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In the Name of the Creator of the Sense of Humanity
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The Martyred Leader of the Revolution:
We are being wronged and we are oppressed, but we are not

weak; we are powerful.
(26 June 2019)
C.W){/
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Human beings are members of a whole
In creation of one essence and soul

If one member is afflicted with pain
Other members uneasy will remain
If you have no sympathy for human pain
The name of human you cannot retain
- Saadi Shirazi

This is a narrative of a crime

This narrative is not merely a report. It is a story of what was seen,
what was recorded, and what was preserved with heart and soul—
during days when the sound of explosions replaced music, and the
shadow of war fell upon the walls of this country’s culture.

This narrative is the result of the dedication of journalists—many of
whom rose from within the cultural and artistic community—those
who, during forty days of relentless attack by an American-Zionist
enemy, stayed beside the people, wrote, documented, and at times,
became part of this very story themselves.

What lies before you is a rewriting of those reports—not in the formal
language of news, but in the language of narrative, so that it may be
read, felt, and never forgotten.
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The beginning of the crime...

On the morning of the 9th of Esfand, 1404, (28 Feb 2026) the city
was just beginning to wake. The streets were calm, yet alive. In some
places, artists were preparing themselves in halls that were meant to
host audiences later that day. In cultural buildings, lights were turn-
ing on one by one. No one knew that this would be the last peaceful
morning for many of those places.

A few minutes later, a sound came. Not like any sound people were
used to hear. A deep, tearing noise that began from afar and suddenly
drew near—too near—and then, explosion...

In the first moments, no one knew exactly what had happened. But
very soon, the truth revealed itself:

A military attack, carried out by a coalition that claimed to uphold
global order—yet on that day; it tore order out from the heart of cities.
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From the very first hours, the attack did not target only military in-
frastructure. It quickly became clear that the targets were far broader
than what is usually stated in official narratives of war.
Schools, universities, hospitals, cultural centers, art halls, bookstores,
libraries—spaces that for years had been places of creation and pres-
ervation of thought and art—were one after another placed in danger.
In the days that followed, the scene repeated itself. Not once, not in
just one city, but across different places. Each time, with a new story of
destruction, and faces that still could not believe what they had lost.
Yet, alongside this destruction, something else also took shape:
documentation of a crime.
Journalists stood amid the rubble with their cameras and notebooks.
Some of them, only hours before reporting, had themselves witnessed
the loss of colleagues or friends. And yet, they wrote—because they
knew that if these moments were not recorded, one day they might
be denied. This booklet is an attempt to transform those scattered re-
cords into a continuous narrative—a narrative of a crime that was not
only against a country, but against culture, art, and human memory.
A narrative that seeks to show how, under the name of “war;” things
were targeted that had no relation to the battlefield.
And now, you—the reader of this text—are part of this narrative.
What you will read in the pages ahead is not merely a story of the past.
It is an invitation:

to see, understand, and remember.

Swerlaold

Hanieh Ahmadi
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First Narrative: Shajareh Tayyebeh School, Minab

If we were to recount these crimes only to the extent of a single class-
room of students, perhaps no story would be more painful than our
first choice: a school named “Shajareh Tayyebeh” in Minab.

On the morning of the 9th of Esfand, 1404 (28 Feb 2026), the sound
of children’s laughter still echoed through the schoolyard. Classes were
in session. Girls On the upper floor, and boys on the lower floor were
seated. In several smaller rooms, even younger children, in the kinder-
garten within the same building, had begun their day. Around 11 a.m.,
everything changed within seconds. Three missiles, one after another,
struck the body of this two-story building. In that moment, the school
was no longer a school. Out of the 264 people present that day, many
never emerged from beneath the rubble. Initial reports indicated 168
deaths, but later investigations confirmed the final number as 156:
120 students, 26 teachers (all women), seven parents, a school bus
driver, a technician from a nearby clinic—and even a pregnant teach-
er named Zahra Shahriari. Ninety-six survived—with wounded bod-
ies and memories that will never heal. Of the 156 victims, 155 were
identified. Only one name remains unanswered: Makan Nasiri.

A child whom even DNA testing could not return to his home.

