
 

Amir, haunted by his betrayal of Hassan, the son of his father's servant and a childhood friend, returns to Kabul 
as an adult after he learns Hassan has been killed, in an attempt to redeem himself by rescuing Hassan's son 
from a life of slavery to a Taliban official. 

Page 75, 76, Assef knelt behind Hassan, put his hands on Hassan’s hips and lifted his bare buttocks. He kept 
one hand on Hassan’s back and undid his own belt buckle with his free hand. He unzipped his jeans. Dropped 
his underwear. He positioned himself behind Hassan. Hassan did not struggle. Didn’t even whimper. He moved 
his head slightly and I caught a glimpse of his face. Saw the resignation in it. It was a look I had seen before. It 
was the look of the lamb.  

Page 77, I stopped watching, turning away from the alley. I was weeping. From just around the corner, I could 
hear Assef’s quick, rhythmic grunts. 

Page 116, My mind flashed to that winter day six years ago. Me peering around the corner in the alley. Kamal 
and Wali holding Hassan down. Assef’s buttock muscles clenching and unclenching, his hips thrusting back 
and forth. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 


