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e name of Allah +he most compassionate,
ever compassionate
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No one who is calm with reading
books, loses peace and comfort.
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In November 2015, French journalist Antoine Leiris lost his wife,
Helene Muyal, when gunmen opened fire at the Bataclan theatre in Paris,
killing her and 86 other people. Days later, Antoine wrote an open letter
to his wife’s killers.

Transcript

On Friday evening you stole the life of an exceptional person, the love
of my life, the mother of my son, but you will not have my hatred.

I don’t know who you are and I don’t want to know, you are dead
souls. If this God for whom you kill blindly made us in his image, every
bullet in the body of my wife is a wound in his heart.

So no, | will not give you the satisfaction of hating you. You want it,
but to respond to hatred with anger would be to give in to the same
ignorance that made you what you are.

You would like me to be scared, for me to look at my fellow citizens
with a suspicious eye, for me to sacrifice my liberty for my security. You
have lost.

I saw her this morning. At last, after nights and days of waiting. She
was as beautiful as when she left on Friday evening, as beautiful as when
| fell head over heels in love with her more than 12 years ago.

Of course | am devastated with grief, | grant you this small victory, but
it will be short-lived. I know she will be with us every day and we will
find each other in heaven with free souls which you will never have.

Us two, my son and I, we will be stronger than every army in the
world. | cannot waste any more time on you as | must go back to my son
who has just woken from his sleep. He is only just 17 months old. He is
going to eat his snack just like every other day, then we are going to play
like every other day and all his life this little boy will be happy and free.
Because you will never have his hatred either.

Antoine Leiris
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Someday, some aromatic clay in a
bathhouse

Was handed to me from a beloved

"Are you a musk or a perfume?", |
asked it

"Since I'm intoxicated by your pleasant
sweet aroma”’!

"l was an insignificant mud", it
answered

"Yet, | socialized with a flower a while"

"The merit of my companion made an
Impression on me

Or else, I'm the same mud that | used to
be.ll

Transalted by: Fatemeh WMoradi
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The monkey and the thief +ale

| heard a thief had a monkey. Whenever he went to bazaar he made a lot of
profits .Accidently, a man was carrying a bundle of garments made and he
was going to sell them. He was there for some hours. No one bought his
goods, so he sat somewhere to rest. The thief, who had a monkey, saw him
and realized that the man was resting. Then; he made the monkey play in
front of that man. The thief, in this way, entertained the man and he snatched
the bundle, picked the monkey up and escaped. The thief unwrapped the
bundle in a private place and saw the garments. So he put them in another
bundle and took them to another bazaar. Customers gathered around him. He
stipulated that the bundle should not be opened. A man accepted his
condition and bought them at a low price. The man returned home and
showed them to his wife. The wife said “what are these?”. The man said “It
is a bundle of fine garments which I got cheap but I will sell them high.” The
wife said “No one would sell such goods at a low price unless those were
stolen. Don’t you know that it would be a mistake if you buy something
without seeing it; and his tale would be the same as that of the weaver?”” The
man said “What is the weaver tale?”

The Weaver tale

The wife said “There was a weaver who always worked hard but he hardly
made money. By accident, a wealthy neighbor of him threw a banquet and
invited the people. The weaver was invited to his wealthy neighbor’s
banquet, too. He saw that everyone wearing fine garments, was respected by
the host and he was welcomed with several delicious meals. The weaver
thought to himself “if I quit this profession and take another one, I will gain
more wages. Thus; | make a lot of wealth and buy fine garments. Because of
that, my dignity will rise and people consider me to be a great person.”
Thence, he looked at the people who were in the banquet and found that
those sitting on a high altitude threw themselves on the ground; they stood up
without being hurt and people gave them golden coins. The weaver said
“inevitably, I have to do so.” So he stood up and went on a high altitude and
threw himself down on the ground. He broke his neck forthwith and passed
away!

Travsalted by : melika pishvayi
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1.0nce upon a time, there was an astronaut who performed dangerous missions to
help and sometimes save people in many planets and galaxies.

° L“’Oi Ol Sl 85 g po e 4 S sl (SUjlas lacy gele a5 54y 68,95La8 (5,559, (55951
Sl oo ploil o LaSeS ¢ lylow 51 (5 ,bws



