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INTRODUCTION

They are many. | write about those
friends and supporters in the
previous years and decades, with
every official post or responsibility,
They responded lovingly to their
conscience and unwaveringly
defended the Iranian Resistance and
Mujahedeen. They defended the
rights of the Iranian people. It was
with their help that the Iranian
Resistance formed a global front of
awake hearts to stand up to the
world of bargaining, treason and
crime



alsd

b o slaans 5 Ll 53 487 SIHL s jls WOT
b o alasle azals S ghiwe plae o
50l gl Cuslas @ﬁgﬁ&f@»\g Ol
5 Lo,S gbs Ol pl pase Bai- Sl 5 SAiMales
Ol pl Cwglis oS 5 OUT oL 4 . Ldis s
2 6ol S s sle S Sl lager
sl ol g ils g abelae Ol Jilie

T S 15 S S e gumn ol bl T
Loy sl

N om s ¢S ot B oo 4l ad sl ol L
eyl ) ST e 65 0T (0T



FOR ALL OF THE KIND HEARTS

| live among the hearts that sing

As laughter and sad weeping blend
Who teach with tears of suffering
And with each pulse mankind
defend.

They teach what they have learned
of late

And humbly pass through mankind’s
gaze.

Each will the world illuminate,

A beacon of great love, ablaze!

| speak of Earth’s bright-shining light
For which I've so much more to write
In all of my remaining days.
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TAHAR BOUMEDRA

Head of UNAMI Human Rights Office
\ & Adviser to the Special Representative
\ of the Secretary-General

on Camp Ashraf from 2009 to 2012

To Tahar Boumedra

Head of UNAMI Human Rights Office
and Adviser to the Special
Representative of the Secretary-
General on Camp Ashraf from 2009
to 2012

When the martyrs fell to the ground.
| asked who would be their voice.
When the authorities were silent,
too.



Indeed, betrayal and silence make
the whole world a pure vulgarity.
However, how this world is
becoming pure again! How does
everything livable again get real
color? When man defines himself
again?

Tahar Boumedra's words, which did
not obey the conspiracy, are such
words.

A man

There is a man there. In his words,
you see the battle of man and the
devil.

In a field full of buried conspiracy
figures.

Look at the grandeur of his truth in
an era when lies are the most

common commodity.
Vo



There is a man.

Injured by the dagger of betrayal

In every word of his speech

A bloody truth rises

Like a victorious hero

Truth strikes like blows from a sword
Now the beautiful hero of the battle
Comes on a troth horse

It is going to come forward.

And with every turn of his sword,
burying conspiracies

His paeans, are the words of the
martyrs who have been unjustly
killed in the arena.

At a time when turning a blind eye
has become the most common
disgraceful custom.

| say it to myself. Whenever he
makes a foray,

Rise! All stature, with your heart.
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Like a horse, panting with the roar of
passion

And yell the words of your poem
Facing the bloodstained
contemporary world.

That is: hey! Man, here he came.

ARY%
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Lord Russell
Johnston }

TO LORD RUSSELL JOHNSTON

President of the Parliamentary
Assembly of the Council of Europe
from 1999 to 2002. He was a symbol
of ethics in politics and a great
defender of the Iranian Resistance.
Oh youl! the conscience of the
humanity of the age

Remain pure and eternal in the
world

Y



Though you are the old father of the
Era

Stay young, happy and fresh like a
bud,

A sense of honor awoke in you

In a world that was not honest

Your hand has removed the stain of
treacherous stigma from the face of
the century.

Yy
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Alberto Nisman }
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TO ALBERTO NISMAN

Argentine judge

January18 marks the anniversary of
the martyrdom of Argentine
prosecutor Alberto Nisman. Nisman
had revealed the hidden dimensions
of the mullahs' role in the AMIA
building explosion in Buenos Aires.
Additionally, he accused Argentina's
president of secretly dealing with the
Iranian regime over the case.
Nisman's fact-finding, which
uncovered one of dozens of

7



international terrorist atrocities
committed by institutions of the
Velayat-e Faqih, led to his death. On
Sunday, January18, 2014, Alberto
Nisman's body was found in the
bathroom of a house, shot in the
head, with a 22-caliber handgun and
a shell next to his body.

The truth told me

Tell the killers:

The world you believe in is a wreck
Where boars can invade from all
angles.

However, you do not know the truth
of the world.

You do not know that its best-
equipped army is us

With weapons you don't see
However, from the mouthfuls of the
bloody bread you swallow

From the quietest moment you have
been bleeding

Yo



Without any explosion, and shrapnel,
We will blow you up.

And you won't even be dust in the
memories of hatred.

The truth told me that.

As he left.

With fiery breaths and molten heart
And hot tear on the cheek.

That was the moment | saw it.

The Great Army of the world

That is marching. In every particle of
the day and night

Although they do not see it.

It is marching.

In the kind eyes of the oppressed

In the patience of defenseless
mujahedeen

In the words of Litigation's
statements that no ear hears, except
God.

\R4
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Senator
Robert Torricelli }

Former Democratic member of the U.S. Senate
A great supporter of the Iranian Resistance and
the lawyer of the MEK Ashrafis during Ashraf
and liberty's persistence

d

TO SENATOR ROBERT TORRICELLI

Former Democratic member of the
U.S. Senate
A great supporter of the Iranian
Resistance and the lawyer of the
MEK during Ashraf and Liberty's
persistence

We come so enthusiastically,
Where the winds will be astonished.
And the gallows

Will fall to the ground.

A\l



We shall cross all borders

With passports of passion,

And we'll give up our business and
our lives so fully

That life would prostrate us.

