














The o�icer's face hardened. Without another word, they gra�ed 
her arms, their grip bruising. The crowd watched, some whispering, 
others averting their eyes, their silence a deafening condemnation. 

A Spark Ignites...

THIS ISN'T 
ABOUT CULTURE, 

IT'S ABOUT CONTROL! 
MY HAIR DOESN'T 

THREATEN ANYONE. 
MY FR�DOM 

SCARES 
YOU!

Nasrin 
countered,
The o�icer 
retorted, 

his face rigid. 

 AM I HARMING 
ANYONE BY 

WALKING DOWN 
THE STR�T?"

YOU'RE 
DISRESPECTING 
OUR CULTURE! 

YOU'RE A DANGER 
TO PUBLIC 

ORDER!



Two w�ks later, 
Nasrin emerged from the 

detention centre, 
bruised but unbroken. 

Videos of her a�est had gone 
viral, sparking outrage and 

inspiring countle� women to 
cha�enge the o�re�ive rules. 

Her story, like wildfire, 
had ignited a movement.

Protests erupted acro� the 
country, a tidal wave of defiance 

washing over the str�ts.



Nasrin's uncovered hair, 
beyond a symbol of defiance, 
represented a s�d of hope, 

a testament to the 
resilience of the human 

spirit, a reminder that the 
yearning for fr�dom is 

a universal language 
underst�d by a�.

One day, while si�ing co�� at a 
sma� café, a woman 

a�roached her, her eyes bri�ing 
with tears. 

SHE SAID, 
“IF NASRIN CAN 

DO IT, SO 
CAN I.”

BECAUSE 
OF YOU, MY 
DAUGHTER 

REFUSED TO WEAR 
HER SCARF TO 
UNIVERSITY 

TODAY. 

Tears we�ed up in Nasrin's eyes. 
Her act of defiance, born of fear 
and a yearning for fr�dom, had 
sparked a revolution. The fight 
was far from over, but she no 

longer felt alone.


