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	Anca STUPARU

	
	(Romania - USA)

	The Persian’s Empress

	In Washington, Iran’s Empress is weeping,
her tears frozen
on the buds of the cherry trees.

In silence she passes by
A trace of royal silhouette
reflected on the Potomac River,
calling to the Persians.

Her deep sigh pierces the bloody horizon
like tunes of forgotten tārs,
an āvāz improvised in exile,
repeating, again and again,
the high-pitched sounds of torture,
of suffering,
of pain.

“There is blood on the streets of Tehran,
My people are massacred” she cries,
and the cherry trees tremble.

Wounded Ruins of Persepolis
Until when are children of Iran mutilated?

	The women reduced to silence?
Veiled Persian eyes
For how much longer is the enthusiasm of youth sentenced to death?
Their dreams hanged in the market.

The Empress of the Persians is standing
with her people.

Do not give up.
Resist.

“Pahlavi will return.”
“This is the final battle.”

Young children
calls her home.

Blindfolded Persians search for their Shah.
Through darkness,
they find their Empress of the blooming season.

A prophecy;
Thus Spoke Zarathustra.


	Poem in English by: Anca STUPARU
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	Ming-ke CHEN 

	
	(Taiwan)

	Are they going to shoot us?

	In a market, my younger brother and I
walk back and forth across the empty food shelves.
How is it that prices are soaring again?
"Rial is collapsing again"
my friend says.

We can't afford anything
We are hungry and thirsty.
In the streets, the crowd is always bigger.
Everyone is roaring
"Why can't we afford food?"

The crowd moves forward one step at a time shouting
"Their power is so strong,
why did they make that
we can't even afford food?"
"We don't want a dictator!"

Some people take off their headscarves
Women's eyes shine like stars
I see the light of God.

	Why did it take until now to see God?

Suddenly we hear the clamor of a massive group of soldiers
raising their guns
My younger brother shivers:
"Are they going to shoot us?"

I hug my brother and say, "No they aren’t!
Look, our cousin Sina is there.
They will hear our sincere appeal
They won't shoot their own relatives and friends!"

In the middle of gunfire, my friend falls down.
The crowd runs forward one step at a time
picking up stones and throwing them at the soldiers
shouting with rage "Death to the dictator!"


	Poem in Mandarin by: CHEN Ming-ke
English version by: Elizabeth GUYON SPENNATO
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	Joan CHUANG  

	
	(Taiwan)

	A Prayer

	
O Lord!
I beg You to outstretch Your Almighty Hand
And make the abusers powerless
May repression vanish like smoke
May peace and freedom come
May little girls show beautiful smiling faces
May children play happily
May their parents embrace tightly
And may the diaspora return home


	Poem in Mandarin by: Joan CHUANG 
English version by: Elizabeth GUYON SPENNATO





	[image: ]   [image: ]
	Elizabeth
GUYON SPENNATO

	
	(France - Malta)

	Hoping for Victory

	My Iranian love
Everyday you’re worried
About your homeland
About your family
And friends

Iran is plunged into the darkest night
When will the light come back?

My Iranian sister
They erased your voice
But you’re stronger than me

My Iranian brother
Together with our sisters you’re demonstrating for your freedom
All of you carry the scars of the worst tortures

I’ve heard your voices
I’ve heard that “we must become your voice”

The world must know
That with or without its help
The victory of Iranian people is near
	عشق ایرانی ام
تو هر روز نگرانی
برای وطنت
خانوداه ات
و دوستانت

ایران در تاریکی ترین تاریکی ها غرق شده است
نور کی برمیگردد؟

خواهر ایرانی ام
صدای تو را پاک کرده اند
ولی تو قوی تر از منی

برادر ایرانی ام
با خواهران مان برای آزادی تان اعتراض می کنید
همگی، زخم های بدترین شکنجه ها را دارید

صدایتان را شنیدم
شنیدم که باید صدای شما باشیم

دنیا باید بداند
که "با" یا "بی" کمکش
پیروزی ایرانی ها نزدیک است

	Poem in Persian, English & French versions by: Elizabeth GUYON SPENNATO
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	Emanuela RIZZO  

	
	(Italy)

	

	Land of wind and pomegranates,
where the desert learns to sing
and the mountains cradle time.
Among ancient remains and new dawns,
you still breathe.
Stubborn light,
you are
in the heart of the night.