We will come

Because this is our resurrection
This is our stature.

Border guards will be astonished
Planes will wing out of joy

Because they'll lead us together.
Let the world of business see

How vast is the world of love

We come with a joy in the hearts of
street children.

With a rage from the throats of the
executed

Hanging ropes

Will insult the executioners,
Feeling our sense for screaming.
There, we will lay all the beatings in
one heart

There, we will bring the stars to
earth.

R
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Frangois Colcombet

]

Founder of the French Judges
Syndicate

4

TO FRANCOIS COLCOMBET

Founder of the French Judges
Syndicate

| have found the definition of
human,

Not in philosophical studies,

But in the eyes of human beings;
How they looked at me.

Y¥



And | recognized the pure human
beings,

Where the radius of the mercy and
forgiveness

Glowed at me from an eye.

And | learned

How to shed tears for others

and fight for them.

Do you have another definition for
humans?

| asked neither your name, nor your
expertise, nor your income.

| only saw your gaze;

And | heard your voice;

And | recognized your heart.

When you read the word ‘wolf’ in my
poem

and tears welled up under your
eyelids,

| figured out that you are good.
Oh, good!

Yo
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Danielle Emilienne
Isabelle Mitterrand ‘

J

TO DANIELLE MITTERRAND

FOUNDER OF 'FRANCE LIBERTE'

| gave a song to the winds.

They lost him.

| said, "Crazy winds!

| gave a song to the waters.
They threw part of it into the plains
Part of it into ponds

Part of it to the clouds.

YA



The sea said, "Playful waters!"
No dirt or fire.

They did not accept my song:
"We either grow or burn. But we
can't fly your hymns."

| told the sad story of my song
To an instrument

A song rose

That sat on the lips.

| screamed:

Lover instruments! Lover

instruments!
April 4™ 2021
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BISHOP
JACQUES GAILLOT

A Progressive Priest &
French Philanthropist

TO BISHOP JACQUES GAILLOT

A progressive priest and French
philanthropist

A progressive priest and French
philanthropist

Your kindness and me

When a heart full of kindness loves
you.

Al
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A flower grows in your heart

And when you look at it, another
blossom blooms

And whenever you give its flowers as
a gift to someone

A mouth of Kindness appears in the
world

And a song flies from its lips.

And anyone who hears it

Begins to dance

And there will be a celebration.

The light of his lights illuminates the
sky

And sweeps up darkness from God's
earth.

That is why | admire the hearts of
kindness.

Their armies prepare the world

For a Global Celebration

Instead of war.

¥y
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Alejo Vidal-Quadras

Roca }

Spanish politician and radiation physicist
who served as a Member of the European
Parliament from 1999 to 2014 and served
as First Vice President of the European
Parliament from 2004 to 2007

TO ALEJO VIDAL-QUADRAS ROCA

Spanish  politician and nuclear
physicist who served as a Member of
the European Parliament from 1999
to 2014 and served as First Vice
President of the European
Parliament from 2004 to 2007.

One of the strongest and most
passionate  supporters of the
resistance of the Iranian people.

Y7



From absence in a distant place

It’s as if we’re stood face-to-face

What once was THAT, now near at

hand, is THIS

You left the word “Stranger” behind

as you drew

Those farthest away the nearest to

you

Across the gap your faith surpasses

The need for speech when melding

minds

And so the light you offer parts

The clouds of doubt in fateful

gloaming

| find your face in looking glasses

That tell me, seek thyself to find

A world away. You’re in our hearts

Forever close, wherever roaming
May 10th, 2009

v
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( General
David Phillips }

Ashraf Protection Commander

He was one of the first to speak

of the legitimacy of the Mujahedeen
globally

TO GENERAL DAVID PHILLIPS

Ashraf Protection Commander
He was one of the first to speak of the

legitimacy of the Mujahedeen globally.

For glory of your conscience
Dedicated to General David Phillips

The old time poets
Were known for their panegyric
words
And poets of the contemporary era
Are known for their words of protest
and dissent
Thus no flower of admiration

)



Blossomed in my poems

Amidst the darkness of deceit and
arrogance

Today, however my admiration
blossomed

In the glow — luminosity of your
heart’s honesty

And dedicated to the bright windows
of your heart

You promoted the truth,

And you became one of us, the guilty
Because the bravery of tasting the
wheat of truth is regarded as guilt
That forced you to exile

From the heavens of those who
conceal the truth,

With their towers and “watch”es
And from now on

We-—in the towers of exiles of the
world- call you

The real human rights watch

May the tree of your conscience
blossom ever more

With the flowers of pain

o)



But | allay you with some peace of
mind

We too have our own world

A world full of happiness

In which

The glow of conscience amidst
darkness

Causes an uproar of joy

But a thousand poisonous blades of
accusations

Do not bring a wrinkle of pain to any
face

In the joy of the presence of a
“watch” like you

Tonight

My heart will pray until dawn

In admiration of humanity.

oy
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Paula Slater

An American sculptor.

TO PAULASLATER
An American sculptor.

Create a sculpture of your loving
heart!
So that the most beautiful piece,
In the world of Art can be created
| will try hard to convey your
kindness
Into a poem
For the most beautiful BUREAU in
the world

a7



| listened to your message and said:
Without a doubt, LOVE

Was the most beautiful gift from God
That God gave to the sky.

Unable to bear love,

The sky just took the color of it and
turned blue.

