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ONE

“Is your name Parvana?”
The girl in the dusty blue chador 

gave no response. She sat without moving 
on the hard metal chair and kept her eyes 
lowered. The cloth of the chador covered the 
lower half of her face. If her mouth twitched 
in recognition of the English words, the uni-
formed man and woman staring at her could 
not tell.

“Is your name Parvana?”
The woman repeated the man’s question, 

translating it into Dari, then Pashtu. Then, 
after a pause, into Uzbek.

The girl stayed still.
“She’s not answering, sir.”
“I can see that, Corporal. Ask her again.”
The woman cleared her throat, then repeated 

the question in all three languages.
“Is your name Parvana?”
The words were louder this time, as though 
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it were a lack of volume that kept the girl from 
responding.

The girl did not move and she did not 
answer. She kept her eyes on a scuff mark on 
the floor and did not look up.

Sounds reached the little office, sounds 
muffled by walls and from far away. A truck 
engine. Boots pounding sand. A jet flying over-
head. The whirl of a helicopter blade.

The girl knew there were other people 
around. She had seen them when they rushed 
her from the truck and brought her in to sit in 
this small room on this hard chair. She had not 
looked around then, either, keeping her eyes 
on the sand and rock of the yard then on the 
cement block stairs and then on the hard gray 
floor of the long hallway leading to her chair. 
But she had heard the voices.

“Perhaps she is deaf, sir.”
“She’s not deaf,” the man replied. “Look at 

her. Does she look deaf?”
“I’m not sure . . .”
“If she were deaf, she would be looking all 

around, trying to figure out what was going 
on. Is she looking around? Has she raised her 
head? No. Her eyes have been lowered since 



M Y  N A M E  I S  PA RVA N A

3

she was brought in, and I haven’t seen her raise 
her head once. Trust me, she is not deaf.”

“But she hasn’t spoken, Major. Not a word.”
“She probably said something when they 

grabbed her and put her in the truck. Did she 
scream or yell anything?”

“No, sir.”
“Well, what did she do?”
The girl in the dusty blue chador heard the 

sound of papers fluttering as the woman in the 
green army uniform read through a report.

“Sir, it says here that she stood still 
and waited.”

“Stood still and waited.” The man said the 
words slowly, as though he was chewing them 
around in his mouth.

“Corporal, what is your gut telling you 
about her?”

There was a pause. The girl in the blue 
chador imagined the woman was trying to 
figure out what sort of answer would please 
the major.

“Sir, I don’t have enough information to be 
able to form an opinion.”

“Corporal, are you a career soldier?”
“No, sir. I was called up from the Reserves.”
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“And what are you in civilian life?”
“My family runs a small-town bakery.”
“Bread?”
“Some bread. Cookies, squares, pies, cakes. 

Things like that.”
“Apple turnovers?”
“Certainly, sir.”
“My favorite.”
“If you like, I can ask my parents to send 

you some.”
“Thank you, Corporal. They will be stale by 

the time they get here, but still pretty good, I’ll 
bet. So, a small-town bakery with a little bit of 
everything. And when you work there, you do 
a bit of everything—baking, calling suppliers, 
dealing with customers?”

“Yes, sir.”
“Ever get the feeling that someone is up to 

no good?”
“Sir?”
“Someone comes into your store, and they 

don’t do anything bad and they don’t say any-
thing bad, but still you think, ‘There’s some-
thing off about this customer.’ And so you 
watch them closely and you’re glad when 
they leave.”
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“I suppose so, sir. It’s a small town but bad 
things happen everywhere.”

The man tapped his pen against the edge 
of the desk. He tapped for a while. The girl in 
the blue chador knew she would have to work 
hard to keep it from annoying her.

“Look at her,” the man said.
There was the sound of bodies shifting 

in seats.
“She hasn’t spoken a word and she stood 

still and waited to be arrested,” he said. “What 
does that tell you?”

“I don’t know, sir. Perhaps she’s afraid.”
“Does she look afraid?”
There was another pause.
“No, sir. She doesn’t. Perhaps though—per-

haps there is something wrong with her. Maybe 
she isn’t smart enough to be afraid.”