3. They got into a fight with each other. For a
moment, he felt like he couldn’t breathe; there
was enough oxygen in the oxygen tank, but the
monster’s arms didn’t let him reach it. The
presence silence grew louder and louder; in that
deafening silence, he began to think about those
he loved.
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4. Suddenly, he noticed that one of her arms had become weak; so, he took the opportunity
and defeated her. He locked her in a bottle and got out.
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6. He closed the bottle while he was thinking about the words the monster said; maybe she was
right! Maybe she had used to protect and save people before being a monster! Maybe she had
become a monster, because she had put herself first! Suddenly, he thought of the people whom
he’d begun to think about earlier.
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7. He looked down at earth and started thinking:” Have they noticed the mission has been so
long? How would hey know if I didn’t survive? Do they care at all?"
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9. He felt like he couldn’t breathe
again; but his feeling of suffocation
wasn’t because of the monster’s arms
this time, it was due to lack of
oxygen, the mission had been so long
and there was no oxygen left...or
maybe it was the arms of others,
whom he was trying to protect.
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8. He felt that all that time he’d
been nothing but a toy, or maybe a
robot sacrificing everything just to
protect others.He felt like they’d
been using him to reach their aims
and feel safe.
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10. After 17 days, people went after the
astronaut while another malicious creature
was getting close to the earth; but, they
noticed that he hadn’t come back from the
last mission. They were scared and no one
had the courage to face the creature.

It appeared like the monster had been wrong
somehow...They couldn’t find anyone to
replace the astronaut. They set out to find
him, but they found his body.
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11. All of a sudden, they noticed
that they were being pulled up by a
force. Everything in their galaxy
was hovering; trees, houses, and
the bodies of many brave
astronauts whom they’d forgotten
at all.
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12. Soon, they were locked in a bottle; a bottle just like those in which they used to keep
monsters.
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The smile

| used to see him every morning. | would run into him
daily as he carried his books under his arm, wearing a
smile. 1 didn’t look for him because he always
emerged before me like a lotus flower on the water’s
surface. My mother would urge me to eat my
breakfast, but | would forget it and dash out, not caring
about anything, as if | had a date with him, which was
not the case. | was in the springtime of life, and | was
afraid that it would pass me by. Morning after morning
I received his smile, until one day I didn’t see him. I
missed him.

Thinking that some misfortune had befallen him, I
imagined that I would meet him again in a few days.
His face would be pale, and perhaps his smile would
be pale as well. But he didn’t show up. I looked for
him for a long time. The days passed. The sky cleared
and then darkened again, the facades of buildings
whitened and then blackened again, and the asphalt
hardened and then softened again. But he never
returned. Eventually, 1 grew accustomed to the
loneliness. | was no longer in a rush every morning. |
arose slowly, ate my breakfast slowly, and even closed
the wooden door behind me slowly. | walked
unhurriedly through the streets, gazing at the pebbles
and the dirt that had accumulated on the pavement and
in remote corners. Time stood still, and then | felt it
was passing me by. | saw myself outside real time.
Finally, | decided to adopt his smile.




I began to walk through the streets with a smile. | smiled when | met people whose faces
were wrinkled with misery. | smiled when | listened to a falsehood as plain as the stars at
night. My smile was real and visible to others. | practiced wearing it. It became an integral
part of me, and | of it. At that time, | felt that his light had gone out and that | had become the
illuminating torch. | no longer waited to see him because he dominated my imagination day
and night. I cultivated “our” smile and became accustomed to this new look. The days passed,
and then months and years went by, while | remained in the same state of mind. The smile
had become a permanent feature, my daily bread, and the mask with which | faced the people
around me.

One day | went for a drive along the coast. | enjoyed the view of the sea along the road.
There were birds flapping their wings on the right, and a few ships at anchor on the left. The
day was sunny, dust collected in the air, and a breeze gently stroked the surface of the sea and
shook the leaves on the trees. Suddenly my smile froze. Something seemed to have been
forcibly snatched from me. | slowed down, and my right foot trembled a little. The sight was
a reality surpassing both the truths and the lies that I knew. He was standing there, smiling,
his hair blowing in the wind. He was dressed in a uniform with metal buttons and waving a
cap the color of which | forgot. I pulled up at his side and got out of the car to greet him. He
looked at me without seeing me, and smiled at me and the cars. He spoke words which were
far removed from reality. I didn’t understand what he said. His clothes were dirty, his shoes
were faded, and the shoelaces were missing from them. His eyes were dull and
expressionless. | left him there and drove away hurriedly. I continued to look at him in my
rearview mirror as he faded into the distance. His hair was blowing in the wind, and his head
was tilted to the left. Suddenly | hated the sea birds, and the shining sun, and the ships at
anchor. | had the feeling that the smile that | had adopted from him the smile with which he
had faced me every morning and with which | had faced others for years was little more than
morbid pretense. | was filled with remorse and overcome by a passionate longing to weep . . .
because now | would never know the truth.

Writer: Nafila Dhahab

From the book: Arab Women Writers
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A leaf of autumn

The antumn leaves fall +o their yearly deaths
dropped from the tops of apathetic trees.
A sickening crunch with their final breaths
as they are raked into vast, churning seas.