Then God

Offered it to the mountain

Nor could the mountain bear it

So it just borrowed its steadfastness
and became glorious

The sea also did not understand love
It only took its excitement and
became stormy

And then god offered love to human
beings

The one who accepted it,

Like you,

Acquired a heart as vast as the sea
A heavenly look

And everlasting joy

Ay



Hence my request to you:
To sculpt your own heart
However, | find it hard to believe
That any artist could ever capture
that amount of love

In one piece of art

SO M 03 g SUalalsT 15 ey b5
Sl Y 5L

The photo of the statue of Neda
Aghasoltan, a martyr of 2009, uprising in

Iran
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Straun Stevenson

R ]

Eu's top diplomat

TO STRAUN STEVENSON

EU’s top diplomat

Without a doubt, "LOVE"

| am sitting,

Listening to the words of a man,
And an angel begins flying,
Repeatedly flying, circling,

7Y



Above all my existence,
And repeats: "Without a doubt,
LOVE"

| am sitting,

Surrounded by enmities and hates
Listening to a man

Who repeatedly defends love

And love embraces my being.

The angels begin dancing

Above all the things around,

Chanting a repeated verse

That has come down,

From the bluest throne of God:
"Without a doubt, LOVE"

"Speak out!
Repeatedly speak out!"
All my existence calls

It is probably

My heart that calls,

7Y



Or maybe all existence calls,

And perhaps

That's the God who cries,

Hated from all the enmity on his
Earth

Yes!

"This is the entire world that calls to
the man:

"Speak out!

Repeatedly speak out!"

Because this is the love that speaks
Countering all the enemies of
humanity

"Speak out! repeat! repeat this verse
"Without a doubt, LOVE"

AUGUST 26, 2012
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Kerry Kennedy

)

TO KERRY KENNEDY

The head of the Robert Kennedy
Center for Human Rights in the
United States. She is also an author
and defender of human rights,
women's rights and children's rights
in more than 60 countries.

On the twenty-first anniversary of
the massacre of 1988 political

77



prisoners at a Mujahedeen
gathering in Albania on the twenty-
first anniversary of the 1988
massacre of political prisoners, Kerry
Kennedy prayed for Iran at the end
of her speech after describing Iran's
terrible situation under the rule of
religious despotism, She carried a
prayer with symbolic acts to remind
the voice of rain on a dry land.

| wrote this poem and dedicated to
her.

The rain of desires

In the beginning, it was the slow
drizzle of rain

A beautiful scene of nature

You were saddened by the dryness
of my homeland

When for dozens of times you said
'Iran must be free'

Your wish became a prayer

7v



That composed a beautiful song for
the rain

First, it was the snaps of your fingers
resembling the sounds of raindrops
You portrayed the rain, and | thought
of a rain of blood spilled

Then the rain poured faster and
faster

You were describing a rain shower,
but | thought of the spray of bullets
in the hearts of innocents

Then came the sounds of beating
hands over the laps

That resembled the sounds of
raindrops falling inside a rainspout
But | remembered the downpour of
tears on the faces of mourning
mothers

Then you showed us the roaring
thunder of floods, depicted by
beating hands upon chairs

And | remembered the roaring
thunder of the blood of martyrs

7A



Your actions inspired by the warmth
of your heart for a pray for my
country

And God heard your pray, because
your prayer was beautiful and your
heart full of kindness.
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The great scientists of the world, the Nobel Laureates

TO THE GREAT SCIENTISTS, THE
NOBEL LAUREATES

To those who refused to tolerate
injustice in this world, who did not
differentiate between the
objective of knowledge and that
of human dignity and human
rights,

V¥



Particularly to those who
supported the Iranian Resistance
against the religious fascism
ruling Iran during the past 7 years.
October 8.2020

Transcending the mysteries of the
universe

We were joyful to seek

With our intellectual wings spread
out

The depths of the atom

And molecules and cells

We were overjoyed

to investigate with the power of
knowledge

The laws of Physics

The amazing arena of Chemistry

Yo



And the roots of the tree of
Economics

We are the rising branches of
humanity's vision

Growing over the earth's horizon
Humanity's hands extend to other
universes

And black holes

how wonderful that we found
wonder

in everything that produces

awe and happiness

But

but, we have to speak of our
suffering, too

We were saddened

When on earth

\ &4



a home granted to human beings
by God

we found evil

with its claws buried deep into the
hearts of human beings

And we were not overjoyed this
time

But depressed

And we rose up

Against the earth's evil

And so we never hesitated
Because we kept the torch of
human rights

In front of our eyes

And this was a message
Delivered to us

By the angel of knowledge.

A%



)

Director of the James Webb
Telescope Project

2\
A Richard John Roberts
British molecular biologist

\
y

" The winner of the 1993 Nobel Prize
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DR. FICHERY

i

An Albanian heart doctor

TO DR. FICHERY
An Albanian heart doctor

The Myth of Heart and Poetry

And at the beginning of creation,
When the universe and its beauty
were pounded.

The heart, from joy, began to dance.
And god said to him:

"Be the caring mother of human
organs for me!"

It was from then on, the heart milk
for her children turned to red

So, the blood was found in the
world.
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Ingrid Betancourt

|

A\

TO INGRID BETANCOURT

Former Colombian presidential
candidate

We left the loves

And we took the suffering.

If you see that | won't use the
word »Me«

And "We" in my speeches

is replaced by "Me"
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That's because Instead of my
loves,

| think about suffering.

Suffering belongs to all

But love

In our world

is not for all!

Since then

| no longer want a single tree for
myself

And | think about the forest.

To remove the desert that affects
all people with its heat

Since then | forgot my name.
And | don't want a home and a
single mother for myself.

And | don't want a child for myself
To embrace.

Since then, | like to be a street
That embraces the poor children.

