.“I'm ready

to eat grapes,” I said. I said it as plainly as she had.She closed the book she was reading and
looked down at me quizzically. “You can't eat grapes,” she said. “You know that.” And then she

added, “And you can't eat iceberg lettuce.”“I don't want to eat iceberg lettuce,” I responded

brightly, thinking that she would see this as a welcome compromise.“Well, you can't eat that
either,” she said with measure. Adult with child, adult instructing child. I detected, though,
somewhere beneath her rational exterior, an undercurrent of satisfaction.“I want to eat grapes,” I
said.“You can't eat grapes,” she said.And then I screamed: “I want to eat grapes! I want to eat

grapes!” And I melted to the floor, rolling onto my back. “I want to eat grapes! I want to eat
grapes!”“Well, you can't eat grapes,” the light and airy voice said, “and you can't eat iceberg

lettuce.”From there on, the absence of grapes became a constant, unyielding presence in my
life. It seemed I was never far from a political poster about not eating grapes, or a leaflet, or a T-

shirt, or a conversation, or a forum. I descended into a state of perpetual yearning that

intertwined so tightly with my desire that it soon became impossible to distinguish one from the
other and that established a terrible equation for me. Desire = yearning.All of this culminated in
the button my mother made me pin to my jacket, which featured the logo of the United Farm

Workers—a black eagle with wings spread wide against a blood-red background—along with
the unequivocal imperative, Don't Eat Grapes. I interpreted this not so much as an entreaty to

the outside world as a scarlet letter to remind me of my own sinful desire, which, if ever
quenched, would be through the immiseration of others.“Is the boycott over yet?” I'd ask my

mother.“Not yet,” she'd say.“When will the boycott be over?”“When the capitalists give the

workers their rights.”“When will that happen?”“I don't know.”“When it happens, will we eat
grapes?”“Yes.”Weeks passed.“Is the boycott over?”“No.”Months passed.“Is the boycott

over?”“No.”Fall came. Then winter. Grapes were no longer in season.“Is the boycott over?”“No.”I
had become that fox I had learned about in Aesop's fable who jumped again and again without
success at the bunch of grapes dangling on the branch above him. The story that the fox
concocts in order to soothe himself and allay his disappointment is that the grapes themselves

are most likely sour and not, in the end, worth his trouble. The conclusion I drew, however, was

of a different nature. I began to see what my mother saw: The flaw was inside me. Desire under
capitalism—all desire—was a shameful, unwanted condition, and one should never attempt to

satisfy that desire but instead, through heightened consciousness of the world, transcend it and

by so doing rid oneself of it forever.Three blocks from our apartment in Brooklyn was the
supermarket in which my mother and I would do our weekly shopping. This occasion presented
a predicament for the two of us. Not only was I in close proximity to great mountains of grapes

but I was also keenly aware that my neighbors, many of them black, most of them poor, would

effortlessly and without any apparent compunction load up their shopping carts with the
fruit.“Look, Ma,” I'd say, “it's okay for us to eat grapes.”“No, it's not.”And once we had completed
our shopping, I would have to stand beside her in front of the supermarket while she unzipped

her knapsack and handed out an endless supply of leaflets with the black eagle, the red

background, the three simple words.Then one day, after untold months of my ceaseless and
unending demand, we were standing in the middle of the produce aisle when she said to me
with obvious exasperation, “Eat one grape!”I could not believe my good fortune. Immediately I
reached my hand up toward the piles towering above me and I plucked without choosing. The
grape was heavier than I remembered grapes to be. I popped it into my mouth and bit down; fluid

squirted into my cheeks. I chewed happily, violating the farm workers without remorse. Then
three things occurred all at once. The first was that I realized how delicious the grape was,
vindication of all the effort I had expended on obtaining it. The second was that I resolved this
would not be the last time I was ever permitted to eat a grape. Finally, and most essential, I

understood that the simple act of eating instantly rewrote the formula between desire and
yearning, creating a new equation: desire + yearning = theft.What was paramount for my mother,

