@Ketab_mamnour ¢

Lb'-:,au,uﬁ‘.f: ob';o\::.w\:

J»‘)&‘;ﬁlc&#%j}

stu\.n..\:qu:daq-j

o bl . Sl Sty aly 5030 s Ol o e ¢ gl ST
&Lﬂﬁd.@bd.{b)‘ddw&élﬁ)b‘jbﬁcb;j@&‘cblﬁ"b
waL:J:().Lﬁo:}.:fL:,:jJ:@JSwQ.M\MG&LA@A

— » » . & v . - -
jw‘ﬁbj)jch?‘QtﬁS}j‘.M_’)Q)Ju‘&‘)wﬂ.ﬁb‘45‘59.:.9.3





@Ketab _mamnouee

Z ... . . - . & o...'/ . .
rk;.x.um,\b:fcwwujqﬂquhunf:?@ﬂ):
m'buuia ("°°)§L5433‘45'Q3J¢?'3d>&’.')wl?,“3w9—.‘3‘9‘)

?ﬂ&,‘b&}ﬁ)d%ﬁé«f&‘j@

F o o o Ol 35 3 5 B T e 5 Sl a0 S5
il G S ol 5T 5 g OB ghbee o il ¢ DLl 457 Sl
Ll oS o i o |y 55 Ol oS a3, 90 a1 3 108 0L
el o Sl 1o S 0 8 e g LIl f s 0 055 (oo 5 4 OT
(Ui Ll 55 4z 0T )lys bl 53 (oS B0 687 gl y3 5 o
35 e Dlos el 5 01 oS 0T 51 Jls a4 sl oS s 5
-Ls’“‘f’“:g'-"‘J}‘;B};gswL‘J‘-’“f“s‘{“fr“-’@bw}(ﬁ.‘
ctLAJc‘_i_;}v_:g-)“}_h\_:ubéjféaﬁyc)‘bgh’fc@a‘)a
995 sl S alyse Olada 5l gUdi 9 di alb 5o 4luT s
1 3 S S (o ol 1313 Gl DL € S T ko3 DL
S o 55 3" by e 355 355 el DL S
ol 4 ol e W BT oS ol e 315 g e Sl g g

3753 olzsl 511y ol Sy 5 s p3,S OLE e 5l 85 ol 5 0K



@Ketab _mamnouee

o 4o Sl s Ci e 4 Sl bl S Sl g letal
cogl 1 i adlie € CilonS” U o " e " 1L0TS ol 25

...o;‘ls}gdt’»

S jan o IS i 2313 all oy o i 4y e 5 LSS 4T I 53
S e 5 S ey bl ol ol il BB g ke Sl 5 5
Ao g e By el e T ST 5 (00 58 Sl 0 4y Glaie
deshiin oS 0 o & Lot 4 3l g0 oS plasst poT el 2ot Ol gs 1 SIS
S o oy cogl tdaw B LS L Sl (6 ol ) OLESES 51 idu e
355 plodid &7 SLSES O gabaladts OT 51 (SG - CanlaOLESS 51 (S
}cg}})wcg}})wtgéfékﬂj@JCJ\:-L:)bgL‘:f.:JL:
spu>L~Mfw?wg,wq\,mowéy66,13,%;1}:
45" pan falae o e i 53 plod i WS T LSS 4 G
SIS il asls aase 4t ol g3 b bes g Olyls oS 31K