AD
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S e Au Marie-Lourette
=g f Guilloux ‘

The Passionate Companion
of the Iranian Resistance in France

A.;,; :V :" ) ‘
AU MARIE-LOURET GUILLOUX

A Passionate Companion for Iranian
Resistance in France

La plus fleur des fleurs

Elle fleurisait les murs

Les ports et les fenetre

Elle brodait de fleurs le ciel et la
terre

Elle decrait la vue

De fleurs d'amour

Mais personne ne savait

Que c'etait elle

la fleur des fleurs

AA



R ESSTVCS Y
adl B3 Ol pl Caglan 59l 5 5L

E 8 2

bys
bae ey

g3 JS s Ol s
55 o odp el
sie 5l 2l L

Ll

"}"')“GC”“";"’G“;L?‘S
Se el s S

A4



it \\\

MARIE-LOURET GUILLOUX
JEON PIERE GUILLOX
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The Companions
for Resistance

AU JEON PIERE GUILLOUX

Bonjour,

Je vous serais gré de lire cette lettre
pour votre fille Audrey et pour
Valentine, Antoine et Charlotte.

J'ai cru que cette lettre était
nécessaire pour rappeler a chacun
qu’il y a beaucoup de choses qui se
déroulent sous nos yeux et qu’il



convient de s’y attarder bien plus
que ce que nous faisons d’habitude.

Je viens de voir une vidéo sur les
rencontres de Marie-Lorette avec les
Moudjahidine. Chaque regard,
chaque sourire de Marie-Lorette y
portent un profond message
d’amour. Je me suis alors rappelé
que j’'ai connu les fleurs de Marie-
Lorette bien avant de I'avoir connue
elle-méme.

C’était dans les années 1983-86. A
chaque fois que je m’approchais de
la Rue des Gords, tout juste au
dernier tournant, j’étais captivé par
les fleurs qui me souriaient depuis ce
pavillon dont je ne connaissais pas
encore les propriétaires. J'aurais
tellement voulu m’y attarder sur les
détails de ces fleurs aux fenétres et
sur les murs. C’est en cachette que

9



j’y jetais des coups d’ceil éclairs de
peur de ce que vont penser les
voisins de quelqu’un qui est en train
de guetter leur domicile ?

Je m’imaginais que les Auvers-sur-
Oise sont des gens qui souhaitent
avoir une vie tranquille. Je ne voulais
vraiment pas que notre présence
vienne a les perturber. C’est ce que
je m’imaginais des gens de mon
propre pays aussi, avant de voir, lors
des évenements de la révolution
antimonarchiste de 1978, des
communs des mortels courir devant
les rafales pour que leurs
compatriotes ne soient pas touchés
par les balles. Cela n’avait hélas pas
suffi pour me forger une expérience
dans ma connaissance humaine.
Javais aussi des préjugés sur les
Francais | Je me disais que la Grande
Révolution francaise et les héros de

Y



la résistance antifasciste sont tres,
trop loin pour les Francais qui ne
devaient plus penser qu’a garantir
une vie aisée, sans souci, sans
s’occuper du voisin, surtout d’un
voisin oriental en prise avec une
lutte qui ne peut leur amener que
des embarras.

Il a fallu vingt ans pour que je
regarde autrement les gens qui
m’entourent. J'ai appris que
I"THumanité n’est ni occidental ni
oriental, ni riche ni pauvre, ni blanc
ni noir. C'est Marie-Lorette, vous,
tous les voisins et tous les Auvers-
sur-Oise qui m’ont inculqué cette
grande lecon de la vie.

Je vous demande de lire cette lettre
non seulement pour Audrey,
Valentine, Antoine et Charlotte, mais
aussi pour le Maire, pour les Auvers-
sur-Qise, non... pour tous les

ay



Frangais. Je 'avoue aujourd’hui :
avant de surmonter ces idées toute
faites, j’avais peur des Francais ;
j’avais peur des Mairies et de toutes
les autres administrations francaises.
Tout le monde connait ces
évenements qui m’ont bouleversé
cet état d’esprit : un complot pour
arréter et extrader les résistants
iraniens. Cette conspiration a duré
une douzaine d’année avant d’étre
entierement déjouée. Véhiculés par
les pétrodollars, les auteurs de ce 17
juin voulaient faire croire a la
population qu’un résistant est un
saboteur, un terroriste, un criminel.
Les rafles s’étaient voulues
spectaculaires ! Il fallait choquer,
frapper, mobiliser I'opinion.
L’opinion, c’était les voisins. lls se
sont mobilisés, mais non dans le sens
voulu par les conspirateurs, ni par

q¥



celui prévu par mes préjugés. lls
s’appelaient Ginette, Ginette
Lefévre, Jean-Pierre, Marie-Lorette,
Claude, Dominique, Manuel qui
n’abandonnait pas la casquette gu'il
avait récupéré a Achraf et qui
I"arborait a chaque anniversaire du
17 juin.

Les Frangais ont formé leurs
bataillons, non contre notre
présence qui aurait pu sembler
encombrant pour leur vie paisible,
mais contre cette machination qui
niait toutes les valeurs qui ont fait la
France.

Et ces bataillons ne se sont pas
essoufflés malgré de longues années
de lutte. Leurs rangs s’élargissaient
d’année en année. La Grande Dame
de la France, Danielle Mitterrand,
affichait le drapeau tricolore a la téte
des troupes. Et puis il y a eu toutes

0



ces autorités locales, tous ces Maires
pour qui les valeurs passent avant
toute autre chose. Et ensuite : les
avocats, les juristes. Suivaient les
Généraux qui s’appelaient Ginette,
Marie-Lorette, Jean-Pierre, vous M.
Guilloux qui étes toujours a la téte
des manifestations, et bien d’autres
Généraux Auvers-sur-Qise.

