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Summary

The story is based on friendship between Amir, the son of wealthy afghan carpet businessman and his servant Hassan. They were raised together in Amir's house, playing and kitting on the streets in peaceful Kabul. Whenever Amir was in troubles, Hassan always threw himself into the breach; however, he never deserved the equal treatment in the heart of Amir. He stood by in silence when Assef violated Hassan. Since then, Amir couldn’t face Hassan and even framed him as a watch-thief to chase away both Hassan and his father Ali. During the turbulence of the Afghan society (invasion of Soviet Union in 1979), Amir immigrated to the United States with his father. Innocent friendship was cut down, but what Amir actually lost was the brother with the same father of him—Hassan. 

Here we picked out Chapter seven which is the transmit point for two boy’s fate and the climax of inner conflict in the novel.

Characters:

Amir: Pushtun boy

Hassan: the servant of Amir, Hazara boy

Father: father of Amir, lord, carpet businessman, charitarian

Ali: father of Hassan, the servant of Amir’s family

Assef: the son of a wealthy businessman

Elham: the father of Assef, a wealthy businessman

Synopsis: 

With the help of Hassan, Amir wins the champion of “Kite Fighting” which is the most splendid one in the past 25 years in Kabul. After the game, Amir happens to watch the scene at the corner that Hassan is beat and raped by Assef in order to protect their trophy--a blue kite. Amir is too afraid and coward to step forward for his partner. Because of the torment from inner conflict, their intimate relationship turns to be cold. Despite having tried several times, Hassan fails to save their innocent friendship. With Amir’s luxurious birthday party approaching, three children would meet again...

(The house is totally renewed and decorated with colorful lights. A band is performing in front of the stairs. Beside them, various food and drinks are well-prepared. Hassan is skillfully putting cupcakes into a golden plate. Slightly broken as it is, the blue kite is hung above the fireplace in a delicate frame. Businessmen and politic leaders come here with their families for the splendid birthday party of Amir.)
Guest A: Amir, how are you? Happy birthday...

Guest B: Oh Amir, you are much taller than the last time we met. Happy birthday!

Guest C: Congratulations! Our kite winner...

(Amir nods to them. It seems he is looking for something. Assef enters and walks to the dessert.)
Assef: Hey, Hazarad servant, bring me a wine.

(Hassan glares at him but serves him. Amir watches all this silently.)

Father (standing with Elham): Amir, come here.
Elham (kissing Amir): How are you? Our little champion! 
Amir: Eh...

Assef: How do you do, Amir? Your suit looks quite nice. Here is a present for you. I hope you like it! 
(Amir receives the gift unnaturally and turns back.)
Father: No any thanks?

Amir: Thank you.

(The party is over until the night and guests leave gradually. Amir looks over his gifts in his room.)
Amir: It’s papa’s. I hope…oh, god, a golden watch again. I should have known.

(Amir picks up the gift given by Assef.)

Amir: You big jerk! It’s all your fault! Your fault! Go to the hell! 

(Amir throws the gift away. Hassan knocks on the door with a box. Amir opens the door in surprise. Hassan puts the box in Amir’s arms.)
Hassan: Happy birthday to you, Amir. I don’t have a chance to give you my present. Not so special, and…may be not good enough for you. Anyway, my papa and I hope you like it.

(Amir stands there motionlessly. Hassan opens the box and shows the present to Amir. It’s a book.)

Hassan: Your book has been torn and some pages are missing, so we buy you a new one. Look, the pictures are hand-drawn, in ink!

Amir (throwing away the box and grabbing the book): Hassan, if I hit you with this book, what would you do?

(Hassan stops smiling.)

Amir (roaring): What would you do?!

Hassan: Amir…
Amir (hitting Hassan with the book): You! Hit back!

(Hassan falls down.)

Amir: Stand up! Hit me! Hit me back! You can not?! You dare not? You coward! You’re nothing but a damn coward! 

(Hassan bears all of hits in tears. The book slips from Amir; he collapses on the floor, breathing heavily. Hassan picks up the book and hits himself harder on his own head.)

Hassan: Now, satisfied? Are you happy?

(Hassan throws the book at Amir and runs away. Amir is numb and takes the book into his room, holding the golden watch in his hand.)