	Poem in Italian & English version by: Emanuela RIZZO
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	Rebecca BORG

	
	(Malta)

	Over my dead body

	Over my dead body
Will you no longer trample,
Over my dead body nevermore.
The sun flashes on the lions in the street
Each ray glistens on their skin and hair.
The wind caresses their necks, lifts their feet
It drives them, moves them forward
Closing in on their prey.

The fire in their eyes can no longer be extinguished
They say, “You f’ed around. Now you find out.”
Too many of their pack were hunted down.

Now a father trades a live body for the corpse of his son
He heard a moan from a bag, a neighbour’s wounded cub
And knows his own cub’s roar will never shake the earth again
So he carries home another lion’s cub.

A general’s daughter defies her patriarch’s snare
He beat her with a baton
She dared to let them hear her roar.
She hides behind a borrowed name
As she exposes the hunters’ lies
But she says she’s really Mahsa Amini
And every lion’s daughter
They slaughter and despise.

The hunters display their trophies
hung on cranes for all to see.
They keep some bodies of the dead lionesses
To blame another pack when they will strike.
It’s their twisted strategy.

The hunters admit bringing 6,000 to their end
But truth is not a language
Their mouths know to defend
The hunters’ math is undone
For they count 100 as 1.
	They violate the lionesses
Believing purity brings grace, Jannah
To bring them to damnation
In a dark forgotten place, Jahannam
Over my dead body no longer will this be done
The lions now rise as one.

The diaspora assimilated
to where they tread,
Yet they will populate the land
when the hunters reign has fled.

The lion pride belongs to this land
The hunters aren’t of this band.

Appeasement to the hunters will not buy safety
It only exports brutality.

The lions do not carry tools
The sun, wind, and fire are their guide
They carry a heart wide open by their side
They have nothing left to lose.
Over my dead body
Their reign I now refuse.

The lions will dance on the hunters’ graves
The lions will sing on the hunters’ grave
The lions will spit on the hunters’ graves…
(They will defecate on the hunters’ graves…) – Note: Optional to read
Then they’ll have a picnic and live happily ever after.


	Poem in English by: Rebecca BORG
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	Yaw-chien  FANG 

	
	(Taiwan)

	The Rose of Muhammad    

	At night I hold my country tight,
As one would hold a frightened child.
Between gunshots and weeping,
I call back the morning by its childhood name,
Call back the fragrance of bread.

The wind comes from Tehran,
Laden with reddened dust and shattered dreams.
With a mother’s breast I build a wall,
To keep out cold, keep out hunger,
Keep out the nameless fear.

Since you are leaders, shepherds, parents of the people,
You must bear the duty to feed and to protect them:
Cover them with justice,
Stand guard through the night with peace,
So that every lamp may sleep in safety.


	If you cannot,
Lay down your power and repent before heaven;
Before Allah, before God,
Wash your hands clean with conscience.

I do not fear life or death,
Only the child wailing before an empty bowl;
I do not fear life or death,
Only the child startled awake by nightmares in the dark.

Beneath the lavish bloom of the Rose of Muhammad,
Let the nation relearn how to breathe—
Freedom like a gentle breeze, peace like a fine rain,
Prosperity in the streets, safety in every home,
So that every child
May wake at dawn
To the scent of bread and the sound of songs.


	Poem in Taiwanese, /Mandarin & English versions by: FANG Yaw-chien
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	James LEE

	
	(Taiwan)

	

	Close your eyes, no need to fear.
If sirens wail against your ear.

Sow the seeds in earth and wait.
To count the blooms, no wars of hate.
Let them flower, wild and spread.
Not under iron tank’s cold tracks.

Poets verse and carpenter build.
Scholars map the star lit field.
Forget the spear, forget the shield
And the sharp wounds that conflicts yield

Waste time on beauty, useless grace
Watch the sunset claim its space
Read a sonnet, deep and deep
Then fall into a peaceful sleep

	當你閉上雙眼
不需小小心側耳傾聽
聽那風聲是否挾雜啊刺耳警報

或隨意撒把種子顆顆于土裏
于土裡，能安靜地計算盛開那花期
自由自在地盛開，而非 履帶

詩人在意者是詩，木匠專注者是椅
科學家只探索方物、日月星辰
不需研究刺人的矛盾
也不需那矛與盾

時間就浪費在自身或那無用但美好之上
然後看一場日落
或讀一本十四行詩
再安然寧靜地入睡


	Poem in Mandarin &and English version by: James LEE
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	 Marilyse LEROUX

	
	(France)

	Iran Free 

	Here I am
You’ve recognized me
I’m the one-legged Freedom

The other leg I lost it
on an ill-fated day

Should you find it
then bring it back to me
I'll make it into a standard
for tomorrow.