ST ST e Ll g gl s e ) LS

edel ) 35 ) g LOLSES 2w e o LIS (AU S Sl 51 ey

r)_bu)\.o\f.:ﬁLg\oJ.@.g-o:j\,:gﬁ}:ﬁyﬂcg’ab,dﬁ):.af



@Ketab _mamnouee

Fpohgs sls Ll e Cnl o3 5 Glo 5 9 OLas 53 ol daw Lo 457 5 5
4_3)|39L:§.:;.ioaj_{)..x_fjojgU,\oﬂ:’-c@@ili):ui\(gju.a@}
:}_‘s-aliz_w\s-}yle\:q-jsL;b.gui)&.?):u.ux:l.?ff:c\f:bc:.éj,\
i 5 SLedbl s S il ol 4 Sl o3 1 o LSS S
35T Cawda a3,y G 0T w48 SLESES o)l s b olS” slaplaSes
SLENB! 3 52 G b 03T 0 DS (05 s 1 s Sl 0lS
di_ijh):)b:ﬁjowoxlfh&pSl?QT)’\Le\.:)jTC_.m:Q
Olaj cCmul sdaze Olddows fuld a5 3513 5554 0 guaden (Slodiy 5 5
WV 5 S Ty |y b5 e dles Ol g1 U iS dal g J ok (55150
OT o8loatte 55,7 e J 5 (] 457 ol OIS P18 () oy 555 (o

¢
w\::\:@»L;.x_g.:;b.(\ﬁ,o\jﬂ@\uleaﬁﬁbﬁu.ux:lsj::f.a
Sl 1 8 e SIS L el e " (g ad ol " 1 0T 45T el LSS
3Ll 333 aslis &5 1 4 sl b 5 9 STl s o SIS g 4z 4
Cmul w5305 1y La 0T il OlsS” glaoliaSS idw s sl LS

G g S s VEYFYNQX ol 1) a3 5 g0 QLSS Cnmd 5l



@Ketab _mamnouee

) r o) LOLSES Jidu dieyl8 5l s 6,558 4 L 0T o
MJLSMJKQPlﬁ@‘j&:ﬁwu\iu:)‘jjé‘)‘u\s‘cﬁ‘.}(\?d‘

€ il Pl s b i 0 S

3 5n 55 3 45 A slae g sl 5 db g ge eSS 4 e 0l (03
Olas &5 5 LOT 1 &80 a Ly 53 b &S Lo g Solin ool (o 2
Wy Syg s Olas s aibate ol 511y 545 aST ol 51l Lae g 51 SG o
\,:‘,5-cgﬁomamjoajg‘;&iu\i:@A)Uéf)ﬂmﬁj\)jo
oJQ)::@ﬁdyﬁagﬁuﬂb\{jﬁmui.gw1ﬁca:;@?
108 53328 S I 3B S8 Gy (5 ke OLSS
sl f‘ﬂ‘j‘ S103 55 (sl cunnds da glaia o)Ly V':"L: r.:ab:»@ a1
S Gloslw 5 s o p S g5 QLSS 348 SB ki 51 K Has 4 S
- 3,ls el WPty c..x.b’-ﬁ-@oT)yQ(\ﬁ-\a|

o -

OLESES 355 03 STy 1 8 (ki S g b (5 ,0d ol y QLSS Hls S
LSS 0T s glojlinw 8l 4 duw p a3 Kb SIS 54 (5 ol
o)l::.w:)l.;.l:.o..l.,a.:..»:}.x:-vﬁ\:@waQTuuj.@\é;)\ﬁ:)w

ol B Il ABT L OT 4 S 4radnd 4 o 45T St OLESSS (a5



@Ketab _mamnouee

SLolE ay Ly (B o8 pla sk 4 camnnl b il 6 K05 515 (S
45‘..1_.3:%o)bbJ%Wd‘(k}'j‘émkdl&gh{QYJ}ﬂﬁ
Jf\.@\;ﬁ,,.augufwjﬁ;,am,@\ip,;;,urf@ouf
.u\,;\,;,Tg:,_p,'u:;,\,ﬁs%\,ﬂ@\(ﬂw,@f@;s
upLs-oJl:_mO_i\dl_gsjp_:i@oj_u&“fdr{i:dqj'\“"_J»b