though, was that I had not breached the sanctity of the boycott. If anything, the supermarket took
a loss on their investment and therefore, in an indirect way, thievery actually strengthened the

struggle of the farm workers. Desire + yearning + theft = revolution.The next time we were in the
grocery store, my mother, now unable to turn back from the course of her decision, again
allowed me to have a grape. The next time I ate without permission. “I'm just having one, Ma,” but
I had two. After that, I ate three. So on and so forth. It became so habitual that I would stand

leisurely in front of the mounds of grapes as if they were a buffet and I was considering my

options. I would pluck casually as my mother shopped elsewhere in the store, my button
informing the world to do the opposite of what I was doing.One afternoon, in the midst of my
revelry, with my mouth full and my hand reaching, I had the uncomfortable sensation that I was

being observed. Not too far away, an elderly white woman was staring at me intently. I resented

her interference in what I had come to think of as a private moment, and I stopped chewing.“Go
ahead,” she said sweetly. “Go ahead and eat another one.”I wanted to follow her suggestion, but
there was something in her voice that made me hesitate. Were her words really words of

encouragement? I sensed that I was in danger of being entrapped by the indecipherable

language of adult sarcasm. I peered at the woman, who in turn peered at me. She had snowwhite hair and leaned heavily on a cane and did not appear to have an unkind face. Perhaps she

supported the boycott and therefore saw me as an ally championing the rights of migrant

workers. It struck me suddenly how peculiar it was that an adult would actually endorse thievery,

and I somehow sensed that I was following a peculiar set of rules. They were, of course, the
correct rules, but they had set me in opposition to the rest of the world, where my right was

everyone else's wrong, and where my wrong was everyone else's right, and where I would be

helpless in ever being able to distinguish for myself which one was which.On a warm summer
day, one year after the boycott had begun and with no resolution in sight, my mother took me

into Manhattan to visit the Empire State Building. The excursion had been planned weeks in
advance, and my next-door neighbor and best friend, Britton, had been invited to come along as

well. I had looked forward to the trip with such eagerness that when we finally surfaced from the
subway station at Forty-second Street, I instantly spotted the tower, its antenna stretching into

the clouds, and I screamed at Britton at the top of my lungs, “Look at that, will you!”It was

lunchtime, and so the three of us walked into Bryant Park directly behind the library to eat a

snack before embarking for our destination. In the early seventies, Bryant Park was not the
beautiful deep-green urban oasis that it has since become. It was a neglected patch of diseased

and pockmarked grass, enclosed by a stark iron fence and enormous hedges and frequented by
drug dealers and drug users, prostitutes and beggars. The three of us found a seat on a bench
near the statue of the poet William Cullen Bryant, his face grave and paternal as he watched out

over the unhappy state of his park. Britton sat across from me, his lunch bag on his lap, his legs

swinging to and fro. He was a year older than me, tall, slim, black, the son of sharecroppers who
spoke with Southern accents. I would often squander entire days in his bedroom, lolling about on

the floor as we watched cartoons until his mom or dad said it was time for me to go home.“Eat
your lunch,” my mother said to us.Britton and I began to extract the food, one by one, that our
respective mothers had packed for us in our brown paper bags. When I withdrew my bag of

carrot sticks, I could not help but notice that Britton withdrew a fat and yellow Twinkie. I watched
as he unwrapped it slowly, as if it might be a birthday present, and then devoured it bite by bite,

each bite cautious and calculated, until there was nothing left except to lick the cream from his
fingers.“Eat your carrots,” my mother said.I stuffed them into my mouth and chewed without
tasting.“Don't eat so fast,” she said.I ignored her: chewed, swallowed, burped, and then stuck my
hand back into the paper bag like a gambler thinking that his luck is about to change. Instead, I

pulled out a container of yogurt. I looked up in time to see Britton holding a small bag of cookies.
Was there nothing but treats in his bag?“I don't want my yogurt,” I announced boldly.“Then eat

your crackers.”The word crackers struck me heavily. I felt humiliated by the word.“I'm not hungry,”