	C’est moi
vous m’avez reconnue
la liberté à une patte

L’autre je l’ai perdue
un jour de mauvaise chance

Si vous la retrouvez
rapportez-la moi
j’en ferai un étendard
pour demain.


	Poem in French by: Marilyse LEROUX
English version by: Elizabeth GUYON SPENNATO
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	Enza PALAMARA

	
	(France)

	

	I’ve been thinking about you,
My Iranian friends,
With you I shared the torment of exile.
You showed me
the subtle and dainty features
of a legendary world in the remote East.

I’ve been thinking about you,
marvelous creators scattered across the world,
Farhad, Moany, Violet, and so many others.
Your concistency is a sign of your despair,
It shows your unwavering Resistance as well.


	I’ve been thinking about you,
Families covered in blood,
desperately searching for
the crushed bodies of your loved ones.

I’ve been thinking about you,
and I share your hatred
for those who are hungry for human flesh;
they are no longer humans,
but hyenas.

I’ve been thinking about you,
Oh my friends,
and I have the same Expectancy.


	Poem in French by: Enza PALAMARA 
English version by: Elizabeth GUYON SPENNATO
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	Jean-Yves GUIGOT

	
	(France)

	Amazing Lights

	Some dawns won’t welcome any kind of silences
It depends on whether the silent heart is bound by blind chains
Or whether it opens its soul to the future horizon.
This ephemeral dawn will promise so many to come
That it will bring them to life from the brightness of its light.

Deaf are the silences blinded by rage
Or boredom
Or the slumber of the intellect.
Blessed is he who prepares to chant
The end of servitude!

Swarms of vines flying away
On the wind and on the endlessly reborn
light
Like a promise
that was never buried,

	That of seeing the eyes they embrace
Become the horizon,
Open without being offered,
Upon the dawns,
Of which it is the root.

This is how the lines of life are written
By contemplating at length the essence of a people
Revealing itself to lucid souls.
This is how the clearing opens
Where streams of light are reborn,
Endless suns,
That only the silent ones blinded by rage will flee,
They who flee and whom beauty flees,
Silent, revealing their musty soul.


	Poem in French by: Jean-Yves GUIGOT
English version by: Elizabeth GUYON SPENNATO
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	Viviane CIAMPI

	
	(France - Italy)

	Women / Life / Freedom

	Apply cruelty
to the cruelty of a scorpion:
we did survive all kinds of venoms.
Pit yourself against camel’s rumination
we know how to cross most deserts.
Do not bind our wrists
they can circle better days.
Stay away from our bodies
they have nothing to say to you.
They are gorgeous. Alive. Maybe too alive for you?
They shake off the ashes,
they want to escape the fires of power, the hypnosis of dogma.
Our mouths? Ah, our mouths! Look at them.


	So pure, seductive, or fierce.
Fiercer than your tortures,
they swallow the word hate, make it their hostage,
cook it in saucepans of tongues.

Admire them while they blow on fear
and on the core of fear
and on the fear of all fears.
We decide. We—women—decide.

We decide that we decide.
It makes the fear go away—very slowly, that’s true—but it goes away!


	Poem in French by: Viviane CIAMPI 
English version by: Elizabeth GUYON SPENNATO
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	Kim-sūun TAN

	
	(Taiwan)

	Free Irāan

	Dry wind breeze hardly
Napping on the Iranian plateau.
Persian poetry for thousand-years
Passing through various eras and wars
Still grows quietly inside Iranian hearts.

Religion spreads the dirt’s of evil spirit.
They have become the cruel banners of evil hearts.
Destroyed the kingdom and killed the freedom.
Lively and happy girls
Now turban covers their whole body.
They all wander through the street like ghosts.

	In their inner hearts
Brewing over the decades the inevitable, eventual revolution.
Do not need the assistance of American military forces.
Just you, me, him and her, shall hold our hands.
Piercing through those mysterious steel walls
The light of spring will gradually
Appear.


