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[Translator’s notes appear in square brackets.] 

[Personal information has been redacted.] 

[The excerpt below is from the section of the article that pertains to the Baha’i Faith] 

 

[Adapted from website:] The Democratic Association for Refugees 

[Date:] 1 Esfand 1392 [20 February 2014] 

 

An Open Letter by Sarang Ettehadi 

Before I set out to write these words, I pondered on a befitting title. Several titles such as a screed, a 

petition, a complaint, or a plea came to mind, but none would serve to capture the purpose I seek. I 

subsequently decided to leave this letter untitled. Then I wondered to whom I should address these 

words: the judge, the prosecutor, my friends, or myself. My conclusion was to not limit the audience 

to any particular person. This letter should speak to anyone who chooses to read it. I firmly believe 

that such letters will find their own readership, and, through the interaction of the letter and its 

readers, new understanding will emerge. Therefore, if you are in possession of this letter, rest assured 

that these few words, laden with a myriad dream, are meant exactly for you, the reader. 

My name is Sarang Ettehadi. I am 35 years of age. I reside in Tehran, Iran. 

I am a member of the Baha’i faith and live with my wife, Nasim. I do not know how much longer I 

get to live in the comfort of my own home. A few days ago, a judge handed me a five-year prison 

sentence. My wife also has received her sentence: one year in prison. I was convicted, more or less, of 

the same “crime” for which many prisoners are, even as I write these words, serving time in Iranian 

prisons: 

“Acting against national security,” “participation in an illegal organization,” “propaganda against the 

regime”. My purpose for writing these words is not to attest that I have never acted against the regime 

or national security. I am not out to prove my innocence. This is intended to be an open letter and not 

the transcript of a hearing, which, in my case, occurred in absentia. This is a letter by a citizen with a 

hefty sentence; one who must spend five precious years of his life in a place outside of his home; a 

place called prison.  

I am among the many thousands of Baha’is, who, with the dream of building a glorious future for 

Iran, chose to call Iran our home, did not leave my homeland, and persevered, through the power of 

love and hope, despite adversity. Even though, in my home, being a Baha’i is equivalent to accepting 

a wave of discrimination, injustice, prison, execution, deprivation from education, employment, 

confiscation of property, and even desecration of the graves of loved ones, my love for this sacred 

land does not fade in the face of these deep wounds. In the eyes of an esteemed judge, I am among the 

many thousands of Baha’is whose  participation in a devotional prayer meeting is tantamount to 

“activity in an illegal organization” and whose consorting with non-Baha’i friends is equivalent to 

“promoting the Baha’i religion” and “propaganda against the regime.”  

https://iranbahaipersecution.bic.org/


 

 
IRANBAHAIPERSECUTION.BIC.ORG 

I know full well that such disconsolate description of injustice is not limited to the Baha’is in Iran and 

applies to many other dissidents who have chosen to stay in their homeland and persevere with the 

dream of brighter days on the horizon. None of them belong behind bars or in solitary confinement. 

Perhaps this open letter is representative of their collective voices.  The voices of those who, in their 

own homeland, are denied their most basic right of freedom and equality. 

I am convicted of propaganda against the regime and membership in the Baha’i administration.  If the 

appellate court, whose date is fast approaching, confirms my sentence, I will have to report to prison 

to serve for five years.  Five years behind bars means one thousand eight hundred and twenty-five 

sunrises and sunsets.  In the next few days my fate will be known as to how many sunrises and sunsets 

I must be deprived from witnessing.  Perhaps if this letter reaches those who can fathom the meaning 

of these words, justice might be served in the appellate court. 

I firmly believe that no innocent man should ever have to endure prison.  The bitter chronicle of 

events that I have experienced, aside from religion, language, or ethnicity, must never afflict any other 

human being.  I love freedom and have chosen to remain in my homeland.  I may write these words 

from the depths of darkness, but my heart is illumined with the warmth of tomorrow’s sun.  I believe 

that if we take that first step and demand our share of justice today, our prisons of tomorrow may be 

emptied of those innocent souls, of any creed or ethnicity, and no one would have to bear saying 

farewell to the warmth of his own home or the embrace of his loved ones to serve an unjust sentence.  

But if we sit in silence and begin to count the new “guests” that get added daily to the ranks of 

innocent prisoners behind bars, perhaps today’s reader of this letter will be the author of the next such 

open letter; a letter with a disconsolate opening; an opening that pains my heart and goes, like the 

following: My name is Sarang Ettehadi.  I am 35 years of age.  I reside in prison. 
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