Nasrin’s heart

pounded like

a drum 3s she
smoothed down her
scarf in the mirror.

sunlight streamed

through the windoy,
illuminating dust
motesS dancing in

the air of her smal
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NASRIN®

ARE
YOU SURE
ABQUT THIS,
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a quiet storm raged within her.
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Nasrin turned, her eyes meeting her mother's, a mixture of defiance and

irling within them.

fear sw

BUT
| CAN'T LIVE

LIKE THIS
ANYMORE

J

MAMA.

e

IT'S NOT
JUST ABOUT
THE SCARF, IT'S
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er mother's
ace crumpled,
a silent plea etched
on her features.

Stepping out into the vibrant
chaos of the city, Nasrin felt a shiver,
from the cool morning air,
t from the unknoywn.
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d constant
reminder of the
restrictions she'd
endured, slipped
from her grasp.

The wind, a long
forgotten caress,
tousled her hair

exhilarating,
liberating,

and terrifying
dll at once.




Heads turned.
WhiSperS rippled Jchrouqh
the crowd. Some stared

openly, their eyes wide with
a mixture Of curiosity and
disapproval.Qthers averted
their gaze, their
discomfort palpable.

woman, her face
etched with
concern, approached
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A young man
muttered under
his breath,
shaking his head
in disapproval.




| AW
TERRIFIED.
BUT I'm MORE
AFRAID QF LIVING
LIFE WHERE I'm
NOT FREE TQ BE
MYSELFE,

Nasrin smiled, 3 fragile attempt
at bravado masking the
tremor in her voice.
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TwoO figures in
uniform emerged
rom the crowd,
their strides
purposeful. Fear,
cold and Shar‘p,
pierced through
Nasrin's resolye.
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Nasrin stood her ground, her voice unwavering des
in her hands.



AM | HARMING

ANYONE BY
WALKING DOWN
THE STREET?" 4

7
YOU'RE
Y877 \_—— DISRESPECTING
(§F s OUR CULTURE!

I @< "\ D YOU'RE A DANGER
- TOPUBLIC gA
ORDER!
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THIS ISN'T
” ABOUT CULTURE, et T e '
IT'S ABOUT CONTROL! \im . '\ ' Jhl | Nasrin
MY HAIR DOESN'T s | countered,
THREATEN ANYONE. The officer
MY FREEDOM retorted,
SCARES his face rigid.
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The officer's face hardened. Without another word, they grapbed
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.