.:;&\%Qucﬁ:ﬁ

CJ:MJ‘SA}BQwﬁh‘gﬁ‘jﬁa’burﬁyﬁbb}f))bﬁo&uwaﬁ
|5 358 I (pndi o glate 38l (511 g g HIST 457 S B8 4o
ool 25 m el i S8 Sl 3 g e IS o 5NN
L 538 (B s SIS w55 el g (Sled s g s
L oBL A e g OT 05b53 4571y (gloslimplonsl pun t i (glaile 5
o 5SSl m or a0l | S 05 e 53 SIS OT 5 goas 1 U
et 33 4SSl O kw31 gl aslie 550T1 55 . ol ok (gla8Me
gﬁ\\isbf..a,‘ﬁ@,g,g\.m,;@o,u..u,mﬁ,w&s
I e 3ls aalsl 5. Sl il abll 7 6l ruu;;&%;,w
Q;Ks\&u,,'L;bbua,t,.,;\?ﬁds\bsf.m@f,.&s;w,ﬁ
Sl 358 e s e OT 033 7 G ol o5 (0 DS &S iz

2 b3 JTatisr 5 acidl y Al b o g3l 57 68 ol 53 daL OT



@Ketab _mamnouee

9 osloms OLSLu Lo 51 0SB 1y ol 5 35, oz 5T 0ol Ll o035

AT 5315 5148 s s Lo Lgl ) 487 5 00,5 Olgly oen 5 shie

Lo gt 5103 as syl pr 53 o 3 i n 038 ib 5 5 G55 OLewT

45)3‘*.(;1"e‘céf@b}“‘euﬂw‘6}))‘);5@&3*53%4-?

OJS‘).M)@H‘)\%(SJ{‘M}be\{)b}‘b}%‘)b‘)rﬁau\.ﬁ-

/ . - . . g *

S 25 o F e Clodss ol i e gl g 5 ST Sy

QT:‘?’-c\fr.:“.aLg\ojbsjl:lwaw):dRU@ﬁoJS:ﬁy
=

il o S0 h L Sl g 48 gazee i O gdes Lo SIS g

. & Z & e . - . . . - .

< . - . . . o ’/0 /0 - .

)03 B9 SN Sl 4 SG1F (2 05T ey 1B 0L e

,uﬁq,;;‘up&,,wéuﬁ,owgamoxber\iu.

/ . R . .

.Qm‘)‘gTwJS)dflM‘ 9



@Ketab _mamnouee

The Theologian's Nightmare
by Bertrand Russell

(from Fact and Fiction, Y47)Y)

The eminent theologian Dr. Thaddeus dreamt that he died and pursued
his course toward heaven. His studies had prepared him and he had no
difficulty in finding the way. He knocked at the door of heaven, and was
met with a closer scrutiny than he expected. "I ask admission," he said,
"because | was a good man and devoted my life to the glory of God."
"Man?" said the janitor, "What is that? And how could such a funny
creature as you do anything to promote the glory of God?" Dr. Thaddeus
was astonished. "You surely cannot be ignorant of man. You must be
aware that man is the supreme work of the Creator.”" "As to that," said
the janitor, "I am sorry to hurt your feelings, but what you're saying is
news to me. | doubt if anybody up here has ever heard of this thing you
call 'man.' However, since you seem distressed, you shall have a chance
of consulting our librarian."

The librarian, a globular being with a thousand eyes and one mouth,
bent some of his eyes upon Dr. Thaddeus. "What is this?" he asked the
janitor. "This," replied the janitor, "says that it is a member of a species
called 'man,' which lives in a place called 'Earth.' It has some odd notion
that the Creator takes a special interest in this place and this species. |
thought perhaps you could enlighten it." "Well," said the librarian kindly
to the theologian, "perhaps you can tall me where this place is that you
call 'Earth." "Oh," said the theologian, "it's part of the Solar System."
"And what is the Solar System?" asked the librarian. "Oh," said the
theologian, somewhat disconcerted, "my province was Sacred
Knowledge, but the question that you are asking belongs to profane
knowledge. However, | have learnt enough from my astronomical friends
to be able to tell you that the Solar System is part of the Milky Way."
"And what is the Milky Way?" asked the librarian. "Oh, the Milky Way is
one of the Galaxies, of which, | am told, there are some hundred million."
"Well, well," said the librarian, "you could hardly expect me to remember
one out of so many. But | do remember to have heard the word galaxy’
before. In fact, | believe that one of our sub-librarians specializes in
galaxies. Let us send for him and see whether he can help."

