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At Home With Wolves and Lambs 

by R F Brown 

 

“They should send all those sidewinders back to the desert,” Dad 

looked up from his Pennysaver to proclaim. 

“And I should exchange you for Paul Newman,” Mom volleyed 

back across the kitchen. In my chair at our little kitchen 

dinner table I might have looked like a dispassionate referee on 

the sideline of my parent’s argument, but my quietness belied a 

history of unpredicted angry outbursts. Although that night I 

didn’t snarl into their fray which I recall was over a simple 

report from Mom about the new family in our neighborhood joining 

the summer car pool. She was standing up next to her electric 

drip coffee maker in a vain effort to hover above Dad with 

rational thought. “The Siarmanjanis are exiles from Iran,” Mom 

defended them. “Nobody in PTA seems to know the whole story.”   

This was the early 1980s, a period of world political 

turmoil that I, at nine years old, didn’t know much about. I 

doubt Dad could have pointed out Iran a map. Dad slid his empty 

Pipefitters Local 362 mug across the laminate tabletop toward 
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Mom and her electric drip. He pointed a finger at the mug. “They 

just hired an Arab guy down at the plant. They told us all don’t 

share your soda cans or coffee mugs with him because they drink 

their own urine every day. It’s fact, they consider it sacred in 

Islam religion.” 

“Okay, now there is a stupidest thing you’ve said tonight.” 

Mom awarded his comment. She filled his machine-oil specked mug 

from her roost at the coffee pot and slid it back across the 

table to him. “Why would anyone want to drink out of your 

disgusting mug?” She argued. “Let’s get back to the real world.”  

Mom sat down in the chair next to mine. She grabbed my 

rogue leg that was anxiously kicking the bottom of the table and 

gently set it against my chair. “Delan’s daddy is pool-pool 

tomorrow morning. Believe me, you’ll recognize Mr. Siarmanjani 

the first you see him,” Mom half joked and half forewarned me.  

Whoever drove the car-pool to Piedra Roja Village Community 

Swimming Pool that summer my mom would call the pool-pool.  

“Maybe better not to tell Mr. Siarmanjani I called him that.” I 

don’t know if she was thinking about what she knew of Mr. 

Siarmanjani or of me and my nervous temperament. 

The next morning at the community pool was the scene for 

one of my chronicled moments of panic. My friend Delan and I 

were still splashing around after diving lessons when I saw a 

bald, beast of a man charging across the pool deck. The beast 
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was wearing flip-flops, a tight tank top shirt, and the shortest 

nylon shorts I had ever seen on an adult. He stalked directly 

from the clubhouse to the swimming pool and stepped into the 

pool, fully clothed, as if there was no physical barrier. 

Delan’s eyes were closed between Marco and Polo. I pointed 

behind him toward the attacking leviathan. My parents had made 

the mistake of letting me watch the movie Jaws on television 

earlier that summer and it seemed at that moment like something 

similarly terrifying was coming true. I screamed just like Chief 

Brody in Jaws, “Everybody! Out of the water!” The beast grabbed 

Delan like a five-pound hand-weight and tossed him in the air. 

Delan’s shock turned into laughter as he rode Mr. Siarmanjani’s 

shoulders. When their daddy lunged out of the pool, Delan’s 

older brother Naseem was standing beside the pool laughing too. 

Mr. Siarmanjani picked up Naseem under a bicep and carried them 

both away, all of them dripping. 

Mom was pool-pool drop off on Tuesdays and pick up 

Thursdays. A few times a week it was Mrs. Fitzgerald and her 

spoiled little girls in their Lysol smelling minivan. The rides 

that stick to my memory are those in the back seat of Mr. 

Siarmanjani’s BMW when he drove it through our suburban 

California community like a stylish Bavarian bulldozer. In the 

community center parking lot that first day Mr. Siarmanjani was 

barking about other drivers in his thick Persian accent, “This 
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lady is bullshit!” When a car cut into the exit queue, Mr. 

Siarmanjani drove up on the curb just to get lined up with the 

guy’s open car window and yelled, “Stick it up your scum pipe!” 

As the guy drove off in haste, Mr. Siarmanjani noted for his 

sons and me, “That guy has my testicles in his throat!”   