“You were a baker, Corporal. I worked 
Security. I’ve learned how to spot trouble. 
And this girl is trouble. What do we know 
about her?”

“Very little, sir. She was picked up in an 
abandoned ruin that used to be a school. We 
suspect that it is now being used as a staging 
area for the Taliban to launch attacks against 
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us, and our intelligence gathering among the 
villagers seems to confirm that, although no 
one will speak openly. This girl was the only 
one there. And she had a tattered bag over her 
shoulder. In the bag were some papers that 
had the name Parvana on them. That’s why we 
think that might be her name.”

“Let me see the bag.”
“Sir, I believe the analysts have it.”
“Go get it. I can’t wait for them to do their 

fine-tooth comb thing. They’ll take as much 
time as they get. Chase it down. Bring it back 
here. If they squawk, tell them it’s an order.”

“Yes, sir.”
The girl in the chair saw the woman’s army 

boots cross the floor and leave the office. As the 
door was opened, more noises came in from 
the outside—phones ringing, people speaking, 
filing cabinets opening and closing. The girl 
kept her ears open and her eyes on the floor. 
She knew the man at the desk was watching 
her. She did her best to ignore him. It was dif-
ficult. She used an old trick she had used to 
keep herself going when she was scared in the 
wilderness.

She recited multiplication tables to herself.
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Nineteen times seven is one hundred and 
thirty-three. Nineteen times eight is one hun-
dred and fifty-two. Nineteen times nine is one 
hundred and seventy-one.

She made it all the way through the 
twenty-eight times table before the woman’s 
boots entered the office again. She heard the 
sound of her father’s shoulder bag being put 
on the desk.

“This looks like it has seen better days,” the 
man said. “Let’s see what we’ve got in here.”

He named each thing as he took it out of 
the bag.

“One notebook. What does this writ-
ing say?”

“Sir, that says, ‘Property of Parvana. 
Everyone else keep out.’”

“That’s just what my own teenaged daugh-
ter would have written. What language is it?”

“Dari. But we don’t know that it is her note-
book. She could have been scavenging or—”

“Pens,” the man said. “And a copy of To Kill 
a Mockingbird, in English. What would a girl 
like this be doing with an American classic? 
But look. It’s got pages torn out—even looks 
like someone’s taken bites out of it! Why are 
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we even trying to civilize these people?” He 
threw it on the desk.

The girl in the chair had a very hard time 
not jumping out of her chair, grabbing the 
book and hitting the man over the head with it.

She heard someone flipping through the 
notebook.

“Who is this girl? What is she up to?” the 
man asked. “Maybe she was, as you say, just 
scavenging. That would fit. Her clothes are 
covered in dust. Her feet are filthy. She looks as 
if she has been sleeping outside in the dirt. Was 
there anything else of value in that building?”

“To these people, everything is of value, sir,” 
the woman said. “But, yes, there were other 
things she could have taken. A radio. Some 
kitchen things.”

“Things she could use, in other words. Or 
sell. So, if she were just a scavenger, she would 
have taken them. Instead she takes this ratty 
old shoulder bag full of useless scraps of paper 
and one half-eaten book. No. My instincts are 
right. She was up to something. And we are 
going to get to the bottom of it. Lock her up.”

The words caused a jolt of fear to zip 
through the girl’s body.
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“There is a problem, sir,” the woman said. 
“The cells are all full of men.”

“No women’s cells?”
“There hasn’t been a need for them,”
“Well, there’s a need now. This girl isn’t 

going anywhere.”
There was another pause. The banging of 

the pen on the desk started up again.
“What about the brig?” the man asked, 

after a while.
“The army brig? That’s for soldiers.”
“It has cells, doesn’t it? Are they secure?”
“Yes, but . . .”
“But what?” the man asked.
“The cells in the brig are a bit nicer than the 

ones we use for the Afghan prisoners.”
The man laughed. “This is hardly a lucky 

day for this girl, Corporal. However nice the 
cell is, it’s still a prison. One she may be in for 
a very long time.” He picked up the telephone 
and punched in some numbers.

