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A Special Notice: Farzaneh
Milani has retired from UV A

Farzaneh Milani is the revered pioneer of the
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Persian Program’s magic. During her time at UVa,
she deeply touched the lives of students,

Mission Statement and News
colleagues, and anyone with the good fortune of
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. . . A dynamic, positive, and uplifting soul, she left a
Fersian Cooking Clnb Bnglisl trail of newly inspired and bright-eyed students in
Page 2 her wake. For Iranian-Americans and the broader
&w\ P LSJ‘Ji‘ LSJ:;":'T °L<":'L’. Iranian community living in exile, Farzaneh is a
living legend. For UVa, where she served with
honor and integrity for forty years, the value of
this gem of a professor was clearly known. They
Poems by Marjan Naderi and showered her with their highest awards and
Keon Tavakoli accolades. For hundreds of students who passed
. L. through her classes during this long time, she was
‘-’K}; OL"{) 6);‘“ dt".f‘ )w‘ a soufce of motivation an%l inspirat%on. They well
realized the quality of the teaching they received
A poem by Zahra Arshadi in her classes. They went home carrying the
P(lge 35 memory of this unrivaled teacher, friend, mentor,
(5"“:')‘ ‘JAJ J"‘:' and leader. Years later, they sent their children

back to UVa in search of the same guiding light.

Poems by Ava Arvand
- - Retirement was not a turning point in Farzaneh’s
; 5 Page 6
'\’3)‘ ‘3‘ )L’““‘ 9 life, which continues to barrel forward at the same
Ava Sedehian’s Photosraphy Stor rapid pace. It was only a turning point for the
S Staphy J Page 7 Persian program, which is now divided into two
eras: Farzaneh and Post-Farzaneh. It will not be
>l dnz| L’ U‘Lﬁp ‘Si L’ 4".‘"L‘4" Page 8 the same without her. We wish her happiness and
days filled with many new adventures and maybe
Last some of the same old adventures. We know, in our
Page hearts, that she is wise to the love she sewed in

us. We will rise in her honor.

https://mesalc.as.virginia.edu/persian
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Writing is a drizzling rain that breathes vitality into the earth. It brings the
morning’s fragrance. It banishes the worms from the soil. With a pen, you can
create thousands of lives. You can kill a thousand others. Words, like raindrops,
seep into your skin. Writing transforms people. It is humanity’s only path for
lengthening the threads of time. These lines of ink are a fundamental part of our life
cycle. They draw the circle. Our ancestors knew this reality. We, too, know that the
world would wither without its rain. Now, UVA stands divided between Farsi and
English, but our stories don’t lose their beauty with translation. We hope to create a
space for immortalizing and showcasing students’ art and narratives in both

languages.

We do not doubt that taking a class with Dr. Fayyaz will be a
transformative experience. She sports an extensive career studying
pre-modern Islamic poetry, particularly Jami’s work. We recommend
checking out her publications, as reading her will certainly enrich
your mind and soul. She is not only a stellar scholar of Persian
Poetry but also a brilliant poet (you should stop reading this right
now and go read 40 Names, her poetry book). She is teaching a
Persian in Translation class for Spring 2025. Keep an eye out for her
Fall course: Poetry and Poetrics in Translation!




Persian Cooking Club

Written by Ava Arvand

We’ve all heard the adage that all people are
connected. Iranian people believe the threads
that stitch us all together begin as aromas of
home-cooked delicacies and tie up their loose
ends at our stomachs. It’s no wonder that when
the idea of a Persian cooking club was brought
up to her, our lovely Mahshad Mohit would
stop at nothing to make the dream a reality.
Long after she had decided to create the club, a
student started haunting her inbox with an
almost telepathic request. An incoming
elementary student was asking if any programs
at UVA focused on teaching Persian cuisine.

Demand was high, and we delivered with our
first session on October 6th. We made koobideh
kabob with tomatoes on the stove and tahchin
tahdig, all complimented with a light palette
cleanser in the form of a Shirazi salad. While
the food was cooking and long after, we spoke
of our lives. We spoke of what brought us all in
this room together on a Sunday afternoon,
crouched over some ingredients. Though not
everyone in attendance could understand Farsi,
the patient crackling of tahdig, the sweet sound
of chopping cucumbers, the echos of our
grumbling bellies, and the passionate inquiries
about recipes became a song we all understood.
Silence only befell the room when the table was
set, and we were all sitting around it, our efforts
having paid off in a shared symphony of flavors
melting on our taste buds.

These harmonious Sunday mornings at
Mahshad’s apartment will be here every other
week whenever you need them. Come. Share a
meal with people who share your heart.

