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Minab’s Unfinished Childhoods, Endless Sorrow

political and military dimensions
of an incident; but none can take
the mother’s place. The mother
possesses an experience that must
be heard; an experience whose full
weight no report or analysis can
possibly convey.

Son of martyred Admiral
Tangsiri: public must not be
deprived of truth

At the same session, the remarks
of the son of the late Admiral Ali-
reza Tangsiri (August 27, 1963-March
26,2026), the former commander of
Iran’s Islamic Revolution Guards
Corps Navy, were particularly sig-
nificant from another perspective.
Having himself been bereaved by
his father’s death during the war,
he spoke about the media’s re-
sponsibility to provide an honest
account of the realities of war: The
central point of his remarks was
that the media must not resort to
self-censorship under the pretext
of expediency, concerns about
public opinion, or the sensitivities
of wartime circumstances.

In his view, the Iranian people are
an informed and experienced na-
tion; a people who have endured
three wars and regard themselves
as the owners and guardians of the
Revolution. Therefore, one must
not assume that communicating
bitter realities would be detri-
mental to them or that they lack
the capacity to confront them. The
public must know what transpired
during the war, what successes
were achieved, and what weak-
nesses and shortcomings existed.
Particularly in the age of social
media, when images and infor-
mation become rapidly accessible
to everyone, one cannot expect a
reality to remain concealed from
public view simply by refusing to
communicate it.

Under such circumstances, the
silence of official media outlets
not only fails to prevent the dis-
semination of news, but may also
widen the gap between the official
narrative and what people observe
in the public sphere. This gap grad-
ually erodes public trust. The more
thought-provoking aspect of his re-
marks was his reference to intelli-
gence failures and shortcomings
on the first day of the war; an issue
that, according to him, ultimately
led to his father’s death. He main-
tained that such matters must not
be avoided or deemed beyond
criticism because of political and
emotional sensitivities.

These remarks carry particular
significance coming from the son
of a commander who lost his life
during the war. He emphasized
that honoring the martyrs and pre-
serving the memory of their sacri-
fices are not incompatible with an
expert examination of possible
weaknesses and errors. On the
contrary, one of the ways to honor
their sacrifices is to identify short-
comings precisely and endeavor to
prevent their recurrence. If an er-
ror has occurred and we prevent
its examination, what guarantee is
there that another family will not
be bereaved tomorrow?

Here, a distinction must be drawn
between two matters: preserving
sensitive operational and securi-
ty information, on the one hand,
and concealing realities and pre-
venting scrutiny of performance,
on the other. There is no need for

the media to publish information
that endangers people’s lives or
an operation’s security; however,
this consideration must not be-
come a pretext for concealing er-
rors, eliminating public questions,
or preventing accountability. The
central question can be formu-
lated as follows: Why should we
deprive people of knowing reali-
ties that are directly connected to
their lives and security? Is national
security strengthened by conceal-
ing weaknesses, or by identifying
them and striving to rectify them?
His remarks serve as a reminder of
an important principle: We must
not shield people from the truth;
we must trust them.

These remarks must be placed
alongside Dr. Kermanpour’s ac-
count. Kermanpour calls for re-
moving the narrative of the ca-
tastrophe from the monopoly of
those in power and entrusting it
to the mothers and the injured;
the son of the martyred Admiral
Tangsiri, meanwhile, argues that
the media must not conceal the
truth in the name of expediency
and deprive the public of its right
to know. Together, these two ac-
counts place before us two com-
plementary imperatives: first, rec-
ognizing the right of victims and
survivors to recount their own
suffering; second, recognizing
society’s right to know the facts
and question institutional perfor-
mance.

From this perspective, responsi-
ble journalism is neither confined
to reproducing official statements
nor does it entail the indiscrimi-
nate publication of unverified in-
formation. Its mission is to pursue
the truth, verify information, listen
to less-heard voices, and facilitate
accountability. If we are to learn
anything from Minab, one of its
most important lessons is that
no consideration of expediency
should silence a mother who has
lost her child, and no necessity
should extinguish scrutiny con-
cerning human lives.

War continues after attack
ends

What I witnessed in Minab and
what I heard at the session from
Dr. Kermanpour and the son of
the martyred Admiral Tangsiri led
me to consider that war must not
be found solely in the moment a
missile strikes. War does not end
when buildings collapse. For many
survivors, it begins precisely at
that moment. Children injured in
the incident, mothers who have
lost their children, fathers who
suddenly find themselves facing
an empty future, and families who
must live with the memory of a

horrific incident are all part of the
reality of war.

War, even when initiated under the
claim of achieving grand political
and security objectives, is often
paid for by those who have had the
least say in decisions concerning it.
The children of Minab are a painful
illustration of precisely this reality.
They played no role in planning
the war, nor in the decision to ini-
tiate it; yet they paid the price for
decisions made somewhere far
removed from their classrooms
and schoolyard. Missiles may de-
molish a building within seconds,
but the suffering they leave behind
does not end within seconds. For a
mother who has lost her child, war
is repeated every day and every
night; in the empty bedroom, in the
schoolbag that no one will ever pick
up again, and in those moments
when a mother’s hand instinctively
reaches toward her child, only to
encounter their absence.

Art: an endeavor to restore
silenced voices

At this commemorative event,
artists and filmmakers also spoke
about the necessity of document-
ing and recounting this catastro-
phe. Among them was Mr. Kha-
jepasha, who was announced as
being scheduled to screen a film
about Minab. Such endeavors are
of considerable importance. Some-
times, what cannot be accommo-
dated in news reports and brief
footage finds the possibility of ex-
pression through the language of
cinema, documentaries, literature,
and art. Art can help us move be-
yond the surface of the news and
approach the inner world of peo-
ple whose lives have been irrevo-
cably transformed by war.