Mr. Siarmanjani looked overscale from the regular sized 

driver seat of his German sedan. He was the broadest human being 

I had ever seen. He had a globose bald head with some remaining 

grey hair at the temples. His enormous, bare upper muscles were 

decorated with tattoos depicting animal skeletons, bloody 

swords, and brazen Farsi words. He might have been 40 or 60 

years old. I found out later that his sons didn’t know his age 

either. He was very serious about life in general and about 

driving around our village in particular. I also learned later 

that Mr. Siarmanjani had been a taxi cab driver back in Esfahan.  

Now he raced through the streets of American towns, cutting 

other cars off and swearing hostilities. His sons laughed 

tentatively at his antics, although I don’t think he was trying 

to impress them. If they laughed too much he would yell at them, 

“Shut your banana holes, you Baboons!” It seemed like maybe it 

was affection toward his kids, but an instant later he yelled in 

the same tone and volume at a slow-moving street cleaning 

vehicle, “I screwed your ancestors!” I held on to the rear seat 
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pocket and held my tongue until his car finally lurched at my 

family’s driveway.   

 

The Siarmanjanis lived two streets over from us but Mom met them 

at PTA. She said that the boys had started the last school year 

very late and that Delan was in my class, but I didn’t remember 

him before the pool-pool. He started inviting me over to play in 

the afternoons after diving lessons. Delan and Naseem spoke 

English with no accent I could hear. When I asked Delan if he 

was born in Iran he said, “We moved here from Texas.” 

One afternoon I walked over to their house just as Mr. 

Siarmanjani was making to leave for work. Whatever he did for a 

living, he was allowed to do it in his flip-flops and 

embarrassingly tight clothing. When he passed me in their 

driveway, I noticed the only accessories he added to his nylon 

shorts and tank top as he left for work were a pair of studious 

half eyeglasses and a fancy leather briefcase he placed in the 

trunk of the BMW. I guess he didn’t have to show up wherever he 

was needed until after one in the afternoon. He wasn’t exactly 

dressed for a job at a bank.   

Every house in Piedra Roja Village where I grew up looked 

the same with about three variations in Home Owner Association 

approved tan. Walking into the Siarmanjani’s house was like 

taking a voyage into the parchment of Arabian Nights. They had 
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the same beige wall-to-wall Stainmaster carpet as our house, but 

on top of the carpet they had laid elaborate and beautiful 

Persian rugs. The walls were decorated in hanging rugs with 

woven images of ancient emperors and palaces. On every table 

there was terracotta statue of a griffin or a harp-playing 

goddess. The lower level was the same floor plan as our 

unfinished basement but where my parents kept the exercise bike, 

and my dad’s even less used tool bench, the Siarmanjanis had 

carved Mr. Siarmanjani’s opulent office. In the office was a 

giant mahogany desk, neatly kept, and black and white framed 

photo portraits on the walls of old men with long beards and 

ladies with veiled faces. I asked Delan why someone would wear a 

veil to take a photograph. “Maybe she’s ugly under,” He 

reasoned. Under the beautiful desk and bookcases was a thick, 

red carpet. The red was laid precisely up to a line of family 

use beige carpet signifying a metaphysical border. Delan and 

Naseem were allowed to play only on the carpets of the large 

adjoining room they called the free room.   

The brothers taught me a wild indoor football-like game 

using a Nerf ball but with crazy, Byzantine rules. Naseem, who 

was older and a lot bigger than us, had to charge on his knees 

while holding the ball over his head to a goal line marked by 

the end the sofa in the free room. Delan and I were to try and 

take the ball away without touching him. Then Naseem fumbled the 
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ball and it rolled innocently out of the free room into the 

demarcated red carpet office area. Delan and Naseem looked at 

each other and shrugged with resignation. “We’re not allowed in 

Daddy’s office,” Delan explained to me. Even though the Nerf was 

still within arm’s reach, this accident apparently meant the end 

of the game until Daddy came home to return it, as if it were a 

prisoner of war. My dad would have put the Nerf in the St. 