And the dark swallows the once smiling sun
making vights +hat were one time short, iow
long.

The vortherv winds seem to be never done.
Their gusts and howls a sorrowful song.

But fall has beauty other seasows lack.
While it has that first impression so cold,
it brings sweaters, cider, and brisk strolls back
along with bowfires and colors so bold.

Autumn, a +ime of dyivg i+ may be,
But what lovely deaths to every year see.

By, Breanna Rigger
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William Blake

| was angry with my friend; And it grew both day and night.
: ¥ % -
I told my wrath, my wrath did end. Till it bore an apple bright. ' ¥
I was angry with my foe: And my foe beheld it shine,
I 'told it not, my wrath did grow. And he knew that it was mine.
And | water it in fear, And into my garden stole,
Night & morning with my tears: When the night had veiled the pole; ¢
And with soft deceitful wiles. My foe outstretched beneath the tree. | Han g é -‘-;
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The winter

It is an adaptation of ARhavan Sales's poem (The Winter)
Here is winter

With a cold weather

The ground covered with snow

The ground covered with tiny diamonds

How beautiful were that diamonds!

However

Filled with coldness.

Here is winter

And I feel blue

Blue for the cherry blossoms of that home

Blue for the sound of radio’s rustling of the householder
Blue for that Kind look,

Blue for the calloused hand of the householder

But now...



That home fell into ruin

All of its blossoms are dormant

The sound of bitter cold's rustling is coming
There is no more look.

No hands

And what's left is a heavy sigh

A really heavy sigh

Here is winter

The ground is at ease.

The sun is prisoned behind cloudy bars

The moon is his jailer.

Here is winter

And a cloudy night

Roads overflowing with frosty snow
Fire is inside of home

Rain is inside of hearts

What an innocent winter I have!
Full of coldness

Full of sadness

Full of people’s craftiness

Full of people’s depression

My winter is a reminder of ARhavan’s
winter.

Writer: Rahil Davoudi
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Break, break, break,

On thy cold gray stones, O Sea!
And | would that my tongue could
utter

The thoughts that arise in me.

O, well for the fisherman's boy,
That he shouts with his sister at
play!
O, well for the sailor lad,
That he sings in his boat on the bay!

And the stately ships go on
To their haven under the hill;
But O for the touch of a vanished
hand,
And the sound of a voice that is still!

Break, break, break,

At the foot of thy crags, O Sea!
But the tender grace of a day that is
dead

Will never come back to me.

Alfred Lord Tennyson
(1809-1892)

Translated by: Leila Niknasab
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®Board of Aldermen met—three graybeards and one younger man, a member of the
rising generation
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® cven with insanity in the family she wouldn't have turned down all of her chances
if they had really materialized.
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®Bcing left alone, and a pauper, she had become humanized Now she too would
know the old thrill and the old despair of a penny more or less.
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O At first we were glad that Miss Emily would have an interest, because the ladies
all said, "Of course a Grierson would not think seriously of a Northerner, a day laborer."
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®We were a little disappointed that there was not a public blowing-off, but we
believed that he had gone on to prepare for Miss Emily's coming, or to give her a chance
to get rid of the cousins.
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Oliver Twist is a novel by Charles Dickens in 1830. You can find many things in it
such as hope, happiness, bullying, bad and good people, crime, cry and the main one child
labor. The main character is Oliver. Oliver lived in a small town about seventy miles from
London. He became very skinny because they didn’t give him enough food. And here
Dickens represents the first antagonist character, Mr. Bumble, the selfish one. After suffering
a lot of pain, he decided to run away to London, a place that he had no idea about. Another
antagonist character that the writer represents is Fagin. He is a symbol of crime. Oliver
suffered a lot but at the end of the story things took a new turn and Oliver was adopted by
Brownlow and be educated in a tranquility and manner he deserved, as the son of a
gentleman.

This research is about child labor in Dickens’s Oliver Twist. But what does it mean?
The conventional working definition of child labor is the following:

child: under 15 (set by ILO’s Convention No. 138) is the most used standard. ILO
[1996] let ages depend on work contents, under 13 for “light” works and under 18 for
“hazardous” works.

labor: when a person works on a regular basis for which he/she is remunerated.

The International Labor Organization (ILO) describes child labor as ‘work that
deprives children of their childhood, potential and dignity, and that is harmful to physical and
mental development’ of children. This definition includes types of work that are mentally,
physically, socially or morally harmful to children; or disrupts schooling.

Child labor’s forms:

Child labor has many forms: 1. Domestic work 2. Agricultural Work 3.
Working in industries 4. Slavery and forced labor 5. Child Trafficking
1. Domestic work: It happens in the family home or outside the home.

Children's work for private households, often without clear terms of employment,
unregistered in any book, and they are excluded from the scope of labor legislation.