I said.“Well, you're going to be hungry.”“I don't want my crackers!” My voice was loud enough to
catch Britton's attention and make him pause mid-bite. He looked at me curiously before he

began chewing. Brown crumbs fell. Pigeons approached.I handed my lunch to my mother. “I'm
done eating.”“You're going to be hungry,” she said again, but I had no interest in foresight.“Let's
go,” I said grandly. “I'm ready to go to the Empire State Building.”“But Britton isn't finished eating

yet.”I wheeled toward him. “It's time to go!”But he ignored me and sunk his arm deep into the

bottomless paper bag, feeling around to see what other goodies there might be. And then he
withdrew, like a surgeon performing a delicate operation, an enormous bunch of grapes.I stared
in horror.“Britton isn't finished eating yet,” I heard my mother repeat in the background.The

grapes were green and shiny and they glistened with moisture, every one, and I was sure they
had been purchased from the same supermarket in which my mother and I shopped. Britton
cradled them in his hand and then lifted them up by their stem, as if he wished to display them to

everyone in the park. Then he selected one, the plumpest one of them all, and ate it.“Hey, you,” I

said. “You shouldn't be eating those.”Britton looked at me, mystified. “What?”“You shouldn't be

eating those!” My voice was shrill, my finger pointing in accusation. I stood up from the bench
and took a step toward him, thinking that I would snatch the grapes and smash them against the
concrete. My mother would applaud my action.“Ma!” I said. But when I turned to her for

assistance, she was gazing at me with a befuddled look.“What?” she said.What? Where had her
outrage gone? I was swirling in bright lights of confusion. Britton laughed.“Don't laugh!” I said,
whipping around to him.“I didn't laugh,” he said.Then my mother laughed, but when I whirled

back to her, she had stopped. A crazy man tossed a handful of bread crumbs into the air and
cried out in delight, “Whee! Whee!”I turned and hurried through the pigeons, which rose above
me in agitation. At the edge of the park I could see cars speeding by in all directions. I waited to

hear my mother call for me to return—“Saïd! Saïd!”—but she did not. When I looked back, I saw

that she was still sitting on the bench, watching me dispassionately. The bunch of grapes
remained in Britton's hand, but he had stopped chewing. I walked to the corner, slowly enough
so that I would be able to hear my mother's voice. The light was red, and I waited for it to turn

green and then I waited for it to turn red again. Then I remembered that we had come all the way
from Brooklyn to see the Empire State Building. The thought startled me into the present and

filled me with something like hope, and I turned back to my mother, but when I did it was as if I
had stepped into the rabbit hole and the park was gone. I turned again. Was I facing the way I
had come or the way I had gone? I ventured from the curb and a car horn boomed loudly,
sending me scrambling back to the sidewalk. I could no longer see the Empire State Building; it

had been swallowed by the faces of adults who loomed above, a sea of faces, each one hideous
and unfamiliar.“Is there something wrong with the boy?”“Is the boy lost?”“What's your name,

honey?”“I think he's lost.”“Are you lost, honey?”The faces of elderly women surrounded me,
looking down with smiles. A police car drew up to the curb, its lights flashing red, and a door
opened and I was escorted into the backseat.“Don't worry, son,” one of the officers said to me.

“We'll find your mother and father.” He smiled at me. “What's your name, son?”I told the officer
my name. The name was repeated into the radio. The radio responded. The police car pulled

away from the curb and into snarled traffic. And all of a sudden, from out of the bubbling

cauldron of the city, a shirtless old man appeared, thin and drunk, rapping urgently on the
window.“Officer! Officer!” the man cried breathlessly.The officers ignored him and inched the car

forward.“Officer! Officer!” Rap rap rap.With a casual air, one of the officers unrolled his window.