After no very long time, the galactic sub-librarian made his appearance.
In shape, he was a dodecahedron. It was clear that at one time his
surface had been bright, but the dust of the shelves had rendered him
dim and opaque. The librarian explained to him that Dr. Thaddeus, in
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endeavoring to account for his origin, had mentioned galaxies, and it
was hoped that information could be obtained from the galactic section
of the library. "Well," said the sub-librarian, "l suppose it might become
possible in time, but as there are a hundred million galaxies, and each
has a volume to itself, it takes some time to find any particular volume.
Which is it that this odd molecule desires?" "It is the one called 'The
Milky Way," Dr. Thaddeus falteringly replied. "All right," said the sub-
librarian, "l will find it if | can."

Some three weeks later, he returned, explaining that the extraordinarily
efficient card index in the galactic section of the library had enabled him
to locate the galaxy as number QX 321,762. "We have employed," he
said, "all the five thousand clerks in the galactic section on this search.
Perhaps you would like to see the clerk who is specially concerned with
the galaxy in question?" The clerk was sent for and turned out to be an
octahedron with an eye in each face and a mouth in one of them. He
was surprised and dazed to find himself in such a glittering region, away
from the shadowy limbo of his shelves. Pulling himself together, he
asked, rather shyly, "What is it you wish to know about my galaxy?" Dr.
Thaddeus spoke up: "What | want is to know about the Solar System, a
collection of heavenly bodies revolving about one of the stars in your
galaxy. The star about which they revolve is called 'the Sun.™ "
said the librarian of the Milky Way, "it was hard enough to hit upon the
right galaxy, but to hit upon the right star in the galaxy is far more
difficult. 1 know that there are about three hundred billion stars in the
galaxy, but | have no knowledge, myself, that would distinguish one of
them from another. | believe, however, that at one time a list of the
whole three hundred billion was demanded by the Administration and
that it is still stored in the basement. If you think it worth while, | will
engage special labor from the Other Place to search for this particular
star.”

It was agreed that, since the question had arisen and since Dr.
Thaddeus was evidently suffering some distress, this might be the
wisest course.

Several years later, a very weary and dispirited tetrahedron presented
himself before the galactic sub-librarian. "I have,” he said, "at last
discovered the particular star concerning which inquiries have been
made, but | am quite at a loss to imagine why it has aroused any special
Interest. It closely resembles a great many other stars in the same
galaxy. It is of average size and temperature, and is surrounded by very
much smaller bodies called 'planets." After minute investigation, |
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discovered that some, at least, of these planets have parasites, and |
think that this thing which has been making inquiries must be one of
them."

At this point, Dr. Thaddeus burst out in a passionate and indignant
lament: "Why, oh why, did the Creator conceal from us poor inhabitants
of Earth that it was not we who prompted Him to create the Heavens?
Throughout my long life, | have served Him diligently, believing that He
would notice my service and reward me with Eternal Bliss. And now, it
seems that He was not even aware that | existed. You tell me that | am
an infinitesimal animalcule on a tiny body revolving round an insignificant
member of a collection of three hundred billion stars, which is only one
of many millions of such collections. | cannot bear it, and can no longer
adore my Creator." "Very well," said the janitor, "then you can go to the
Other Place."

Here the theologian awoke. "The power of Satan over our sleeping
imagination is terrifying," he muttered.





