
Sunlight streamed 
through the window, 

i�uminating dust 
motes dancing in 

the air of her sma� 
apartment.

Nasrin’s heart 
pounded like 

a drum as she 
sm�thed down her 
scarf in the mi�or.



 Outside, the city hu�ed with the usual morning rush, but inside, 
a quiet storm raged within her.

ARE 
YOU SURE 

ABOUT THIS, 
NASRIN?

YOU 
KNOW WHAT 
THEY MIGHT 

DO.



Nasrin turned, her eyes m�ting her mother's, a mixture of defiance and 
fear swirling within them.

 IT'S NOT 
JUST ABOUT 

THE SCARF, IT'S 
ABOUT BEING 

ME.

BUT
I CAN'T LIVE 
LIKE THIS 
ANYMORE, 
MAMA.



BE 
CAREFUL,
 MY LOVE.Her mother's 

face crumpled, 
a silent plea etched 
on her features. 

Ste�ing out into the vibrant 
chaos of the city, Nasrin felt a shiver, 
not just from the c�l morning air, 

but from the unknown.



The scarf, 
a constant 

reminder of the 
restrictions she'd 
endured, sli�ed 
from her grasp.

The wind, a long 
forgo�en care�, 
tousled her hair. 

It felt 
exhilarating, 
liberating, 

and te�ifying 
a� at once.



Heads turned. 
Whispers ri�led through 
the crowd. Some stared 

openly, their eyes wide with 
a mixture of curiosity and 
disa�roval.Others averted 

their gaze, their 
discomfort palpable. 

 A young man 
mu�ered under 

his breath, 
shaking his head 
in disa�roval.

An elderly 
woman, her face 

etched with 
concern, a�roached  

cautiously.

CHILD, 
AREN'T 
YOU 

AFRAID?



Nasrin smiled, a fragile a�empt 
at bravado masking the 
tremor in her voice. 

Nasrin st�d her ground, her voice unwavering despite the tremor 
in her hands. 

I AM 
TE�IFIED. 

BUT I'M MORE 
AFRAID OF LIVING 
A LIFE WHERE I'M 
NOT FR� TO BE 

MYSELF.

Two figures in 
uniform emerged 
from the crowd, 

their strides 
purposeful. Fear, 
cold and sharp, 
pierced through 
Nasrin's resolve. 

STOP 
RIGHT 
THERE! 

WHAT 
LAW HAVE I 
BROKEN? 



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.