	Poem in Taiwanese by: TAN Kim-sūn
English version by: Oo Bin-siong（胡民祥）





	[image: Une image contenant symbole, logo, cercle, Graphique

Le contenu généré par l’IA peut être incorrect.]
	Pi-hsiu HSIEH 

	
	(Taiwan)

	A Poem for Iran
  — after reports of a brutal crackdown on protests for reform

	Once,
you were a land of mystery in my heart,
bearing thousands of years of cultural depth,
treasured heritage of the world.

Once,
your nation held both theocracy and democracy in balance.
Slowly,
a power with intent allowed theocracy to devour democracy,
imposing countless restraints
on social conducts and clothing of its people.
The rulers's all-or-nothing ambition
led to economic collapse,
pushing everyday freedom into a long season of darkness.

No longer the romantic ideals of students,
but farmers, workers, merchants, professionals alike
could no longer endure.
A mighty chorus
rose to demand reform.

	Once,
the people of my own country
also passed through
a forty-year stretch of darkness.
Generation after generation,
by those devoted to democracy
stood shoulder to shoulder,
persisting, refusing to give up.

So I believe:
with your history,
with the national spirit which once spanned
Europe, Asia, and Africa,
through perseverance, continuity, and struggle,
the sunlight of freedom
will one day shine upon you.

Across the world,
democratic nations stand with you,
supporting your pursuit
of democracy and freedom.


	Poem in Mandarin by: HSIEH Pi-hsiu 
English version by: Jacky PAN
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	Đặng Thân

	
	(Vietnam)

	Iran – A Sacred Current of Blood

	Iran
a wind-scorched plateau,
where history is not written in ink
but in ash, stone, blood, and oath.

Long ago,
from Pars and Anshan,
Aryan footsteps emerged into the light,
raising an empire as one raises a question for humankind:
how to rule
without crushing the human being.

Cyrus rose in the heart of the desert,
not only with the sword,
but with an idea:
that even a conqueror
must know how to give freedom back.

Babylon fell,
Jerusalem opened its gates,
and history, for the first time,
witnessed an empire
that knew more than victory.

Then time poured down like sand,
burying human faces.
The Sassanids faded,
the fire of Zoroastrian faith dimmed
in the winds of Islam.

But Iran did not die.
It entered poetry,
entered mathematics,
entered astronomy,
entered every classical word
the world would later borrow.


	The Safavids rebuilt a national body,
changed faith as one changes blood,
in order to survive.
Shahs followed shahs,
power growing taller than the human being,
until 1979,
when history turned its face again,
sharp as a blade.

Today,
the people of Iran need no more myths.
They need bread,
clean water,
and a morning
unafraid of a knock on the door.

O Iran,
a people who once ruled Asia,
who once paved roads for others to walk
you were not born to bow forever.

No empire is eternal,
but dignity is.
No doctrine is more sacred
than the right to breathe freely,
to love,
to live in peace
as an ordinary human being.

From the ashes of Persepolis
to the tears of Tehran,
we stand with you:
the people of Iran
live,
and live in peace.


	Poem in English by: DANG Thân
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	Byeong-Cheol
KANG

	
	(South Korea)

	Toward Border less Freedom, Like a Bird

	
The falcon circles above the dark,
and iron rule
cracks
within its own fear.

Even in the heart of ruins,
the poets of the world
cry out together—
with the descendants of Persia.

Now is the time.
Now is the time to awaken.
Be free like a bird,
like the wind,
like the clouds—
for border less freedom.


	Poem in Korean & English version by: KANG Byeong-Cheol
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	Geum-Hee
YANG

	
	(South Korea)

	A Cry Toward the Dawn

	Now we hear it—the cry of Iran,
like wind rising from distant valleys,
moving past dust and shattered streets
as a voice of hope that will not fade.

Humanity is born equal beneath one sky,
each heart shaped for dignity and light.
Through every age, we have broken our chains
and walked toward freedom.

As rivers find the sea, hope seeks the dawn;
with brave voices, nations awaken.
Now Iran, too, steps into the morning
to stand at last in open light.