The girl in the chair tried to go back to her 
multiplication tables. She needed to stay calm. 
She needed to not let anyone know how afraid 
she was.

The man hung up the phone. “Done. Get 
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her settled. We can’t get anything from her 
if she won’t talk. Get her to talk to us. Keep 
asking her name. Ask it over and over again 
until she tells it to you just to shut you up. 
That’s all.”

The woman stood up. “Yes, sir!”
She took hold of the girl’s arm and led her 

out of the office and down the hall. Once more 
they were back in the sunshine. The girl was led 
across a yard, past a line of tanks and armored 
cars, past a group of soldiers doing jumping 
jacks, past several large gray metal buildings. 
They went up some steps into another build-
ing and walked down a long hallway. They 
stopped before a row of gray doors.

She heard the key turn in the lock and 
the door open. She was given a little nudge 
and stepped into the cell. The door closed 
behind her.

She could tell the woman was watching 
her through the small window in the door. 
The girl kept her back against the door and 
didn’t move.

“We can keep you locked up here for a very 
long time,” the woman finally said, speaking 
softly. “Talk to me. Is your name Parvana?”
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The girl remained with her back against the 
door. Silent.

She heard the woman’s boots walk away 
down the hall. She stood and waited, listening 
hard to see if the boots would come back.

When she was sure she was alone, the girl in 
the dusty blue chador finally spoke.“Yes,” she 
whispered. “My name is Parvana.”