And so, our first narrative begins
not only with the destruction of
a building, but with the silencing
of a school, of several classrooms.
A school whose bell for recess
will never ring again.

Makan Nasiri

was martyred on February 26, 2026, in a criminal
attack by Israel and the United States on Shajareh
Tayyebeh School in the city of Minab.
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Second Narrative: Gandhi Hospital, Tehran

The second narrative begins in a place one would expect to be the saf-
est in the world—a place where life begins. Gandhi Hospital was still
lit on the evening of Sunday, the 10th of Esfand, 1404 (29 Feb 2026).
In the neonatal ward, tiny breaths—calm and unaware of the outside
world—flowed through machines. Nurses carefully tended to new-
borns who had just entered life. This was a place for birth, not death.
But the same missiles that had silenced classrooms in Minab the day
before now reached the heart of this hospital. The explosion shook the
walls. Glass shattered. Parts of the building were severely damaged.
Amid smoke and the sound of alarms, the medical staff did not hesi-
tate for even a moment. One by one, the newborns were gathered into
arms—some in portable incubators, others wrapped in blankets that
still carried the scent of birth. An emergency evacuation began: an
effort to save lives that had not even been given names yet.

The damage was so extensive that the hospital had to be evacuated. A
building that should have been a refuge for the first moments of life
was no longer habitable.

And in the midst of all this, questions remained:

How can a place that shelters newborns be targeted?

How can birth itself be drawn into the battlefield?
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Third Narrative: When Bombs Reached the Bookstores

After the two narratives you have read, one might think there is noth-
ing left that could still shock—but there is always a place where one
asks: why?

This time, it was the early morning of Friday, the 7th of Farvardin,
1405 (27 Mar 2026), in Tabriz. In an area called Mirdamad, among
homes, shops, and everyday life, another attack began. Among the
buildings that collapsed or were damaged, one name stood out—per-
haps small at first glance: “Ketab Sabz” — a bookstore.

The manager of this bookstore, a man who had spent years building
a space for culture with his own effort, now stood before ruins that
had swallowed everything. There was no military target in that area.
When a bookstore is struck, it is not only walls and ceilings that col-
lapse. In that very moment, voices are silenced—voices that belong to
no single border. It is as if writers from across the world, from East to
West, remain buried beneath shelves that no longer exist.

Ideas once built with words are left unfinished in smoke and fire.
Here, it is no longer about a city or a country.

Here, it is culture itself that has been targeted.
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Fourth Narrative: Missiles That Targeted Printing Houses

You have seen what happens to a bookstore? a place where books
remained unread beneath rubble. But before a book reaches a shelf,
there is another place—where thought is multiplied. Where words
move from a single copy to thousands: The printing house. In the
days following these attacks, across different parts of Tehran—from
east to west and the center—printing houses were damaged one after
another. In neighborhoods such as Moallem, Pirouzi, and Baharestan,
the shockwaves shattered not only glass, but the entire process of pro-
duction. Printing machines, administrative systems, and workspaces
built over years were damaged within moments. In some workshops,
ceilings collapsed; doors and windows broke; machines meant to car-
ry words fell silent. Now, some of them face such severe damage that
continuing their work is uncertain. These damages did not remain
limited to Tehran. In other provinces as well, printing units were af-
fected by the blast waves. When a printing house stops working, it
is not just a workshop that closes. A chain of production is broken.
Books that should be published are delayed. Publications that should
reach their readers remain unfinished. Here, it is no longer only about
the destruction of a building.

Here, it is the flow of thought that slows—

and a voice that should be multiplied is left in silence.
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Fifth Narrative: Even Publishing Houses Were Not Spared

We have passed the bookstore, and the printing house as well. Now,
we step one stage back—to a place where a book has not even reached
printing yet: a publishing office.

Let me take you there with these very words you are reading—into
one of dozens of publishing houses that were targeted.

In Ray, the office of “Azarfar Publishing” was struck.

A publishing house—not a military base, not a strategic center, but a
place whose purpose was preparing books. A place where ideas took
shape before being committed to paper.