“How can we help you today, sir?”“Officer,” the man implored, “there are men in the park hitting
me with sticks.”I felt alarm, but the officer showed no concern. “Can't you see we have a lost little

boy here?” he said.The thin man absorbed me with his pink eyes and then quickly returned to
the officers. “Officer, they're hitting me—”“There's an officer on duty in the park,” the officer
said.“He'll handle the matter for you.”“Please!” the man said, but the traffic was unclogged now

and the officer was rolling his window up, muting the sounds of the city. The old man's voice

faded away. And I sank comfortably into the cushions of the backseat, thinking that I could sit
there forever, happy within the insulated bubble of the police car with the world floating

harmlessly by. I knew, also, that this was the wrong thought to be having. “The police are bad,”
my mother had told me many times. “They are not part of the working class. They help the

bosses to oppress.” I had also been haunted by a photo that seemed to run nearly every week in

The Militant, showing a young black boy being choked by an enormous white New York City

police officer. Suddenly I realized that my mother had dressed me that day in a big blue T-shirt

supporting the Equal Rights Amendment. I was positive this T-shirt would be seen as an affront
by the police officers, and I curled into myself in the backseat to make it less conspicuous.

Through the window I could see the top of the Empire State Building come into view, its antenna
still in the clouds, then we rounded a corner and it was gone.At the police station I sat on a

plastic chair beside filing cabinets. The officers who had found me joined with other officers in

discussing my situation. I waited patiently and with my arms folded. Soon a very large officer—
larger than all the rest—took me by the hand and led me down a hallway and into another room,

which was empty except for a vending machine. We stood in front of the machine together, he
and I and my T-shirt.“Which kind do you like?” he said.Rows of ice cream spread out in front of
me.“Nothing, mister,” I said.“Come on,” he said, “what's your favorite flavor?”“Chocolate, mister.”

It seemed a painful admission.“I knew it,” he said, and he reached into his pocket and took out
some coins and dropped them into the machine. I listened to them clink. Then he pulled the lever
and out came a chocolate ice cream sandwich. He gave it to me.“Thank you, mister.”Then he put

his hand in mine and led me back to the plastic chair, where my mother and Britton sat

waiting.We did not embrace when we saw each other. My mother told me that because of this
unexpected, inconsiderate diversion, we had run out of time to visit the Empire State Building
and would now return home straightaway. There was still paperwork to fill out and things to sign,

and the three of us sat on our plastic chairs, staring ahead wordlessly. After a while, Britton
produced a small rubber ball from his pocket and proceeded to bounce it up and down in front of
him.“I don't think it's a good idea to bounce that in here,” my mother said. She said it quietly, like

she was passing a secret from one person to the next. Did she mean that he shouldn't bounce

the ball because black boys who bounced balls in police stations would have their heads split
open? An officer came by with a pen and paper, and my mother stood and conferred with him.

Then another officer came by. Britton swung his legs casually in front of him. One, two, three.
One, two, three. The ice cream lay in my lap. It was growing soft and warm. I could see that it was

quickly melting and beginning to ooze against its wrapper. Soon it would become nothing but

chocolate liquid. If I was going to eat it, I had to eat it now.“Are you going to eat that?” Britton
asked.“Yes,” I said.“When?”“Soon.”He went back to swinging his legs. One, two, three. I looked at

the ice cream in my lap. I did not unwrap it.3.I'VE JUST WALKED OUT OF a coffee shop at
Union Square to see a Socialist Workers Party book table set up on the corner. “Olga Rodríguez

for Mayor. Vote Socialist Workers,” the banner reads, because it's October 1997 and everybody
in the city is gearing up for the forthcoming mayoral election between Rudy Giuliani and Ruth

Messinger. Everybody but me, that is. I've never voted in any election—mayoral, presidential, or

otherwise—and I don't intend to do so now. To cast my ballot for Olga Rodríguez would be to

bend to my father's will; to cast my ballot for someone else would be to betray him.There are a
half dozen comrades standing in front of the table, holding out that week's Militant to the people

walking past. It's Saturday, and the streets are teeming with NYU students, and couples out for a

stroll, and boys with basketballs, but no one stops.“End police brutality. Defend immigrant rights.

