




















AM | HARMING
ANYONE BY :
WALKING DOWN |
. THE STREET?" /

|~ YOU'REL—
 DISRESPECTINY
OUR CULTURE)
A ) YOURE A DANG
"\ TO PUBLIC ¢«
. ORDER!
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THIS ISN'T
/ ABQUT CULTURE,
IT'S ABOUT CONTROL!
MY HAIR DQESN'T *
THREATEN ANYQNE.

MY FREEDOM

SCARES
YQU!

The officer's face hardened. Without another word, they grabbed
her arms, their grip bruising. The crowd watched, some whispering,
others averting their eyes, their silence a deafening condemnation.

A Spark Ignites...
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Two weeks later,
Nasrin emerged from the
detention centre,
bruised put unbroken.

Her story, like wildfire,
had ignited a3 movement.

Videos of her arrest had gone | e
viral, sparking outrage and Protests erupted across the

inspiring countless women to | country, a tidal wave of defiance

challenge the Oppressive rules. | washing over the streets.



One day, while Sipping coffee at a
small cafe, a woman
approached her, her eyes brimming

REFUSED TQO WEAR
HER SCARF TQ
UNIVERSITY

TODAY.
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Tears welled up in Nasrin's eyes.
| Her act of defiance, born of fear
and a yearning for freedom, had
sparked a revolution. The fight
was far from over, put she no
longer felt alone.

Nasrin's uncovered hair,
beyond a symhol of defiance,
represented a seed of hope,

3 testament to the
resilience of the human
spirit, a reminder that the
yearning for freedom is
a unjversal language
understood by all.