Vincent de Paul donation box if he knew I was tossing it in our 

house. The Siarmanjani brothers must have imagined some terrible 

consequence if their daddy somehow found out about children 

crossing from the free room carpet into his forbidden, red inner 

sanctum. So we went outside where the boys had already taught 

other kids in the neighborhood how to play a never-ending, 

block-wide tag game they called Gorg Am Galla, or translated, 

Wolves And Lambs. 

Later in the afternoon Mrs. Siarmanjani fed us a snack, but 

we were required to eat it in the family dining room at their 

massive, formally draped table. I could barely see over the top. 

The tall-back wooden chairs looked like the seats of some noble 

fellowship. The snack was graham crackers with a creamy, honey-

tasting spread. Delan and Naseem wolfed down the snack in a 

hurry and then rushed back outside to rejoin Gorg Am Galla.  

As I was left behind for a few minutes with Mrs. 

Siarmanjani, she dragged one of the heavy chairs up next to mine 
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at sat down. I don’t know if I learned her first name. Mr. 

Siarmanjani called her Rose, but given the moments in which he 

said it, that could have been a pet name. She only called him 

Mr. Siarmanjani. She looked like anybody else’s mom except I 

noticed she was pretty. Her silk clothes were like the pajamas 

my mom got for Christmas and never wore, and she smelled like 

cinnamon toast. Her English was the same as anybody’s. I would 

have never known she was from anyplace else except that she said 

things like, “Where we’re from, people spread that sweet honey 

stuff on everything, even lamb.”  

“You mean galla.” I reminded her and she seemed impressed. 

At the big table that afternoon she then asked me a question 

that all these years later I still find puzzling– a question 

about her own husband.    

 

I went back outside to play the game. At about five-thirty in 

the evening Mrs. Siarmanjani stepped out on the front porch and 

advised us to move Gorg Am Galla far away from the driveway 

because their daddy could come home any minute. Every evening 

the family was to expect Mr. Siarmanjani home just before six 

and he expected no distractions while watching the nightly news 

on television. When my dad came home from the utility plant 

every day he turned on a T.J. Hooker rerun and fell asleep on 

the davenport. The Gorg Am Galla game lingered until dusk. When 
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we finally came inside Mrs. Siarmanjani insisted that I call my 

mom to ask permission about staying over there for dinner. “Be 

sure you thank Mrs. Siarmanjani,” Mom instructed me over the 

phone. I could hear Dad in the background say, “Don’t drink 

anything yellow.”   

The brisket Mrs. Siarmanjani served us at their royal table 

had some unfamiliar spicy flavor, but I liked it. What was 

strange to me was the family’s communication. The boys acted at 

the table like what Mom would have called “Saturday night saloon 

rowdies”, and their otherwise strict parents paid no attention.  

Mrs. Siarmanjani never spoke a word as Mr. Siarmanjani, at the 

opposite end of the long table, spoke over the kids clowning and 

recounted to her urban horror stories that had no beginning or 

end. “The news said another man was killed by a falling neon 

sign letter. Don’t let the boys walk under them. Do you hear, 

Rose? And some more men are dressing as old women and hiding in 

the back seats of cars. You must lock the car doors, Rose!” The 

only time these advisories straight from the evening news were 

interrupted was when Delan inadvertently dropped one of his 

hands into his lap. Apparently this was considered rude. “Keep 

both your little boy hands on the table!” Mr. Siarmanjani 

scolded. Then Delan made a whining sound and pointed at me with 

my hand impolitely resting in my lap. “Your little friend is not 

you, False Monkey!” the daddy yelled at Delan. 
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After dinner Mrs. Siarmanjani spread a satin bed sheet over 

the free room rug and Mr. Siarmanjani took off his tank top. In 

his spare time he was a competitive body builder. While he lay 

face down on the sheet his sons massaged grapeseed body oil into 

his brawny back muscles. I remember it was weirdly intimate and 

feeling relieved no one asked me to join in. When Naseem started 

goofing around with the silky oil his daddy shouted, “Stop it, 

Butt! You want daddy to lock you away?” Mr. Siarmanjani was like 

a bull animal that might snap the neck of a predator to save his 

sons, if only then to eat them himself.  