Vote for a working-class alternative,” one of the men says to a group of young black women
carrying violin cases. They walk on as if they've heard nothing. The comrade follows after them

for a moment and then retreats. His hair is bushy and uncombed and his shoes are scuffed. He

is young but looks old. An enormous knapsack hangs off his back.Maybe I should buy a copy of
The Militant from him. Why not? It's only $1.50. Plus if my father shows up he'll be delighted.
“Sidsky! Let's have lunch!”I spent my Saturdays as a little boy playing on the sidewalk next to

these book tables, hoping that someone would stop to buy. The locations varied from week to
week; sometimes it was in front of a supermarket or a school or a public library, sometimes on
the sidelines of a demonstration, sometimes just a corner on a crowded street. Sometimes it was
in the rain and sometimes the dead of winter. I can still hear my mother's voice, slight but grave,

as she repeated the week's headline over and over like a mantra, hoping to interest passersby in
purchasing that issue, or in purchasing an entire subscription, or in purchasing a book. Or in

joining the party.“End U.S. imperialist domination of the Middle East,” she might say one hundred
times on a Saturday, five hundred times, a thousand times.From my place on the sidewalk I

would look up and watch her every so often. When a person neared, she would take a few quick
steps toward them with The Militant outstretched, her body language such that it seemed as if

she was considering taking a stroll with that person, and the person, acutely aware of her
proximity, would stiffen and quicken their pace, leaving my mother behind. The whole interaction

took only seconds. She had at most ten words to make her pitch.“End U.S. imperialist
domination of…”“End U.S.…”As the strangers approached, one after the other, I would will them

to buy The Militant from my mother. Maybe this person is going to, I would think. Maybe that

other person is going to. I willed a thousand Militants to be bought, ten thousand, one million.

And for every thousand people who hurried past without stopping, there would be that one who,
like a miracle, would stop to discuss, or to buy, or to put their name on a mailing list to receive

announcements about upcoming events. And for every million, there would be the one who
would actually join the party.But whatever happened that Saturday, whatever contribution big or
small—maybe just a car honking in support—would be enough to give my mother the

sustenance to show up the next weekend to do it all over again.It was a table just like this table

that my parents passed by one autumn afternoon in 1964 on the campus of the University of

Minnesota and stopped for a moment, only a moment, to listen to what it was all about.They had

met each other by chance seven years earlier at a dinner party hosted by a mutual friend. My
mother was an aspiring novelist studying for an undergraduate degree in English literature, and

my father was working toward a doctorate in mathematics. His journey from Tehran to

Minneapolis was a long and improbable one that began when he was eighteen years old and
had entered an essay contest on the theme “What is liberty?” The contest had been sponsored

by the U.S. government, and offered, as grand prize, a scholarship to study at an American
university. The irony that my father would hold forth eloquently enough on the subject of liberty to

win the scholarship and then spend the rest of his life trying to overthrow the very government
that had provided him with that scholarship is trumped by the irony that the government that had

asked him to consider the idea of liberty was itself plotting to overthrow the prime minister of

Iran, Mohammed Mossadegh. My father has recounted that on the night of that coup in 1953, he

gathered in the darkened streets of Tehran with a group of other young men his age, all of them

trying to figure out what, if anything, they could do to help their country. When the Shah's tanks
rolled past, they realized there was nothing they could do, and so they went back inside their
homes and locked the doors, and a few weeks later my father was happily, thankfully, learning

math in the United States.My mother, on the other hand, had chosen the University of Minnesota
because her brother was there studying for his doctorate. It had been an easy decision for her to

make, as her brother was Mark Harris, already an accomplished novelist who would go on to
write nearly twenty books, most famously Bang the Drum Slowly, which was turned into a film

starring Robert De Niro. My mother did not arrive at the university alone, however, but with her
own mother, who was crippled from rheumatoid arthritis and confined to a wheelchair. Her

mother had been a frail, infirm woman nearly all her life, suffering from one debilitating illness
after another. And her father had been the opposite: a lawyer and landlord, stormy and
contentious at both, who allowed his New York City apartment buildings to fall into disrepair,

suing and countersuing tenants with verve until he was eventually disbarred for having swindled
a business partner. When my mother was four years old, her mother contracted rheumatic fever