<<
  /ASCII85EncodePages false
  /AllowTransparency false
  /AutoPositionEPSFiles true
  /AutoRotatePages /None
  /Binding /Left
  /CalGrayProfile (Dot Gain 20%)
  /CalRGBProfile (sRGB IEC61966-2.1)
  /CalCMYKProfile (U.S. Web Coated \050SWOP\051 v2)
  /sRGBProfile (sRGB IEC61966-2.1)
  /CannotEmbedFontPolicy /Error
  /CompatibilityLevel 1.4
  /CompressObjects /Tags
  /CompressPages true
  /ConvertImagesToIndexed true
  /PassThroughJPEGImages true
  /CreateJobTicket false
  /DefaultRenderingIntent /Default
  /DetectBlends true
  /DetectCurves 0.0000
  /ColorConversionStrategy /CMYK
  /DoThumbnails false
  /EmbedAllFonts true
  /EmbedOpenType false
  /ParseICCProfilesInComments true
  /EmbedJobOptions true
  /DSCReportingLevel 0
  /EmitDSCWarnings false
  /EndPage -1
  /ImageMemory 1048576
  /LockDistillerParams false
  /MaxSubsetPct 100
  /Optimize true
  /OPM 1
  /ParseDSCComments true
  /ParseDSCCommentsForDocInfo true
  /PreserveCopyPage true
  /PreserveDICMYKValues true
  /PreserveEPSInfo true
  /PreserveFlatness true
  /PreserveHalftoneInfo false
  /PreserveOPIComments true
  /PreserveOverprintSettings true
  /StartPage 1
  /SubsetFonts true
  /TransferFunctionInfo /Apply
  /UCRandBGInfo /Preserve
  /UsePrologue false
  /ColorSettingsFile ()
  /AlwaysEmbed [ true
  ]
  /NeverEmbed [ true
  ]
  /AntiAliasColorImages false
  /CropColorImages true
  /ColorImageMinResolution 300
  /ColorImageMinResolutionPolicy /OK
  /DownsampleColorImages true
  /ColorImageDownsampleType /Bicubic
  /ColorImageResolution 300
  /ColorImageDepth -1
  /ColorImageMinDownsampleDepth 1
  /ColorImageDownsampleThreshold 1.50000
  /EncodeColorImages true
  /ColorImageFilter /DCTEncode
  /AutoFilterColorImages true
  /ColorImageAutoFilterStrategy /JPEG
  /ColorACSImageDict <<
    /QFactor 0.15
    /HSamples [1 1 1 1] /VSamples [1 1 1 1]
  >>
  /ColorImageDict <<
    /QFactor 0.15
    /HSamples [1 1 1 1] /VSamples [1 1 1 1]
  >>
  /JPEG2000ColorACSImageDict <<
    /TileWidth 256
    /TileHeight 256
    /Quality 30
  >>
  /JPEG2000ColorImageDict <<
    /TileWidth 256
    /TileHeight 256
    /Quality 30
  >>
  /AntiAliasGrayImages false
  /CropGrayImages true
  /GrayImageMinResolution 300
  /GrayImageMinResolutionPolicy /OK
  /DownsampleGrayImages true
  /GrayImageDownsampleType /Bicubic
  /GrayImageResolution 300
  /GrayImageDepth -1
  /GrayImageMinDownsampleDepth 2
  /GrayImageDownsampleThreshold 1.50000
  /EncodeGrayImages true
  /GrayImageFilter /DCTEncode
  /AutoFilterGrayImages true
  /GrayImageAutoFilterStrategy /JPEG
  /GrayACSImageDict <<
    /QFactor 0.15
    /HSamples [1 1 1 1] /VSamples [1 1 1 1]
  >>
  /GrayImageDict <<
    /QFactor 0.15
    /HSamples [1 1 1 1] /VSamples [1 1 1 1]
  >>
  /JPEG2000GrayACSImageDict <<
    /TileWidth 256
    /TileHeight 256
    /Quality 30
  >>
  /JPEG2000GrayImageDict <<
    /TileWidth 256
    /TileHeight 256
    /Quality 30
  >>
  /AntiAliasMonoImages false
  /CropMonoImages true
  /MonoImageMinResolution 1200
  /MonoImageMinResolutionPolicy /OK
  /DownsampleMonoImages true
  /MonoImageDownsampleType /Bicubic
  /MonoImageResolution 1200
  /MonoImageDepth -1
  /MonoImageDownsampleThreshold 1.50000
  /EncodeMonoImages true
  /MonoImageFilter /CCITTFaxEncode
  /MonoImageDict <<
    /K -1
  >>
  /AllowPSXObjects false
  /CheckCompliance [
    /None
  ]
  /PDFX1aCheck false
  /PDFX3Check false
  /PDFXCompliantPDFOnly false
  /PDFXNoTrimBoxError true
  /PDFXTrimBoxToMediaBoxOffset [
    0.00000
    0.00000
    0.00000
    0.00000
  ]
  /PDFXSetBleedBoxToMediaBox true
  /PDFXBleedBoxToTrimBoxOffset [
    0.00000
    0.00000
    0.00000
    0.00000
  ]
  /PDFXOutputIntentProfile ()
  /PDFXOutputConditionIdentifier ()
  /PDFXOutputCondition ()
  /PDFXRegistryName ()
  /PDFXTrapped /False

  /CreateJDFFile false
  /Description <<

    /BGR <>
    /CHS <FEFF4f7f75288fd94e9b8bbe5b9a521b5efa7684002000410064006f006200650020005000440046002065876863900275284e8e9ad88d2891cf76845370524d53705237300260a853ef4ee54f7f75280020004100630072006f0062006100740020548c002000410064006f00620065002000520065006100640065007200200035002e003000204ee553ca66f49ad87248672c676562535f00521b5efa768400200050004400460020658768633002>
    /CHT <FEFF4f7f752890194e9b8a2d7f6e5efa7acb7684002000410064006f006200650020005000440046002065874ef69069752865bc9ad854c18cea76845370524d5370523786557406300260a853ef4ee54f7f75280020004100630072006f0062006100740020548c002000410064006f00620065002000520065006100640065007200200035002e003000204ee553ca66f49ad87248672c4f86958b555f5df25efa7acb76840020005000440046002065874ef63002>
    /CZE <>
    /DAN <>
    /DEU <>
    /ESP <>
    /ETI <>
    /FRA <>
    /GRE <>