	Poem in Korean & English version by: YANG Geum-Hee
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	Irina Moga

	
	(Canada)

	Roses of Isfahan

	I’m toeing the line with the Iranians this winter—
right here, right now.
We carry only this:
a love of freedom,
a love of poetry
and roses of Isfahan.
How does one breathe without freedom?
Enough is enough.
Into these dark times, a new light will come—
a day of blooming gardens,
a day of joy.
Let freedom ring—
and may its sound
bring forth the roses of Isfahan.


	Poem in English by: Irina MOGA
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	Francesca RIBACCHI

	
	(Italy)

	Ashes

	Deadly black wing stretched out in a thin membrane from the deep darkness

Blind in the void, you blind the final pain that turns to light

And you are torn apart by inner voices of flames risen from living ashes


	Poem in Italian by: Francesca RIBACCHI 
English version by: Elizabeth GUYON SPENNATO
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	Jacky PAN

	
	(Taiwan)

	Hard to Count

	From Tehran
to the ridges of Alborz,
then on to Kermanshah,
footsteps thinned by rain—
in a no-man’s land he licks a drop of blood
seeping from a corpse,
oh, it's still as warm as the morning coffee.

In the damp fog of Razavi Khorasan,
a blur of protesters,
he adjusts the soldiers’ gun barrels:
“Chest.
Align.
Fire.”

In Kohgiluyeh–Boyer-Ahmad,
an open central ground,
he tells the commander:
“Relatives who come to claim the bodies
must change the story,
the dead must be recorded as Basij militiamen killed in the line of duty.”

Beneath the tree shadows of Mazandaran,
an open-air morgue,
the Kahrizak forensic center,
white light layered upon layer.

Large trucks are unloading bodies;
metal and bones are calibrated to each other
solid craft, a way of life.
	He feels a sincere sense of reassurance.

And there is an area
reserved for women’s bodies.
The dried corpses lie in quiet rows.
He favors this tranquil courtyard,
where beautiful
shotgun pellet scatter
forms abstract art on the skin,
and where,
on those pallid breasts,
electrocardiogram pads remain
he is absorbed by the exquisite patterns.

He feels a little homesick.
so he go back to northern Tehran,
the Sa‘adabad Palace Complex:
pine trees upright,
carpets soft.

His only irritation is a boy scout from the outside world,
that child has no ledger in hand,
after a while, knocking again to ask:
How many?
Oh! my dear, I hope you understand,
human bodies always stack so well,
but
hard to count.

	Poem in Mandarin & English version by: Jacky PAN
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	Laurent SHEN

	
	(Taiwan)

	Persian Eyes

	— The first time I saw Persians Eyes 
Was at a photography exhibition by a French friend 

This year, I saw Persian eyes again,
Watching the News,
Beneath black veils,
In the middle of an endless massacre.

I searched on the web,
And discovered that more than thousand years ago,
their eyes—

saw flames illuminating truth, the light of God;
and they saw the rise and fall of dynasties,
Holy Texts rewritten out of fear.


	Theocracy wears black robes,
in the phantom of the Red Dragon
and the whispers of Satan,
compromising with the Darkness.

God became a tool for domination,
That walks behind the altar.

I pray
the true God,
to remain in their eyes—

like an ever-burning fire,
awaiting the return of the Persian God,
to once again,
Speak the names of light and good thoughts.


	Poem in Mandarin by: Laurent SHEN
English version by: Elizabeth GUYON SPENNATO
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	Lu LIN

	
	(Taiwan)

	Give Me Back My Face

	Remove the black mask
Give me back my face as I was born
I am a woman of dignity
Your gaze
should not carry
even a trace of desire
Remove the black mask
Give me back my face as I was born
I am a sacred woman
You should cherish
the mother of every man


	Poem in Mandarin & English version by: LIN Lu
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	Lucilla TRAPAZZO

	
	(Italy - Switzerland)

	Through my fault, my fault, through my most grievous fault

	Vomit, sister,
seed-words waiting for fire,
demand a tongue of synapses
a garden in the hollow of the mouth.

It was not I, the voiceless shadow,
the silence slipping through walls;
it was not I, head bowed
behind locked bars,
it was not I giving birth
to nothingness.
They stole my name,
they shaved my skull.

Loudly, I claim mourning,
absence spoken aloud;
do not call it silence.

The voice of bones holds names
erased: knees, hair, voices,
minimal scars.



	I was the cleaning lady,
the teacher,
the fugitive,
the institutionalized,
the secret lover,
the one burned at the stake.