Amir: Sorry. I can’t take this any more… forgive me, please…
(Amir comes into the dining room, only Hassan there.)

Hassan: Good morning, Amir.

Amir: Umm.
(Hassan pulls out a chair, but Amir chooses another one by himself. Hassan just pushes it back. Father and Ali come in.)

Amir: Good morning, papa.

Father: Good morning, Amir. You must have a happy birthday. I heard Ali and Hassan gave you a wonderful present, do you like it?

Amir (considering): Umm…
Father: Amir?

Amir: Oh, I like it. I mean…the book, is very nice. I also love the watch, papa.

(Ali and Hassan are glad to hear that.)

Father: That’s good. Let’s have breakfast.

(Hassan serves Amir, but Amir doesn’t eat.)

Father: What’s wrong?

Amir: Nothing. Just not my type.

(Hassan serves another dish.)

Amir: Not this one.

(Hassan changes another one.)

Amir: No.

(Hassan doesn’t know what to do.)

Father (frowned): Are you sick?

Amir: No, I just…
Ali: Lord, maybe Amir has a poor appetite today. (turning to Amir) I will go shopping later, is there anything you want?

Amir: Naan*, I want some Naan.

Ali: Yes, Amir.

Amir: Hassan knows my favorite restaurant. He will buy some for me.

Hassan: I’ll go with papa.

Father (smiling): Thank you, Hassan.

(Ali and Hassan leave the room.)

Amir: I wanna go back to my room, papa.

Father: Go ahead, take care of yourself.

(Amir leaves the room, takes the golden watch from his pocket, stares at it a few seconds and goes away quickly.)

(In the living room, Amir rubs his hand and walks toward his father)
Amir (low voice): Papa, I suppose…I probably lost my watch.

Father (still reading the book): Which one, the watch I bought you yesterday?
Amir: I’m afraid so. I couldn’t find it anywhere.

Father: You are always so careless! Look for it carefully. It may be under your piles of presents.
Amir: It couldn’t be，I have been looking for it a whole morning. And…only Hassan came to my room yesterday. 

Father (looking up and frowning): Only Hassan? What do you mean?

Amir: Probably, it’s Hassan…
Father: Impossible. 

Amir (low voice): He…he said he loved my watch…and asked me if he could have a same one…
Father: I don’t believe it. He grows up with you, in this house. I know him well, honest, decent. It won’t be him. Take him to the living room now. I’ll ask him directly. 

(Hassan and Ali walk into the room)

Father: Did you steal Amir’s watch, Hassan? 

(Hassan gives Amir a look and Amir holds his cloth tightly.)

Hassan (thin raspy voice): Yes. 

(Silence)

Father (sighing):Don’t do that any more. 

Ali: We can’t live here anymore. We’ll pack up right now.

Father (shocked): What? I forgive him. You are just like the part of my family, do not leave！
(Amir looks up at his father in shock.)

Ali (Seriously): Living here is impossible for us now, Lord. We have to go.

Father: I don’t care about the watch, I forgive him, Ali, don’t you hear? I don’t understand why you’re doing this… What do you mean “Impossible”?

(Ali curls his arm around Hassan and glances at Amir in a cold, unforgiving look.)

Ali: I’m sorry, Lord, but our bags are already packed. We have made our mind. 
Father: Ali, haven’t I provided well for you? Haven’t I been good to you and Hassan? You are the brother I have never had before. Please don’t be so cruel to me.

Ali: Don’t make this even more difficult than it already is, my Lord.

(Hassan twirled a loose string on the hem of his shirt with downbent head)

Father (raising voice): At least tell me the reason; I have the right to know! 

Ali: Will you drive us to the bus station?

Father (shouting): I am not allowing you to do this! Do you hear me? I forbid you! 

Ali: My lord, you can’t actually forbid me to do anything. We don’t work for you anymore. 

Father (broken voice): Where will you go? 

Ali: Hazarajat, my cousin’s house.

(Rain starts. Lord sends Hassan and Ali to the gate. Amir gazes after them behind the curtains.)

Narrator: Hassan sacrifices himself for Amir again, as usual, as every time he did before, but Amir will never know this is the last time to see Hassan in his whole life. 
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