In the attack, windows were shattered, the ceiling was damaged, of-
fice equipment was destroyed, and boxes meant to carry books, were
torn apart and scattered. A large portion of the books was lost—not
on shelves, not in readers’ hands, but before they ever had a chance
to be read.

This is no longer just a matter of “damage”

The question is: why should a publishing house be attacked?
Yes—when even the stage before printing is targeted, what is under
assault is not a building, but the very flow of thought itself.
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Sixth Narrative: Silence Is Mandatory in the Library!

If until now the story has been about schools, hospitals, publishers,
and printing houses, now we arrive at a place that should be the saf-
est refuge for imagination and knowledge: the library. During this
war, around 60 libraries across the country were damaged—each
one capable of containing an entire world within itself. Among them
were the specialized children and youth library “Parto” in District 22
of Tehran, and the “Golbarg Cultural House and Library” in District
8—spaces that for years had been sanctuaries for education, calm, and
intellectual growth for children and young people. These were places
where children began to read, built imagination, and came to under-
stand the world through books. Targeting such spaces is not merely
the destruction of a building. Here, the future itself is being targeted. A
library is where the mind takes shape—where a child learns to think,
to question, and to understand the world. When such a place is dam-
aged, what is lost is not just books, but opportunity, direction, and
part of what moves a society forward. And this story does not stop
in one city. In the early hours of Tuesday, the 11th of Farvardin, 1405
(31 Mar 2026), in Zanjan, the public and specialized library “Seyyed
al-Shohada” was completely destroyed. Thousands of books and years
of cultural effort vanished in a single moment. This is no longer just
damage—this is the erasure of part of a city’s memory.
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Seventh Narrative: Killing the Poet — From Ghassan Kanafani
to Modern Voices

Beyond libraries, we arrive at a place where there are no buildings or
shelves—only the creators of thought themselves. During this war,
Fatemeh-Sadat Mir, a young poet and writer, was targeted and killed.
She belonged to a new generation of literature—a voice still forming,
at the beginning of her path, with works such as Rusty Rails, and a
presence just beginning to be recognized in contemporary poetry.
She still had more to write. She still had a world to complete.

She still had poems to place in the hands of readers. When a poet is
killed in war, it means a missile has struck a place meant aimed to
turn emotion into language. It means an attack on something that has
nothing to do with war—something whose only purpose is to write.
And here, the meaning of the crime becomes clearer: The target was
not just a human being. It was the continuation of a voice—left unfin-
ished. Like the voice of Parnia Abbasi, a young poet of a Z generation,
whose life too was cut short. A missile that targets culture and art
does not distinguish between young and old.
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Eighth Narrative: When the Sound of Missiles Disrupted the
Rhythm of Music

Beyond poetry, books, and libraries, we arrive at a place where sound
still lives—where music is created. Let us step into a music school.

The “Honyak” Music Institute, in the Air Force district of Tehran, was
one such place—a space for practice, for learning, for creating sounds
meant to be heard in the future. But during the attacks, this building
too was targeted. In the early hours of the incident, when people ar-
rived after the hearing warning alarms, heavy smoke and haze filled
the air. As they approached, it became clear: a drone had struck inside
the institute—into the very place where instruments were tuned and
students practiced for their future. Years of effort collapsed within
moments. An institute built with the collaboration of around 20 in-

structors was destroyed—along with all its instruments, equipment,
and classrooms. A space that had already been closed to protect stu-
dents due to wartime conditions was ultimately reduced to ruins.

The instruments that were meant to produce sound fell silent beneath
the rubble.
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Ninth Narrative: Even Sculptures Were Not Spared

We step out of the ruined music school—but the sound does not fade;
it only changes form. This time, it becomes image.

On Jordan Street in Tehran, the “Kama” Visual Arts Gallery was one
of the active and well-established spaces of contemporary art—a place
where artworks, sculptures, and visual experiences came together.
But during the airstrikes, this gallery too did not remain unharmed.
The force of the blast reached the exhibition space, and some of the
sculptures—especially those permanently installed outdoors—were
damaged. In this incident, no human life was harmed, but the art-
works themselves—products of time, thought, and creativity—suf-
fered loss. Sculptures that were meant to stand in the city and live
with it lost their balance in a single moment.
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Tenth Narrative: Media—Journalists Are in the Field, Not Just
in Buildings

You saw the images of the Kama Gallery—yes, even image is no lon-
ger safe. Now we turn to the media—a place meant to narrate reality.
On the morning of Sunday, the 9th of Farvardin, 1405 (29 Mar 2026),
the office building of the “Al-Arabi” network in Heravi Square, Teh-
ran, was struck.