If it's true that tears open to the light
that tear is me,
a body crossing sutures,
remembering,
revoking power.

There are veins pulsing
beneath these lines,
a choir of interwoven voices—
they resist, resist, resist.

I – am – memory – of a cell
Trillions – of suns – shining.


	Poem in Italian & English version by: Lucilla TRAPAZZO
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	Marilyne BERTONCINI

	
	(France)

	Darkness, Darkness Overall

	A veil of darkness covers up the world
Like the giant wings of an evil raven
And its shadow spreads and pierces hearts

Darkness
Darkness overall

And terror chills the blood, waiting for the worst
And penetrates bones and twists brains -
And each in their fear feels alone and weak

Darkness
Darkness overall


	But a voice is rising and it repels fear
A woman stands up and exposes her heart
And men join forces to confront the beast

And their shed blood does not flow in vain -
May fear turn back and banish the darkness
May we, united all over the world , find peace

Darkness, darkness
Nevermore !


	Poem in French & English version by: Marilyne BERTONCINI
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	Mike LO

	
	(Taiwan)

	The Costs of Living

	The prices of food have gone up
The bazaars have closed in protest
And you cannot afford to keep your family fed
The prices of online connection have been paid
Yet the information blackout tries to silence you
Your pains are still audible through the ether
The price of freedom is not free
But it should never be included
In the costs of living


	Poem in Mandarin & English version by: Mike LO
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	Muriel VERSTICHEL

	
	(France)

	

	Frozen birds
mutant insects
choleric, one-eyed gods
are pouring down

The sweetness of rain falls silent
heaven refolds its angels
like a white garment that will no longer be used


	Poem in French: Muriel VERSTICHEL
English version by: Elizabeth GUYON SPENNATO
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	Nuria CHIEN

	
	(Taiwan)

	There, the Wind Is No Longer Confined

	Beneath that parched mountain range
you no longer need to borrow space from the shadows.
Your long hair is black earth,
breaking free from layered silks into a thunderstorm.
This city is accustomed to locked doors and lowered eyes,
yet the firelight in the square is redder than taboo,
both quieter and louder than the night.
When a name is written in the wind, it is no longer a whisper
but a bolt of lightning cleaving the silence.
Freedom is not a gift from afar;
it is the burning air in your lungs as you run through the alleys.

	It is, when they try to prune the branches,
the roots beneath the soil conversing
silently, but with fierce intensity.
From this side of the sea, we watch,
watch how forbidden songs scale the walls,
watch those young souls
trade pure pain for the right of a dawn—
there, the wind is simply wind,
daylight needs no permission.
I stand in the wind of the island,
with the waves of my mother tongue,
calling to you—Iran


	Poem in Mandarin by: Nuria CHIEN
English version by: Jacky PAN
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	Oscar René BENÍTEZ

	
	(El Salvador - USA)

	The Night of Weeping
            —To The Iranian People

	Life is a flickering flame,
fragile and ephemeral on the night of weeping.

Collective consciousness suddenly becomes
a shriek, a groan,
and the terrifying lament becomes a cry,
a resounding of protesting voices.

Scorching fire extinguishing the rain,
tears and bodies falling,
children, women, men, teenagers,
death roams the streets,
and Iran, violently sacrificing
those who carry love as their banner.

Life is a flickering flame,
fragile and ephemeral on the night of weeping.


	The blood of innocent people is a torrent,
of children, of mothers, of the elderly,
painting the streets deep red,
and the pain is a massacred multitude.

Echoes of the people's pain resound,
they have transcended consciences and borders.

The solidarity of the world's peoples
knows no distance and pours forth fully
joining the cry of the masses in the streets
and giving voice, hands, and tears to the fallen.


	Poem in English & Spanish by: Oscar René Benítez





	[image: ]
	Patrick JOQUEL

	
	(France)

	Reading Le Monde, On a 29 November

	walking down the street
demonstrating, they say
for freedom
to say stop the submission
just with their bodies
without a word
without a cry
words are forbidden
the demonstrators
hold high in their hands
a white sheet of paper
in the main square
they are there
facing the soldiers
and their armoured vehicles
some fire into the air
they do not move
they have their phones to film
their voices to sing
their faces to smile
they want nothing more from them
except for them to leave
to leave
they want to live free

	Poem in French & English version by: Patrick JOQUEL
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	Polly WU

	
	(Taiwan)

	

	Unbloomed buds fall amid a thunderous roar,
Denied even a glimpse of a world in blossom.