 

Mom and Mrs. Siarmanjani arranged for me to go with all the 

Siarmanjani men one Saturday morning to the antique car expo at 

Piedra Roja Park. It was crowded down there but Mr. Siarmanjani 

parked his BWM in a handicapped space as to be close as possible 

to the expo. He leaned over his steering wheel and cheered like 

a kid, “That shithead’s got a ‘28 Mercedes Roadster!” He grabbed 

his 35mm camera, leaped out the door and made haste for the old 

cars, as if the word “antique” to him meant rapidly turning to 

vapor before your eyes. He and Naseem were out of sight before 

Delan and I could lump out of the car. We tried to follow them 

at first but we were two lazy little kids engulfed in a Saturday 

morning crowd of fat butts and boring, old cars. Mom promised me 

the expo was going to have a replica of the actual Batmobile. We 
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hunted unsuccessfully for that all morning. Neither Delan nor I 

considered us lost. A few hours later a park ranger walked up to 

us and said that one of our dads was at the first-aid tent 

looking for two boys who matched our description. “If I was 

lost,” the ranger warned, “I wouldn’t want to be found by that 

that guy.”   

The ranger guided us back to the first-aid tent and Mr. 

Siarmanjani who was pacing around like the principal of a 

burning schoolhouse. “You two donkeys! The whole day is ruined!”  

As he swore at us he pointed over our heads at unclear points of 

interest in the park. “I have missed all the important cars 

because of searching crazy for two lost, bad lambs. Now you will 

learn to keep up lambies!” He started to run backwards through 

the park in his embarrassingly short shorts while insisting we 

chase him. “Run with Daddy this time! Ba, ba, sheep.” As he 

forced us to keep up with him around the perimeter of the expo, 

he reviled us with the insults of a sadistic drill sergeant, 

“Keep up little girls!” Put a firecracker in your ugly butts!” 

After about fifteen minutes of this running I finally ran out of 

energy and motivation. I was trying to catch my breath and 

leaning over my knees when he ran back to find me. He barked up 

in my face, “Baby! I should push you in a baby buggy! Did you 

trip over your dress, Little Miss? You have go to the ladies 

room?”   



Brown/AT HOME WITH WOLVES AND LAMBS  11	  

It was infuriating, humiliating, and I just did not take 

abuse well. I let him have it. “You’re not my dad, you 

sidewinder. I can get lost wherever I feel like it. Go back to 

Iran and drink your own piss!” Mr. Siarmanjani may have been 

surprised to hear anyone, especially a child, roar back. I was 

expecting to be clobbered on the side of the head for my 

defiance. Instead he hurried away from me, trying to contain a 

visible rage. There were no repercussions. Mr. Siarmanjani drove 

me home from the park but did not speak to me again that day or 

any other. 

 

Diving class was over at the end of July and so was the pool-

pool. After that I didn’t see much of the Siarmanjani brothers 

around the block. I can’t say there was a solid line between 

their dissociation and me telling their daddy to drink piss. I 

had nearly forgotten about them altogether until school was 

about to resume in the Fall, and Mom tried to find out if Delan 

was going to have the same teacher as me. What she found out was 

that the Siarmanjani’s had sold their house and moved out of 

Piedra Roja Village like thieves in the night. I never saw or 

heard from Delan again. Sometimes I still linger on that warm 

afternoon in their house when I was left behind in the middle of 

graham crackers at the big formal dining table, alone with Mrs. 

Siarmanjani. She asked me that question that, even at my young 
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age, struck me as something that was rolling from the free room 

onto the forbidden red carpet. “Tell me, do you think Mr. 

Siarmanjani is a mean man?”  

I said I wasn’t sure. “He seems like he would turn really 

angry if I broke a rule,” I offered. “There are a lot of rules.  

Like how come everybody always has to go away when he watches 

the news on television every night?”  

“Well,” she paused and looked somewhere else for a moment 

to think, “he watches the news closely for anything about what 

is happening in Iran, where we’re from. It is a country that has 

fallen apart.” She explained, “Mr. Siarmanjani grew up very poor 

and now people might say he is very rich. He owns this beautiful 

house in the California and an even more beautiful house in 

Iran, but he is forbidden from ever returning. I don’t know if 

you’re old enough to understand, but he fears people no longer 

respect him. He has a loving family and whatever he wants that 

money can buy. But he has no home.” 

 