—for the second time—and during her struggle to regain her health her husband proposed she

go to Clearwater, Florida, for six months while he remained behind. This was just the first of
many times that my mother's father would devise a way to separate from the family under

dubious pretenses. Lonely, bewildered, and unable to properly care for her children in a strange
city, my ailing grandmother made the decision to place my mother into first grade at the age of
four. It was a decision from which my mother would never recover: held back in fifth grade, put on

probation in college, and constantly shadowed by her own sense that she was intellectually
deficient. “Martha seems immature for her age,” her first-grade teacher wrote home on her report

card, apparently not taking into account that the little girl was nearly two years younger than her

classmates. When her father abandoned the family once and for all eight years later,
disappearing into Manhattan forever, he left behind his twelve-year-old daughter (both sons

were already grown and gone) to care for a wife who was on the verge of becoming an invalid.
Before leaving for school in the morning, my mother would dress her mother, comb her hair, and

tie her shoes. And each night, without fail, she would wake and pad into her mother's bedroom,

where she would slip her arms under the wasted body racked with pain—sixteen aspirin a day—
and turn her from one side to the other. But by the time my mother was nineteen and a

sophomore in college, she had managed to extricate herself from her mother, sending her on a
train back to Mount Vernon to be cared for by others.
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JAK, “A Trotskyite Childhood. There have been a number of articles in recent years criticizing
the apparent trend of publishing books which are memoirs of rather young people.I'm

sympathetic to this line of criticism but see it as refuted in part by books like this.Sayrafiezdeh

comes from a very unusual background.His father is an Iranian immigrant to the U.S.presumably
from a Muslim background.His mother an American Jew whose brother was the fairly well

known writer Mark Harris.Unfortunately for everyone concerned the two of them joined ,one
could say converted, to the Socialist Workers Party.The SWP is a rather fascinating

organization.At one time it actually had some credibility on the Left as an organizing force.No
one disputes that it did impressive work in organizing Anti Vietnam War protests.However by the

time the author was born I think it may already have been in the process of shedding any

intellectual and political credibility that it had.Strangely enough the worm of decay may have
been Cuba.The party was an active booster of the Cuban Revolution and at first this made this

rather fusty old Trotskyite party seem "relevant".However if there is a law of left wing politics it is
this , one Trotskyite party breeds many.The partys Cuba fixation lead to all kinds of arcane
disputes and splits.Shortly before Said S. was born a major split took place in which ,it's my

impression ,the party faction that thought Cuba was really a deformed workers state rather than
a true workers state split off.This seems to have fueled the partys evolution into the American

Castro Cheerleading Society.This in turn alienated a lot of Trots who were willing to support
Castro but only critically.The fatal blow seems to have been the turn to labor when the party
began to insist that educated white collar workers abandon there jobs to go work in factories

often in distant locales.Hundreds(and that's a lot for a little party) of the best educated party

members left.Said S doesn't go into all of the political history and you can't blame him.He wasn't
writing a history of the party.However the book might have gained from this.I think it explains
something.When I was reading SKATEBOARDS I couldn't help but notice how Moonie like the

SWP people sound.I don't think they were as zombiesh even as late as the mid 70's.My theory is

that the more independent minded and intellectually serious members of the party were gone by
the time Said was say 8 or 9.What was left was a cult remenant that included his mother and

father.Although even his mother couldn't take it past a certain point.In all events this is a
compelling story of an American counter culture most Americans have never even heard of.”