Tout au long de ce combat, j’étais
envahi de honte des préjugés que
j’avais a votre égard, a |'égard des
Francais. Vous m’avez appris ce
gu’est I’'Humanité. Quand vous étes
venus a Achraf, dans mon ignorance,
je prenais ¢a pour au maximum un
geste humanitaire. Mais vos
bataillons ont vaincu mes
insuffisances d’esprit. Le coup de
grace final a été tiré par Marie-
Lorette.

17



Je suis un poete ; un poete qui
prétend valser avec les mots et les
sentiments, avec le sens de I'amouir,
avec les valeurs humaines. Quand jai
vu les regards et les sourires de
Marie-Lorette, avec tout son lot
d’amour pour l'autrui, je me suis
demandé pourquoi je ne percevais
pas tout cet océan d’amitié,
d’affection et d’altruisme ?

Je suis certain que de tout cet océan,
je n’ai vu qu’une goutte. Des milliers
de geste de réconfort et d’amitié,
des milliers de fleurs offertes a
Maryam, des milliers de lettres
écrites aux autorités de la France et
du monde entier, des milliers de
signatures récoltés pour les
pétitions, toutes les mobilisations
pour les grandes manifestations,
etc... sont autant de preuves

v



d’amour que je n’ai pas vu mais que
j'imagine.

Je vous demanderais de rassembler
tout ca dans un livre, non pour ma
propre connaissance, mais pour
I’Histoire de la France, pour les
Francais, pour tous les peuples du
monde. Avec son regard, Marie-
Lorette criait qu’il n’y a pas
d’occidental et d’oriental : Nous
sommes tous membres d’'une méme
famille ; I'Humanité.

Maintenant je suis persuadé que ni
la Grande Révolution francaise, ni les
héros de la résistance antifascistes,
ne sont pas morts. C'est le méme
sang qui a coulé dans les veines de
Marie-Lorette. C'est le méme sang
qui coule dans les veines des Maires
et des parlementaires qui sont
devenus les ambassadeurs de la
conscience humaine. C'est le méme
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sang qui a coulé dans les veines de
Maurice Bouscavert, le feu Maire de
Taverny que les Moudjahidine
n’oublieront jamais. Le méme sang
coule dans les veines de bien
d’autres amis francais de la
résistance iranienne que je ne
citerais pas pour éviter que cette
lettre soit trop longue. Permettez-
moi donc de les résumer en un seul
prénom : Marie-Lorette ; Marie-
Lorette qui m’a prouvé que la
conscience humaine ne disparait
jamais, que I'amour ne meurt jamais.
Regardez encore une fois les vidéos
de Marie-Lorette parmi les
Moudjahidine ; une fois non, dix fois,
cent fois. Faites des pauses sur les
regards, sur les sourires qui
envahissent le coeur de tout étre
humain. Pourquoi Marie-Lorette a-t-
elle tant d’affection pour des voisins
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si encombrant, avec toutes les rafles
et toutes les troupes de police qu’ils
ont attirées dans ce petit village
paisible ?

J'entends la voix de Marie-Lorette
qui me répéte : Oui ! Pour
I"THumanité, pour les valeurs
humaines, pour le prix de la liberté,
personne n’est encombrant. Elle
insiste que ¢a vaut le colit de
sacrifier le cours paisible de sa vie
pour se précipiter au secours d’un
étre en détresse, aller manifester de
Washington a Bruxelles, de mettre
des jours et des jours pour planter
des fleurs dans 'idée de les offrir
pour réconforter un coeur blessé, de
cuisiner des heures entieres pour
montrer son amour a ceux a qui on
va offrir ce plat.

C’est ca la grande lecon de la vie que
m’a donné Marie-Lorette. Cela me
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ramene a l'allocentrisme des grands
poetes de I'Histoire de la Perse. A
cette occasion, je me suis permis de
vous retranscrire quelques vers d’un
poéete iranien qui s’appelait Araghi.
On dirait que c’est la méme
philosophie que Marie-Lorette
mettait en pratique dans le
quotidien :

L’amour chamboula nos vies,

Fit de nos vies des présents,

Il se fit paroles,

Il se fit réflexion,

Il se fit émotion,

Il se fit espoir dans les tourments,

Il redit I’histoire des bons coeurs,

Il envahit les cceurs jeunes et vieux,
Il apparut dans milles faces,

Il s’afficha dans milles lieux,

Sans domicile ou s’implanter,

Il fit racine sur tout son chemin,



Dans le chant des rossignols, la
douceur des feuilles,

Dans la joie des fleurs, il se fit
parfum,

Exaltant la terre entiere,

Il se fit passion et ravage.
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Jean-Pierre Miiller

\
A

Maire de
Magny-en-Vexin

d

TO JEAN-PIERRE MULLER

Maire de Magny-en-Vexin

Mountain echoes the sound.

Mirror echoes the light.

You have echoed the voice of my
innocence.

A beautiful flower blossomed in the
desert and its news scattered all over
the plain.

Wind carried its perfume.

ARR4



Your courage to stand by the truth.
It had a steeper color than roses.
See the world

That inhales the fragrance of your
conscience

The world has been informed. From
Flowering of our sustainability

We answered the question, "Who
are you?" And we became the
Existence

The darkness asked us, "Who are
you?"

And we roared with ourselves.
Against darkness, we said we were
made of light.

Hate asked us, "Who are you?"

And we answered by the kindness of
our hearts.

