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As  assistant  to  Dr.  Luther  M.  Winsor,  formerly  an  American  adviser  on  irrigation  to  the  Iranian  Govern ﾂ 
ment,  Paul  Edward  Case  was  given  a  wartime  assignment  to  meet  the  chief  of  the  Bakhtiari,  a  practically 
ungoverned  tribe  of  central  Iran,  and  to  obtain  their  cooperation  for  construction  of  a  road  and  a  dam  in  their 
territory.  He  relates  how,  with  the  help  of  an  Iranian  business  man,  he  accomplished  his  job ﾑ THE  EDITOR     
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Upon  returning  to 

the  hotel  for  dinner,  I 
met  Mr.  Stema1,  Iran ﾂ 
ian  contractor  for  the 
preliminary  work  which 
we  had  begun  in  the 
Bakhtiari  country.  He 
invited  me  to  go  with 
him  in  his  car  to  Darun, 
where  he  was  working, 
and  where  began  the 
part  of  the  Bakhtiari 
lands  controlled  by  the 
Chahar  Lang. 

1  readily  accepted 
his  invitation  for  the 
9-hour  ride.  I  usually 
traveled  by  Army  ve ﾂ 

hicles  when  possible  be ﾂ 

cause  of  the  prohibitive 
cost  of  repairs.  For  a 
single  tire  the  price  was 
$2,100,  and  I  heard  of 
a  new  Buick  selling  for 
$28,000  in  Tehran. 

  

Darun  on  the  Edge  of 
the  Unknown 

Darun,  though  a 
  

typical  farm  village  of 
central  Iran,  has  a  tele- 
phone  to  Isfahan  and 
twice-weekly  bus  serv- 
ice  to  Isfahan  and  Su1- 
tanabad  ('Iraq),  both 
large  cities.  The  latter 
is  on  the  railroad  from       

p.1lll  ] ･     ("11 卜 0 Tehran  to  the  south ﾑ 
a  railroad  with  numer- Two  Loves  Has  Cheragh  AH,  His  Son  and  His  Rifle ous  tunnels  and  with   

author  (page  332). In  Darun  houses  are 
of  mud  exclusively,  and 

off  dirt  and  was  lying  flat  on  a  raised-tile, each  of  the  older  ones  is  built  with  a  one-and- 
benchlike  part  of  the  f100r.  After  dipping  the  a-half  or  tw0-story  turretlike  tower  on  one 
bag  containing  the  soap  into  a  pan  of  warm  corner  for  defense  against  raids.  Rifle  holes 
water,  he  held  it  over  me  and  blew  it  up  as  a  surround  the  upper  half    and  stones  often  show 
child  inflates  a  toy  bal100n  and  squeezed  out  through  the  mud.  Dried  camel  grass  edges 
of  it  huge  blobs  of  soap  bubbles  until  my  the  roof,  which  is  pitched  inward  toward  an 
naked  body  was  covered  with  a  mass  of  foam.  opening  for  the  exit  of  rain  water   

He  washed  me  thus  three  times  all  over, The  streets  are  twisting  lanes,  rough  from 
then  invited  me  to  shower  and  emerge  into  a  constant  passing  of  sheep  and  cows.  When 丁 

dressing  room.  Fortunately,  I  had  my  own  got  out  of  breath  hurrying  along  the  street  to 
towel  and  thus  escaped  being  swathed  in  one  post  a  letter,  I  realized  that  the  altitude  is 
only  half  dried  from  the  preceding  victim. 7,000  feet.  Trees  had  been  in  full  leaf  in 
Wooden-soled  sandals  with  a  single  leather  Isfahan.  Here  the  buds  were  just  beginning 
strap  across  the  toes  were  offered  for  the  few  to  break   
steps  to  my  dressing  room. About  thirty  Iranian  soldiers  were  quartered 



wh0,  the  towns- 
was  not  far  awav   

t  to  the  railroad,  per- 
than  90  miles,  and 

as  far.  On  the 

deliver  this  sur- 
into  the  Zaindeh, 

n,  but  the  under- 

n  tax  collectors 
far  into  Bakh- 

bed  that  night  full 
eas  as  to  how  I  should  pre- 
the  case  of  the  Department 

of  Irrigation.  Imagine  the  U.  S   
epartment  of  Agriculture  send- 

to  the  Southwest  to 
itizens  not  to  shoot  up 
on  Boulder  Dam!  I 

eep  the  dignity  of  the 
epartment;  yet,  if  Salar  said 
Scram,"  just  what  did  one  do? 
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Skyscraper  Minarets  and  Golden  Dome  Guide  Travelers  to  the  Bakhtiari  Country 