Pictures by Ava Sedghian




Translated by Amir Behrooz — Ali Nilforoush — Ryan Makarem —~Camron Sepehri — Elina Rastegar — Roya Hashemi
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Untitled

By Marjan Naderi

So llive in your love, like a fish in the
sea.

I am yours, I am yours; please don't let
me be set free.

So take my hand and drown me in the
sunlight.

Immerse me again until our colors
become one.

Wash me from myself so your face can
shine within me.

Seeing you in everything; through you, |
see all things.

O Hossein, you raised the flag of truth
over paradise.

The dance of dust in your shadow
illuminates all the gardens of love.

Adrift

By Keon Tavakoli

A cloud drifts across the sky
A mind wanders alone
Free to fly, untethered
Unbound by broken dreams

A ship sails across the sea
A soul departs, released
Free to fall, unrecognized
Unsaved by empty pleas

A storm envelops the horizon
Sunshine pierces through

A man once lost, learns to love
He makes the stars his home.
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Lavyla

By Zahra Arshadi

Layla!
It's madness, do you see the crowd?

They've gathered to witness the demise

of love.

These souls are chained to their flesh,
worshipping it more fervently than life
itself.

Their bodies are their homeland, a
sanctuary and a prison.

Wipe your tears, Layla! Our journey
stretches far, our hearts brimming with
love.

The winter of our springtime tale rests
in your hands.

To you, the one who is pure and true;
No, I do not believe this love will

die.

The afterlife is a blessing.

Oh God, what have you witnessed,
Layla!

They stoned you, and they hanged me.
It was like the visions of Israfil,
Qayamah, and the Divine...

All are justified.

Is heaven truly better than you

LLaugh, my Layla!

Who knows, perhaps where we
journey...

We shall be with God, be God Himself.
And Saadi the poet, with a bouquet of’
red roses, Mirror and candlestick,
Quran and gold ring, Nikah.

L.augh, my love, laugh!

Mashallah.
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A sip of forgotten memories
By Ava Arvand

The moment the sky lent down to drink
from the river
She said to me :

Your story is about a story you haven't
heard yet

And I felt my spine twist like a vine
Wrapping my body around a love

A love old enough to eat me whole
But learned enough to let me go

My fingers stretched with my body’s
contortion
To reach up and drink from the sky

But the clouds had worn on my thorns
And I plummeted to the earth, again, with
grateful tears

Whispering to her

Our story is about a story only you
remember

Slingshot
By Ava Arvand

I walked towards the core

You walked towards the edge
I feared falling

You feared static

I ate my words and sank

You ate our words and carried
on

I walked into the warm band of
nothing

And only you knew where I'd
end up.
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Ava Sedghian’s Photography Story
Nam Nam’s official photographer

Everything started when I found my family’s
Canon AE-1. Even though I didn’t know much
about photography at the time, my curiosity
drove me to pick up the camera. I didn't know
concepts like aperture or shutter speed, but
working with that film camera was completely -
different from taking photos with my phone—it
forced me to think more about each shot and
frame it more carefully. I practiced for weeks,
made a lot of mistakes, and slowly learned how
light and shadow work together to create a good
photo.

Later, I took a job at a photography store, which
felt like my first real step into a world I already
loved. In between selling cameras, I learned
everything I could. And when the time was right,
I bought my first digital camera, a Nikon Z6II. It
wasn’t just a simple purchase—it was the moment
I fully embraced digital photography and took
my passion to the next level.

Over time, I realized that my greatest joy in
photography is capturing moments from my
travels in Iran. From the faces of the people and
their culture to the pristine natural landscapes
and historical architecture—each has a story to
tell. But among all the places I've seen,
Shekardasht in Gilan Province, somewhere in the
north of Iran, holds a special place for me.
Nothing brings me more joy than camping in the
heart of nature and photographing the sunrise
among the misty mountains of Shekardasht. The
moments when the light slowly emerges from
behind the mountains and shadows are cast on
the green meadows are exactly the moments that
made me fall in love with photography.
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For Maryam, we are eternally grateful

A special message to Maryam Zehtabi on behalf of all who had the pleasure of being her
student: You cultivated a fiery environment that showcased your immense power as a
speaker and thinker while empowering students to share their perspectives. Such a balance
is an unforgettable rarity. We will remember you by the raging fire you sparked in each of
us: a fire that warms these pages. We dedicate this first edition of Nam Nam to you,
Maryam.

o
Are you interested in contributing to Are you interested in a Poetry Workshop
Nam Nam? Fill this out: with our lovely Parwana Fayyaz? Fill this

https://forms.gle/mC7KtCshMNDo7uwp$8 out: https://forms.gle/SyvRtINHjmDxth7ZWo