2. Agricultural Work: A lot of working children are found in agriculture. They often
work on the family farm or with the whole family for an employer.




3. Working in industries. This work can be regular or casual, legal or illegal, and it
can be done by the child on his own for an employer. The children may work on addictive or
hazardous chemical stuff, like children who work at fireworks factories.

4. Slavery and forced labor: According to International Labor Organization (ILO)
Slavery is where one person is owned by a person and he is forced to work for another person
without having any opposition to what happens to him. Slaves are held against their will from
the time of their capture, purchase, or birth, and are not allowed to leave or to refuse to work.
Forced labor is when someone is made to work against their wishes. For example, Children,
in some cases, are forced to work as cooks, porters and messengers. These children are
abused and exploited, often being forced to hurt others.

5. Child Trafficking: Trafficking of children is a form of human trafficking and is
defined as the "recruitment, transportation, transfer, harboring, and/or receipt” of a child for
the purpose of exploitation.

By analyzing Oliver Twist, I find 4 forms of child labor in it: domestic work, work in
industries, slavery and forced labor, and child trafficking. I will mention one example from
this novel for each one.

1- Domestic work:

“So you’ll begin to pick oakum tomorrow morning at six o’clock, “ added the surly
one in the white waistcoat. “For the combination of both these blessing in the one simple
process of picking oakum, Oliver bowed low by the direction of the beadle, and was then
hurried away to a large ward; where, on a rough, hard bed, he sobbed himself to sleep”
(C.2/P.15/D.1)

It is domestic work because Oliver has not any chance to go to school.
2- Working in industries:

“My boy! “ said the old gentleman, you look pale and alarmed. What is the matter?
“no sir! “said Oliver Twist ‘you feel sleepy, don’t you my dear? Tomorrow morning you
must up to chimney-sweeping’ added the old gentleman. “yes sir! replied Oliver “And you
will be a good sweep, will you? “said the old gentleman. “I hope I am, sir, answered Oliver
Twist, with tired face. (C.3/P.24/D.2).

According to ITUC chimney sweeping is categorized as work industry.
3- Slavery and forced labor:

In this novel, Oliver didn’t get paid by his master so it is a kind of slavery and
somehow his master owned him and Oliver had to do his orders so it is slavery and forced
labor.



4- Child Trafficking:

Oliver was ordered into instant confinement; and a bill was next morning pasted on
the outside of the gate, offering a reward of five pounds to anybody who. In other words, five
pounds and Oliver Twist were offered to any man or woman who wanted an apprentice to
any trade, business, or calling.” (C.2/P.17/D7).

Child trafficking happens in any country. Their masters can sell them and in this case,
Oliver ate so much so his master decided to sell his for 5 pounds and this is called child
trafficking.

Refrences:
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The biography of Seyyed Milad Mostafavi, a martyr who defended the shrine of
Hazrat-e- Zeinab,; the leading martyr of Bahar city in 1398 (2019).

Love for God and the Ahl al-Bayt arose when he was a child. Saying obligatory
prayers on time, and making regular ablution were among the prominent features
of this great martyr. The love for Imams (PBUH) and the martyrs caused him to go
to the war zones in the south of the country, while he was just an adolescent.
During the Nowruz holiday, he served the pilgrims putting all his heart and soul
into it.

Seyyed Milad Mostafavi was born in 1986, in the city of Bahar, Hamedan.

As the second child in a family of three children, he grew up in a committed and
religious family. His father's name was Seyyed Hashem and he tried to raise his
children to be pious through the purest income.

He felt the presence of the martyrs in his life at every moment. Cheerfulness,
humor, spirit of struggling in the way of God and having great courage were other

characterizes of this great martyr.

He had a very strong relationship with the martyrs and always remembered
Martyr Hemmat and Martyr Zainuddin. For more thanl2 years as a servant of the
martyrs, he was present in the war zones and served the pilgrims in this area.

This humble and good-tempered young man had most of the goodness
that a human being could have. He always guided teenagers and young
people to spirituality and piety.

A Finally, at the same time with the days of Tasua and Ashura of
/ Hosseini in 1394 (2015), as a defender of shrine, he was present in the
/ Halab city of Syria to defend the shrine of Hazrat-e- Zeinab (PBUH). At
4 the age of 29, he was martyred in the fight against the Takfiris. His dead
J body remained in the same area for a long time and was dismembered by
¢ 0y the Takfiris.

<
4

‘ Eventually with the courage of his comrades and the liberation of the
: : areas occupied by ISIS’ Takfiri groups, he returned to the arms of his
~ family and allies and he was buried in the Martyrs' cemetery in his home

town, so that his tomb would be a shrine for lovers.

He may be remembered and his path may be followed.
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