That we are made of love.
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Patrick J. Kennedy

)

‘ormer member of the United States
ouse of Representative

TO PATRICK J. KENNEDY

Former member of the United States
House of Representative

Take Notes!
Despite the explosions,
Despite the hanging
Despite the cruelties
Despite the missiles
And the reign of violence of Satan

VY
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The dance of songs will continue
Because God's voice is beautiful
The flower will not be forgotten

As the memory of the martyrs who
are sleeping in these grounds

and love, Despite the hatred, is still

breathing.

Take notes

The world belongs to God

And in the back of after all the cries
of bombs. Anthem of Truth Still
blows

The flowing blood this era.

It will still be the flowing river of the
era.

YY)
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Lord Eslin

former judge of the European Court
of Justice and the Supreme Court of

England and a staunch defender of
‘ the Ashrafi Mujahedeen

TO LORD ESLIN

Former judge of the European
Court of Justice and the Supreme
Court of England and a staunch
defender of the Ashrafi
Mujahedeen

I'm thinking in tears.
To come and wash.
And take whatever there is.

YY¥



All the killers
All those who do not stand
against this cruelty

I'm thinking of God

When comes back again.

And finds the heart of the human
being

from the collapsed buildings
Remove the charred liver of faith
from under the ashes.

And rebuild The crushed word
love

But, my friend.

To such a dream.

Make a flame for me

From your passionate eye.

A flame that illuminate the world

Yo
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Paolo Casaca

)

Member of the Parliament
of Portugal and a longtime
‘ friend of the Iranian Resistance

TO PAOLO CASACA

Member of the Parliament of
Portugal and a longtime friend of
the Iranian Resistance

Oh! My poem!

Stage a sit-in in a city bursting
with screams

YYV



Because the world is rhyming per
injustice

Shout chants made from poems
and disgrace

Because the poems have lost their
romance

Recite your words, one after
another

Singing in the ear of the free
world

That we are sitting here on the
street

Fearing neither the snow nor the
wind

Even if the winds blow or the
snowstorm hits

Our bodies standing like a white
poplar or boxwood tree

Learn from those loving hearts
That called on all to defend honor
and integrity
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T\ \\
Thomas Joseph
Ridge }

Former Govermor of f Pennsylvania
and First Secretary

‘ of Homeland Security

TO THOMAS RIDGE
FORMER US INTERNAL MINISTER

If the answer was “REGRET”

That meant that it was needed to
look for the answer in another heal,
When the news was: “plains were
burnt”,

It meant, it’s the time for another
rain,



When the hand of brutality whips
the waves,

Tell the ocean it’s the time for
another storm,

If our souls did not rise and roar from
the anger,

Then, our bodies need another
flame,

If the devil ran in the veins of this
land,

Then, it’s the time for another
creation,

Don’t tell me about the depth of the
darkness in these nights anymore,
Now, it’s the time for another bright
sun rise.
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Jeannette Lefebvre

)

AU JEANNETTE LEFEBVRE

Enseignante dévouée, militante
inlassable des droits de 'Homme,
défenseur acharné de I'égalité et
des droits des femmes, poéte,
écrivain et ami fidele de la
Résistance iranienne

On discutait, moi et le mot
Donne-moi I'éternité s'il-te-plait,
Y Y'Y



Me dit le mot

Je t'écrirais en encre d'or !

« Belle chimére » s'ameutent les
lettres d'or au pied du décret
royal

« L'or ne te rendra pas éternel »

Donne-moi la magie,
Me supplie le mot

Je puiserai dans les plus belles
mélodies

Tu inspireras la plus belle des
chansons

« Oui, on te fera charmant ...
... mais guere éternel ! »,
répliquent les notes de musique

Et le mot exigeait toujours
I'éternité
J'ai cherché parmi les meilleurs

dessinateurs
Y V¥



« On lui donnera les plus beaux
contours ...

... pas I'éternité », m'expliquent les
doigts !

J'ai donc cherché parmi les
poétes,

Les mythologistes, les historiens,
Les analystes, les orateurs,

Les images, les voix ...

Toujours la méme réponse
Jusqu’'au jour ou je tombe sur un
amoureux :

« Un altruisme qui donne froid au
dos,

« Un parfum d'une foi sans faille,
« C'est la le secret de I'éternité ! »,
Me dit I'amoureux, avant de
tremper sa plume

Dans le sang qui coulait de sa
plaie

Yo
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JEAN PIERE BEQUET

\
4

Maire de
Auver Sur Oise

AU JEON PIERE BEQUET

Maire de Auver sur oise

Tuesla

Tu es la, que demander de plus?
Tu me suffis en compagnie, pour
défier la béte,

Tu me suffis pour ma joie, mon
bonheur,

yY4



Je siroter avec grand plaisir ce
grand vin,

Face a tous ces coeurs de marbre
Me suffit un seul geste de ce
grand ceceur

Alors que les mélodies du monde
chantent I'honneur du mal

Un seul coup de baguette de ton
tambour,

Suffit largement pour me fasciner,
moi.
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Maurice Bouscavert

}

Ancien maire de Taverny

d

TO MAURICE BOUSCAVERT
Mayor of Taverny, France

Seems, love has taken you along to
the end

and put you at the top of the story
You reached the apex,

On the wing of love

And drove ahead by the motion of
this passion

Thus, love thrived your eager

You became the aura,

spread by love

moment by moment.

YFA
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Sid Ahmed Ghoazali

)

Former Prime Minister of Algeria

TO SID AHMED GHOZALI
Former Prime Minister of Algeria

Winds are nameless
So are stones

And trees

Grow in ignorance
They stand, and die

Only you
Sign your own meaning!