L. bartsch, “An unsusal and moving memoir. Unlike my brother and sister and even my mother I

kept my unpronounceable last name because it was my only connection with my father. Thus
writes Said who is born in New York and brought up in Pittsburgh from an American Jewish
mother and a socialist Iranian father who never integrates with America and leaves his family

when Said was nine months old.As a child he is poor and lonely and these conditions make an

unusually deep impression on his sensitive mindWith great clarity and insight he describes the
small circle of strangers who make up for the absence of family.If you enjoy reading memoirs this

is the one to read”
average Reader, “The world as seen through a cracked and hazy (crazy) lens. It was a cringe
worthy revelation to the mind set of the hard core socialist believer. The circular socialist value

system the author describes self justifies it's faults and failures by blaming the society it
parasitizes. I didn't know that socialists encourage shoplifting from small businesses to "hasten

the fall of capitalism". It's the fault of the business owner of course.Mr. Sayrafiezadeh, you are
an amazing example of the resilience of children. Your book is very well written and your stories
are poignant.”

Beth K., “A Personal View of a Political Childhood. This is a moving memoir of a childhood
deeply-scarred by parental neglect due to a misguided focus on political suffering to the

exclusion of all else. The writing is captivating, engaging and amusing, even in the midst of the
personal pain caused by the author's mother because of her total devotion to the Socialist

Worker's Party to the neglect of the care of her own son, as well as the subjugation of her

personal goals and desires to her extreme view of the necessary commitment to the cause of
social justice.Saïd Sayrafiezadeh remembers his childhood with surprising compassion for both

his mostly-absent Iranian father and his depressed Jewish-American mother, especially given
the trauma that was inflicted upon him as a child and as a young man by their chance encounter
with, and subsequent devotion to, the Socialist Worker's Party. He poignantly paints a vivid
picture of what it is like to grow up as an outsider, of not belonging because of the apparently

voluntary extreme deprivation that his mother inflicted upon both herself and him in an effort to
identify with the suffering of the masses, of not belonging because of his parents' political

idealism and his childhood misperceptions of them, and of not belonging because of his Iranian
heritage during the difficult 2 years of the Iranian hostage crisis of the early 1980's.Saïd

Sayrafiezadeh tells his story with wit, honesty and insight. This book is highly recommended,
and a good read.”

Busy mom, “This is my FAVORITE memoir ever. This is my FAVORITE memoir ever! I adore the

author's style of writing and admire the way in which he weaves his adult and childhood
experiences so that the reader truly feels how his childhood has shaped him.A wonderful read,
and one I've dipped into many times and never cease to be delighted at the story, the style and
the author!”

Hanako, “sad, funny....good!. I just wanted to say, I really enjoyed this memoir. I found this book

just by chance and I am glad I did. His childhood is a very peculiar one but it's so well told and at
the end of the book I found myself crying. I had bought already Authors next book and am
looking foward to reading it. I hope he will write many more books!!”

Laurie Hawkes, “Un autre univers. Moins rigolo que "Tout le monde n'a pas la chance d'avoir

des parents communistes", mais c'est un peu le thème. L'auteur relate son enfance auprès
d'une mère convertie à l'internationale des ouvriers, avec un fonctionnement sectaire assez

impressionnant. Le plaisir est exclu de cette vie-là, le garçonnet ne peut vraiment s'amuser
qu'en dehors de son tête à tête avec la mère, femme courageuse au dévouement assez
masochiste.Le père, lui, semble avoir plus ou moins abandonné ce 3e enfant à son épouse. Son

manque d'implication est assez exaspérant, on a envie de l'arracher au narcissisme qui lui
donne l'impression d'avoir tant de choses importantes à accomplir, plutôt que de consacrer du

temps à son fils.J'aime la façon dont le narrateur nous emmène dans cette vie, sans se lamenter
mais sans laisser de doutes sur la dureté de cette existence, parsemée tout de même de
moments joyeux.Dépaysant, différent -- une bonne lecture.”

Satisfied, “OK. It's what I wanted. I read a review in the Guardian and was intrigued by this
autobiography. I have not read it yet.”

The book by Saïd Sayrafiezadeh has a rating of 5 out of 4.1. 51 people have provided feedback.
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