Unbloomed buds are torn within silent air,
Plucked away like an execution.

Return to me the season of full bloom.
Return to me the smiling face, hair flowing free.
Return to me the freedom of being human.
Do not commit demonic acts in the name of God.


	Wrapped in the suffocating weight of a headscarf—
enough to choke an entire nation.

Listen: conscience turns into a war drum.
And what you claim to stand firm for
falls, on cue,
into the cold wind of drizzling rain.

An owl delivers a long, lingering sigh,
mourning a dream left unfinished.

	Poem in Mandarin & English version by: Polly WU
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	Sabrina 
DE CANIO

	
	(Italy)

	Black bags

	The streets
learn the silence.
Names
fall before bodies,
swallowed
by black bags.

Bound hands
still know
the shape of sangak,
the child’s voice
when he smiles.

Left behind
a shoe without a step,
a scream without a mouth,
the night.



	Poem in Italian & English version by: Sabrina DE CANIO
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	Chi-chu YANG 

	
	(Taiwan)

	To an Iranian Friend

	Gunshots, everywhere
I know
That their weapons are aimed at their own people

At the moment, they have locked everything down
There is an Internet shutdown
and it’s impossible to call the rest of the world for help
High walls are erected for more totalitarianism
And the door is closed
The blasts of assault rifles
Echo the cries of families

I cannot see what tomorrow will bring.
Night has taken us by surprise.
I am alone, desperate

	And my anxiety
Is stirred up by the lights beyond the seas

Ah! My Iranian friend
He speaks calmly
But I'm sure his heart is consumed by grief

I don't dare question him
The barrel of a rifle against my chest
is ready to fire at any moment
Humanity, humanity
Dictatures are leading soldiers
If I start shouting loudly
Will I suffer the same fate in the infernal cycle of history?
Executed by firing squad


	Poem in Mandarin by: YANG Chi-chu
English version by: Elizabeth GUYON SPENNATO
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	Yves DEFAGO

	
	(France - Switzerland)

	Under the Ashes

	Under the ashes
There is a light

Under the ashes
There is a light
To dispel the darkness

Under the ashes
There is a light
to soothe weeping hearts

Under the ashes
There is a light
to afflict the butchers


	Under the ashes
There is a light
to awaken hope

Under the ashes
There is a light
to brighten tomorrow

Then
Wings will spread wide enough
To touch the stars

The future is a swallow


	Poem in French by: Yves DEFAGO
English version by: Elizabeth GUYON SPENNATO
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	Hsiu-Chen CHEN 

	
	(Taiwan)

	The Headscarf
— for Iranian women, and for all who write history from within the shadows

	The headscarf covers the hair.
A woman steps forward,
then she steps into the shadow of history.
A woman raises her hand toward the sun,
then she must calculate the fear first.

An unremovable—
black landscape.

Yet there are hands, tearing at restraints.
Yet there are feet, breaking free of shackles.
Yet there are eyes, piercing the veil in search of daylight.

Even if the sun runs away,
light a candle,
weep for yourself,
resist,
and burn away the darkest landscape.

	Poem in Mandarin by: CHEN Hsiu-chen
English version by: Jacky PAN
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	Hsiu-Chen CHEN 

	
	(Taiwan)

	The Dream of Roses
— for the people of Iran

	Night after night,
in your dreams
you open your eyes
and see the roses.

Day after day,
you push open the doors and windows,
yet what you hear
is weeping.

People fall asleep
to the song of doves of peace,
and wake up
in the dancing shadows of guns.

The dictator
sleeps soundly in his palace,
dreaming red dreams.
Outside his windows,
blood-colored light piles up the dawn.

I hold an armful of roses,
and on a land where guns stand like forests
I search for
a small crack to plant them.


	Poem in Mandarin by: CHEN Hsiu-chen
English version by: Jacky PAN



image6.png




image7.png




image8.png




image9.png




image10.png




image11.jpeg




image12.jpeg
A\

,7/





image13.jpeg
(+)




image14.png




image15.jpeg




image16.jpeg




image17.jpeg




image1.png




image2.jpeg




image3.jpeg




image4.png




image5.png