Yoo



The song of the river

Is the legacy of the rain

Not the product of water drops or
little waves

The screams of thunder

Are the spontaneous sneezes of
clouds

As they blindly move togetherin a
pack

The wind

Leads them everywhere, wandering
Without a beginning, without a
destination

It is you who chooses your songs and
speeches

Who plants them consciously

On the leaves standing on hearts
And you give revelations in words
Like God

10
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Brian Medway

}

Australian priest

TO BRIAN MEDWAY

An Australian priest

| believe that we even drink water
with mutual remembrances

Cheers to each other, although never
| have not lived with you!

| believe that when relying on each

other's names,
We rely on the world!

Yo¥



And we walk on its roads,

You have found the honor of the
world

And | found your love!

And in the moment of sight,
We only repeated one name
“Human”,

Although if we lived in the most
distant lands!

And you know that

If on the ground

We endure life,

That's why!

We have found out

To the roots of God on earth,
And we rely on the stems of love!

ARAYA
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professeur
jean zigler

\
/|

AU PROFESSEUR JEAN ZIGLER

Former Deputy Chairman of the
Advisory Committee of the United
Nations Human Rights Council

Tu as été ami avec Che
Avec Kazem

Avec I'amitié

Et aussi 'amour

AR



Ami des sangs versés pour rien
Ami des cris étouffés dans le sang
L’ami de mes vers

Et je me demande

Que deviendra le monde sans toi ?
Désormais

Les enfants du monde

Se flatteront de leur amitié

lls se rappelleront dans leurs
courriers :

Tu as été ami avec Jean, Jean Ziegler
Tu as été ami  la révolution

Ami avec tout étre humain, qui est
libre...

V7Y
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Antonio Stango

)

President of the Helsinki

| Watch Human Rights Association
‘ of Italy

TO ANTONIO STANGO

President of the Helsinki Watch
Human Rights Association of Italy

You speak Italian,
| hear Persian
You are the resident of my land,
| live in your land
What to see and name the land!!
You help me from afar,

XA



| feel the presence of your hand

You walk in the distance

| also walk shoulder to shoulder with
you

Is there a gap! or a question!

They like to find an interpretation for
magic

While, | only wish to interpret the
magic of your heart.

V7O
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Prof. Dr. Rita
Silissmuth }

ehemalige Sprecherin
des Deutschen Bundestages

d

FUR PROF. DR. RITA SUSSMUTH

Ehemalige Sprecherin des Deutschen
Bundestages

Im Land der Kaufleute

Ich war auf der Suche nach Liebe
Sehr verliebt <habe ich es nicht
gefunden

Diejenigen, Lieb zu sein handeln

YV



Im Land der Politiker

ich es nicht habe «Sehr verliebt
gefunden

Mit dem Krafteverhaltnis der Liebe
zu leben

Im Land der Technologen

ich es nicht habe «Sehr verliebt
gefunden

Zu wissen, wie man liebt

Du duselbst

Bist zu uns gekommen

Aus dem Land des Handels und der
Politik und der Technik

Und du hast wirklich alle Gberrascht

VY



Ogowg) by ygudgp 4
OWJIT JI e dzes by e

728 Ghe JLs Ol e 3
(":3‘15“(5'3‘\'9)[:*“"
Lbghy Ghe 5 L e &S
(Bl oo Gole sl

LS S asle gl o L oS
Olysls an )y 5>

(0L oo sale Hlws

Wil Oy 55 Ghe 058 oS
ST b flm sy 55 5

058 9 Conlbow 9 Syl 0 e |
GASSl & o 4 | dad oS >

VY



\\\

Ms. Kira Rudik

)

ber of Ukrainian Parli
Leader of Political party Golos,
‘ former CEO of Ring Ukraine

TO MS. KIRA RUDIK

Member of Ukrainian Parliament,
Leader of Political party Golos,
former CEO of Ring Ukraine
Dedicated to the will and love of the

Ukrainian people for freedom and
resistance
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MpucBAYyeTLCA BOAI Ta Nt0b6OBI
YKpPAiHCbKOro Hapoay Ao cBoboam Ta
onopy

Greetings of the world to the
revolution again

CBiT 3HOBY BITa€E peBONIOLLIIO
Greetings of the world to the hymn
and the star

CsiT BiTa€ rimH Ta 30pto

To the determination of the
Ukrainian people and their patriotic
love

3a pilyyicTb YKPAIHCbKOro Hapoay Ta
Mnoro naTpioTuyHy noboB

To the zeal in front of the army of
wilds

3a 3aB3ATiCTb B 600 NPoTH apMmii
ANKYHIB

Oh, kisses flowed from every corner
of the earth

O, nouinyHKN NeTATb 3 YCiX KYTOUKiB
CBITY
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To kiss the rosy face of zeal and faith
LlinyBatn pym'aHe o6amyusa
NPUCTPacTi Ta Bipw

Oh, hearts praised the love of being
O, cepua cnaBnATb Ntob0oB A0 H6yTTA
Resisting from the bottom of the
heart and the soul

Onip i3 rAnbuHuM aywi Ta cepus

To the noble hands that caught the
weapon

[0 6naropoAHUX pyK, WO CXONUAK
36poto

The lips of all the people of the world
l'ybu BCix ntoaen ceity

kissed the mother and the father
who dug trench with paw

LinytoTb MaTh Ta 6aTbKa, AKi pUIOTb
OKOMW A0/IOHAMM

the girl who wore uniform like lions
AiBYMHY, KA HOCUTb dopMy, AK
nesunuA

the love of a free nation to its flag

\R%4



nto60B BiNbHOI HaLLii 40 cBOro
npanopa

red blood dripped from the mouth of
the arteries

4YepBOHA KPOB NIIETLCA 3 TMPANA
apTepin

OH, the world that was dormant in
silence and submission

O, CBIT, AKMN gpimaB y TULWI Ta
NOKIPHOCTI

Look, what the love does in the time
of storm!

