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death. She had actually called my father and requested that he go collect his clothes on
her behalf. Families who had no news of their loved ones were told by the regime to wait
at home until they received a call.

Twelve days after my family visited me, | was interrogated again. The asked me the
same set of questions. | was asked to write a letter of repentance and told that | would be
executed the next day if I refused. I refused. We were instructed to write our last will and
testament that evening. (By “will” they meant a letter to the family declaring that we
were responsible for our execution.) Instead, | wrote a letter to my family reminding them
to stay strong. | still have a copy of that letter with me.

They did not summon us the day after. But two remaining leftist prisoners were taken
away that same night. One of them went on an indefinite hunger strike and another went
on a ten-day strike. The former continued her resistance for eighty-three days. She had
decided to end her life, but the regime wanted to keep her alive and torment her. She
eventually lost consciousness and they put her on an IV. They force-fed her until she
caved in. The prison authorities maintained that she was young and impressionable—they
would not let her choose death over life. If they did not want her to die, she would not
die.

The end.
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Look for the following to come from IHRDC:

e The Islamic Republic of Iran’s abuse of human rights following the June 12, 2009
presidential election



Below is a translation of the poem that is part
of the painting of Khavaran cemetery depicted
onh the front cover. Both the painting and the
poem are by the artist Kianoosh Majidi. Her
brother was executed at Evin Prison in 1988.

We have idolized Abraham

We send our best and brightest to the slaughter
house, and take a knife to their throats

We turn our beloved into Basij, and send them
to the front to be martyred

We call the devoted "Mojahed,” and hand them
over to the executioner

We consider our children Fedai, and march
them to the gallows

We are the ones who cut Mirza Taqgi Khan
Amir Kabir and spilled his blood

For his wisdom was far greater than ours

We are the ones who killed Sohrab

For he was young and noble

We sacrificed Siavash
For he was pure

We need as many victims as there are pebbles
at Khavaran, so we can wash away our sins

For we do not appreciate our beloved

And we know not how to love