At  Qum  stands  the  shrine  of  Fatima,  sister  of  Imam  Reza,  both  saints  of  the  Shia  sect  of  Moslems   
dead  since  A.  D.  816,  lies  within.  Each  Friday,  says  tradition,  she  is  visited  by  her  devoted  brother,  a  pilgr 
his  own  shrine  at  Meshed.  Among  living  pilgrims  the  place  is  particularly  holy  to  women.  The  shrine 
gold  to  a  youth  who  vowed  to  embellish  it  if  ever  he  ruled  Persia;  he  was  Fath  Ali  Shah  (1797-1834)   
in  the  sun,  the  dome  was  a  beacon  to  the  author  (page  325)   



  

工 Become  a  Bakhtiari 
3 

  

  
Bakhtiari  Tribesmen  Inhabit  the  Rugged,  Roadless  Lands  West  of  Isfahan 

On  his  trip  into  the  hills  the  author  sought  the  tribe's  permission  to  build  a  highway  through  its  domain   
Such  a  road  would  facilitate  building  a  dam  on  the  Karun  River  to  tunnel  surplus  waters  into  the  Zaindeh  and 
irrigate  thirsty  farmlands  to  the  east.  By  becoming  a  Bakhtiari,  Mr.  Case  won  his  case.  Completion  of  the 
project  has  been  delayed,  however.  Some  of  the  early  Shahs  started  a  similar  scheme  (page  327)   

Early  Sunday  morning  Stemal  and  I  had  He  was  in  great  pain.  The  boy's  aged  father 
breakfast  at  the  home  of  his  engineer,  M.  and  mother  swore  he  had  received  the  burn 
Matussevitch.  Madame  Matussevitch  was  an  from  lightning  two  days  before,  but  Madame's 
accomplished  M.  D.  who  with  her  husband  had  keen  eye  detected  a  hot  water  burn  only  a 
lived  long  in  France  and  for  some  time  in  the  few  hours  old.  Such  made-up  stories  were 
Belgian  Congo   common   

Here  in  Darun  she  treated  the  sick  as  a One  of  her  greatest  worries  was  the  care 
pastime    entirely  on  her  own,  and,  I  suspected,  her  patients  gave  their  wounds  and  sores  at 
at  Stemal's  expense.  She  spoke  French,  Rus-  home.  Often  they  would  appear  at  later  visits, 
sian,  Spanish,  German,  and  Persian.  To  my  after  her  careful  dressings,  with  bits  of  paper, 
delight  her  husband  spoke  English   sheepskin  (wool  side  down),  or  sheep  grease 

As  we  ate,  patients  came  to  squat  at  covering  the  sores  they  expected  to  heal   
Madame's  door  to  await  her  attention.  Syph-  Through  it  all  she  showed  a  loving  care  and 
ilis,  tuberculosis,  and  other  kinds  of  nasty  great  competence   
infections  predominated,  as  well  as  rheuma- Matussevitch  proved  to  be  ideally  suited  to 
tism.  Some  of  the  people  had  walked  miles  the  work  in  this  section.  With  only  hand 
for  the  benefit  of  her  service.  She  was  told  by  labor  available  and  crude  tools  in  common 
old  women  and  men  that  the  wind  brought  use,  it  was  most  fortunate  to  have  a  man  in 
their  troubles   charge  who  understood  the  problems  involved   

Doctor's  Prescription ﾑ One  Bath Breakfast  finished,  Stema1,  Matussevitch, 
and  I  got  into  Stemal's  car  and  started  for  the 

From  their  appearance  none  ever  bathed.  Bakhtiari  country.  The  first  town  was  Bula- 
Now  and  then  even  her  experience  failed  her,  mir,  an  hour  away  on  a  road  across  desert 
and  she  prescribed  a  bath  before  she  could  mountain  slopes  and  through  wheat  fields 
continue  beyond  her  first  100k   farmed  by  Bulamir  farmers.  Beautiful  flowers 

A  boy  came  this  Sunday  morning  with  a  grew  in  the  bare  soi1,  still  moist  from  the 
severe  burn  down  his  side  from  ear  to  knee.  melting  snows  of  the  mountains.  On  our  left 






