[OnBUCD, WO poBUTL KOXaHHSA Nig Yac
oypi!

If your zeal and your love are
sacrifice and faithfulness

AKLWLO Bale NparHeHHsA i Bawe
KOXaHHA - e XepTOBHICTb i BIPHICTb
The whole world stands with you
Becb cBIT i3 Bamu

\RAY%
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PART 2

Examples of The Pains of My
Homeland Iran
The pains that awake consciences of
the world came to aid of the Iranian
Resistance to eliminate them.
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| DO NOT WANT TO BE BORN

| do not want to come to this world
| do not want to be born

No cradle for me since

I'm naked,

| feel cold

| do not want to come to this world
The world that its people

Find me bare, someone sold

| do not want to come to this world
To live in a cardboard box

Being abandoned

And grow old

| do not want to come to this world

VAN



In the world that my mam had
nothing for me

| don’t want to be alive

And come to you to see

Such an ugly world, In which,
Hunger dominate you, young and old
Oh God, if this world is like this

Do not open my eyes

This life is nothing but shame

No shelter no milk and no aim

Do not open my eyes oh my God

My mom is gone and someone came
And told me | was the same

Victim of cruelty, victim of game
You and me and millions should
suffer this pain

Pain of injustice and inhuman shame

Oh God,

| do not want to be born

| do not want to come to this world
My mam is gone and no one came
There is nothing in this world but
shame

YAY
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OH! DEAR POPET!

For the homeless children after the
earthquake

Oh! My dear poppet! The window is
destroyed today

All of Iran is ruined completely

YA?



Oh! My poppet! The stones rushed in
through the window

Oh! My poppet! Moreover, all of the
garden and sprouts were crashed
Now! My poppet! my mom is buried

under soils
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TO THE SLAUGHTERED OF
MASSACRE IN AUGUST 1988

To the thirty thousand heroes
executed in the massacre of 1988 in
Khomeini's fatwa in Iranian prisons.
In the rule of Velayat-e fagih. Most
of those prisoners were arrested for
supporting MEK. They accepted
death but did not surrender to
Khomeini.

YAA



Oh! Heroes!

We shall begin everything with your
names,

Our songs, our children's songs and
the march of people's army

On the anniversary of victory

And we will make you as eternal
symbols

Word to word

In our books

In the fountains of our cities

And no name of you, the braves, will
be Omitted

The names of the jailers

Color of ropes

And the shape of the four corners
From every corner

We will gather

VA4



We will register

In every corner of cur his ability to
memory

We will register.

We will convert the hearts

And the eyes and the arms to
memory

To be able to remember your names
And the color of each moment of the
nights

That was spent in the corridor of
death.

Every twist on your body

Hanged in the dirty paws of the rope
We remember your names

Like the festive clothes of the
patriotic heroes

In the middle of battlefields

We remember
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FOR AN ABANDONED BABY

In a trash can in front of Mahshahr
Hospital.

4/4/2016

A baby in a trash bag was left in
front of a hospital in Mahshahr.

Due to intolerable misery and
poverty caused by mullah regime,
some mothers as a pis aller, put their
kids away on the streets. This is an
inauspicious result of mullahs in Iran.

This is the street that speaks!

Listen!

This is the street that speaks!
"Sleep my little baby!"

Lay your head on my arms
Although | can't protect you from
harms

V4 ¥



Now you can have a mother

Of course, | can't be a good one for
you

However, it is several years that |
have this job, and do this for kids like
you

Sleep my Baby

Of course, | can't be a good mother
in this drama

However, | can understand you and
your lost mama

| can understand her fate so dark and
grey

Because | am trampled and
distressed every day too

And feel cold during the nights,
Witnessing misery and brutish under
the lights

Sleep my Baby

In my arms, and die

Maybe tomorrow someone asks why

140



Then I shall tell to the world, your
story

With my doleful cry

Sleep my Baby, and die

V4 ¢
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Edward Carney
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EDWARD CARNEY

To dear Edward Carney with deep
appreciation for his efforts to give
more rhyme to the translation of
some of the poems in this book

You see how poetry
projects itself everywhere

Yav



From millions of houses and streets
To find a heart

So it can be made more meaningful
We were always told

Poetry is not translatable

But now

You see that the poem --

It is the language of hearts

So, say hello,

With the same language

To a heart that helps you to express
your feelings more eloquently

YAA
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THANKS TO MASOOD FARSHCHI

My first inspiration for praising
humanity in poetry was Masoud
Farshchi. He translated my first
poem to General Phillips.



After that, these poems were written
and translated by dear Masoud and
my good friend Shahram Kia during
two decades work. | have written
some of them right after listening to
a lecture; as the poem for Strawn
Stevenson, some were written at the
behest of a friend, similar to the
poem Masoud asked me to write as
a tribute to Paula Slater. Some
poems are properly addressed to a
character, but | chose some of them
out of my best poems.

The translations of these poems
were also collective works. Some
poems were translated by Masoud
Farshchi, whose eyes filled with tears
whenever he spoke to me about
pain, love, or the glory of sacrifice.
Poems that were in French for some
figures were translated into French
by some friends, as well as

AR



translating to other languages. In
arranging the photos in this book, |
got help from another dear friend. |
think all of them who helped me in
this collective work will honor and
allow me to thank our late friend
Masoud Farshchi, whose heart was
amazingly kind.
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