    /HRV (Za stvaranje Adobe PDF dokumenata najpogodnijih za visokokvalitetni ispis prije tiskanja koristite ove postavke.  Stvoreni PDF dokumenti mogu se otvoriti Acrobat i Adobe Reader 5.0 i kasnijim verzijama.)
    /HUN <>
    /ITA <>
    /JPN <FEFF9ad854c18cea306a30d730ea30d730ec30b951fa529b7528002000410064006f0062006500200050004400460020658766f8306e4f5c6210306b4f7f75283057307e305930023053306e8a2d5b9a30674f5c62103055308c305f0020005000440046002030d530a130a430eb306f3001004100630072006f0062006100740020304a30883073002000410064006f00620065002000520065006100640065007200200035002e003000204ee5964d3067958b304f30533068304c3067304d307e305930023053306e8a2d5b9a306b306f30d530a930f330c8306e57cb30818fbc307f304c5fc59808306730593002>
    /KOR <FEFFc7740020c124c815c7440020c0acc6a9d558c5ec0020ace0d488c9c80020c2dcd5d80020c778c1c4c5d00020ac00c7a50020c801d569d55c002000410064006f0062006500200050004400460020bb38c11cb97c0020c791c131d569b2c8b2e4002e0020c774b807ac8c0020c791c131b41c00200050004400460020bb38c11cb2940020004100630072006f0062006100740020bc0f002000410064006f00620065002000520065006100640065007200200035002e00300020c774c0c1c5d0c11c0020c5f40020c2180020c788c2b5b2c8b2e4002e>
    /LTH <>
    /LVI <>
    /NLD (Gebruik deze instellingen om Adobe PDF-documenten te maken die zijn geoptimaliseerd voor prepress-afdrukken van hoge kwaliteit. De gemaakte PDF-documenten kunnen worden geopend met Acrobat en Adobe Reader 5.0 en hoger.)
    /NOR <>
    /POL <>
    /PTB <>
    /RUM <>
    /RUS <>
    /SKY <>
    /SLV <>
    /SUO <>
    /SVE <>
    /TUR <>
    /UKR <>
    /ENU (Use these settings to create Adobe PDF documents best suited for high-quality prepress printing.  Created PDF documents can be opened with Acrobat and Adobe Reader 5.0 and later.)
  >>
  /Namespace [
    (Adobe)
    (Common)
    (1.0)
  ]
  /OtherNamespaces [
    <<
      /AsReaderSpreads false
      /CropImagesToFrames true
      /ErrorControl /WarnAndContinue
      /FlattenerIgnoreSpreadOverrides false
      /IncludeGuidesGrids false
      /IncludeNonPrinting false
      /IncludeSlug false
      /Namespace [
        (Adobe)
        (InDesign)
        (4.0)
      ]
      /OmitPlacedBitmaps false
      /OmitPlacedEPS false
      /OmitPlacedPDF false
      /SimulateOverprint /Legacy
    >>
    <<
      /AddBleedMarks false
      /AddColorBars false
      /AddCropMarks false
      /AddPageInfo false
      /AddRegMarks false
      /ConvertColors /ConvertToCMYK
      /DestinationProfileName ()
      /DestinationProfileSelector /DocumentCMYK
      /Downsample16BitImages true
      /FlattenerPreset <<
        /PresetSelector /MediumResolution
      >>
      /FormElements false
      /GenerateStructure false
      /IncludeBookmarks false
      /IncludeHyperlinks false
      /IncludeInteractive false
      /IncludeLayers false
      /IncludeProfiles false
      /MultimediaHandling /UseObjectSettings
      /Namespace [
        (Adobe)
        (CreativeSuite)
        (2.0)
      ]
      /PDFXOutputIntentProfileSelector /DocumentCMYK
      /PreserveEditing true
      /UntaggedCMYKHandling /LeaveUntagged
      /UntaggedRGBHandling /UseDocumentProfile
      /UseDocumentBleed false
    >>
  ]
>> setdistillerparams
<<
  /HWResolution [2400 2400]
  /PageSize [612.000 792.000]
>> setpagedevice