At around 8:45 a.m., the building was suddenly hit by an explosion
and suffered extensive destruction. This happened while part of its
programming was being broadcast live.

The building was an administrative-media complex: it housed jour-
nalists’ offices, studios, and news production spaces. Alongside these,
entirely non-military facilities were also active within the same build-
ing—such as a dental clinic, a rehabilitation center, service halls, and
public spaces.

Nevertheless, the building was directly targeted, and large sections of
it were destroyed.

According to the network’s office director, this was not an isolated
incident, but part of a recurring pattern—one that had previously af-
fected media offices and even journalists’ homes in other locations.

QATAR'S AL ARABY TV
CONDEMNS MISSILE STRIKE
ON TEHRAN BUREAU
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Eleventh Narrative: Rafi’ania Synagogue — This Is Not About
Muslim or Jew

Among all the narratives, this one perhaps breaks boundaries more
than any other.

This is not about Muslim or Jew. This is about people. In the early hours
of Tuesday, the 18th of Farvardin, 1405 (7 Apr 2026), the Rafrania Syna-
gogue in Tehran was struck and completely destroyed. This building,
nearly a century old, was not just an ordinary structure. It was one of the
religious centers of the Khorasani Jewish community living in Tehran—
a place for prayer, for gathering, for preserving a religious and cultural
memory. Alongside other Jewish religious centers in Tehran, it repre-
sented a lived history of a small but deeply rooted community. A place
where generations had come to worship—without any military or non-
religious function.Yet, in a single attack, it was entirely erased.
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Twelfth Narrative: The Staging of Violence in Cinema and The-
ater Halls

As this narrative continues, we reach a point where no justification
can make the events seem understandable.

In the early days of the war, several theatrical and cinematic venues in
Tehran were targeted—spaces that were neither military nor security-
related, nor even part of decision-making infrastructures.

They were simply places for theater, music, and cinema.

The “Hamoun” Theater Hall, near Palestine Street and Enghelab, was
destroyed on the 22nd of Esfand, 1404 (13 Mar 2026). A few days
later, the “Honar Hall” was also damaged, with parts of it collapsing.
Before that, the “Mehrab Hall” had also been affected by the wave of
attacks. Around the same time, the “Shokoufeh” Cinema in Shohada
Square—one of the city’s older cinemas—was struck. Part of its main
hall was destroyed, and other sections suffered serious damage.
Places where images, stories, and life were meant to flow across the
screen were, in a single moment, plunged into darkness and ruin.
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Final Narrative: Be the Voice of Truth...

You have seen the examples.

These are not centers of power.

They are not centers of war.

They are not even centers of defense.

These are spaces for seeing, for hearing, for thinking.

And when such spaces are targeted, the issue is no longer just the “de-
struction of buildings.” At that point, no explanation can make these
choices of targets appear normal.

These were only a few examples—so they may be read, seen, and not
forgotten. So they may become the voice of a people whose culture
and art were struck amid these events.

Up to the moment this narrative is being written, the number of stu-
dent victims in the Ramadan war has reached 277. Among the vic-
tims of this recent war, at least 18 children under the age of five have
lost their lives.

Yes—under five.

Children who had not yet had the chance to know the world, to learn
the names of streets, or even to understand the meaning of fear.

And these numbers are not just numbers.

Behind each one is a silenced home, an unfinished life, a future that
will never be written.

In the face of such a narrative, silence is not merely neutrality—it is a
form of complicity with forgetting.

This text does not ask you only to read.

It asks you to hold onto this image, to retell it, and to not let it be lost
among the news.

If you have read this narrative to this point, then a responsibility now
rests with you:

Let the voices of these children, these artists, these books, and these
wounded cultural spaces continue somewhere in the world—

Even if only by saying one sentence. This must not be forgotten...






