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THE WOMAN DOF IRAN

You are the pride of being

ocu are the mother of creation
n revelry , you are the serenading swan,
n struggle, you are the princely lion.

The radiance of your atfection,
the blessedness of your beauty
will be the fountain
of postic inspiration
for eternity.
you are the anthem and the poetry,

you are the epic and the artistry.

ot youwr destiny lie in the hands of others,
re the enlightened, yvou are the woman of Iran.

In this age of space exploration
when woman has walked the heavens
in place of its angels
should youwr spirit be shroudsd by a veil?
The glory of your pure spirit
vel nesds
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hat wou crnamental doll,
d oblivig ¥ the ags.

hy do I rewrite of such decrepit thoughts,
rephrase such obsolete assumptions again?
As a bi it to
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so too the wo and woman
allow humanity to rise.

body and yow soul feed the babe you hold,
alone you rise ahove the fortress of the skies
to a heaven of your own,
your arms cradle the hopes of tomorrow.
Your nation looks to vou
are2 the mother, the scldier, and the scholar.
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vou sha e i is sullen eclipse
you, the wom of Iran.
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