Of course, documenting this ca-
tastrophe must not be confined
solely to depicting the devasta-
tion. What must be documented
is the lives of the children who are
no longer here; their aspirations,
games, relationships with their
mothers and fathers, and the fu-
tures they could have had. They
must be remembered as human
beings with their own personal-
ities, interests, friendships, and
dreams, not merely as victims of
an incident. The lives that follow
the catastrophe must also be re-
counted; the lives of mothers who
are compelled to face tomorrow
without their children. Perhaps
this is precisely the most import-
ant responsibility of artists and
journalists: to ensure that the
children of Minab do not become
statistics among the statistics of
war; to ensure that their names
and faces are not forgotten amid
the deluge of new headlines.

° The photo, taken on

November 4, 2026, shows
the destruction at Shajareh
Tayyebeh School in Minab,
southern Iran, following a
US military air strike on the
civilian site on February 28,
2026. The banner along the
barrier displays the portraits
of some of the victims of the
infamous assault.
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Perhapseachside
will presentitsown
accountof victory

and defeat. Butthe
mothers of Minab will
haveanotheraccount;
onethatnostatement
caneverbringtoa
conclusion. They will
speakof children

who lefthomeinthe
morningwith their
schoolbags and never
returned; ofthe clothes
they had prepared,
the unfinished
notebooks, the
aspirationsthat never
hadthe opportunity
tomaterialize,and the
nights that will never
againresemblethose
thatpreceded them.
Forthese mothers,
war doesnotend with
the conclusion of
military operations;
everymorning begins
withtheir children’s
absence,and every
night concludeswith
that same emptiness.

g The screengrab shows
Hossein Tangsiri, son of the
late IRGC Navy Commander
Alireza Tangsiri, speaking at
a commemorative event on
November 4, 2026, in Minab,
southern Iran, where a fatal
air strike by the United States
on February 28, 2026, took
the lives of 167 civilians, most
of them schoolchildren.
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I returned from Minab, but
Minab never left my mind
After visiting the school and lis-
tening to the mothers’ accounts,
I could no longer bear to remain
there. I went somewhere to rest
for a while. My emotional state
was profoundly disturbed. I felt
that something was weighing
heavily inside me; something that
neither silence nor physical dis-
tance from the site of the incident
could easily dispel. The images of
the children remained in my mind:
the eyes that had gazed at me from
the portraits in the Martyrs’ Cem-
etery, the classrooms in which no
student would ever sit again, and
the voice of a mother saying: “I
wish I had kept my daughter in my
arms that day” But now, another
voice was also reverberating in my
mind; the voice of the son of the
martyred Admiral Tangsiri, who
had urged the media not to conceal
the truth and regarded the public
as deserving of knowledge.

I reflected that perhaps we have
spoken for years about war, pol-
itics, security, great powers, and
international relations, but have
sometimes forgotten that behind
all these concepts are human be-
ings with real lives. We must ask
ourselves: When we speak of secu-
rity, whose security do we have in
mind? When we speak of victory,
who pays its price? When we dis-
cuss a country’s future, are its chil-
dren at the center of that future?
And, most importantly, do people
have the right to know the realities
of war, even its most bitter aspects?
For me, Minab is no longer mere-
ly the name of a city in southern
Iran. Minab has now become the
name of a profound human ques-
tion: What does the world do
about children whose schools are
targeted in military attacks? What
responsibility do the institutions
established to prevent the recur-
rence of such catastrophes bear in
the face of this reality? Why must
the voices of grieving mothers still
pass through the cacophony of
politics and power before they can
be heard? And why must a child
who should be learning about the
future in a classroom become the
victim of decisions in which they
had no part whatsoever?

Perhaps one day, politicians will
speak at length about the reasons
for the war; its military objectives,
and its strategic outcomes. Per-
haps each side will present its
own account of victory and defeat.
But the mothers of Minab will
have another account; one that no
statement can ever bring to a con-
clusion. They will speak of children
who left home in the morning with
their schoolbags and never re-
turned; of the clothes they had pre-
pared, the unfinished notebooks,
the aspirations that never had the
opportunity to materialize, and the
nights that will never again resem-
ble those that preceded them. For
these mothers, war does not end
with the conclusion of military
operations; every morning begins
with their children’s absence, and
every night concludes with that
same emptiness. The media, too,
must offer a different narrative;
one in which the suffering of survi-
vors is neither pushed to the mar-
gins, nor the public’s questions left
unanswered, nor possible errors
rendered immune to scrutiny and

criticism in the name of expedien-
cy. Honoring the martyrs, preserv-
ing the memory of the sacrifices
made by the country’s defenders,
and safeguarding national securi-
ty are not incompatible with telling
the truth and exercising fair criti-
cism. On the contrary, public trust
and society’s capacity to overcome
crises depend precisely on such
honesty. If we wish to prevent the
recurrence of such a catastrophe,
we must both listen to the voices of
its victims and question decisions,
errors, and responsibilities.

But for me, Minab is not merely the
account of a catastrophe; it is also a
reminder of a greater responsibili-
ty. When I look at the faces of those
children, I consider that we are
responsible not only for the past
and the memory of the victims, but
also for a future that must never
again take such children from us.
One cannot love one’s homeland
solely through speeches, slogans,
and commemorative occasions.
Caring for one’s homeland means
protecting the lives of its people;
safeguarding a school that must
be a place of learning — a home
that must be a secure refuge for
families — a truth that must never
be sacrificed to expediency, and a
future that is the right of this land’s
children.

We have paid dearly for this land;
we have lost cherished lives, moth-
ers have been bereaved, families
have endured suffering, and gen-
erations have borne the heavy
burden of war and insecurity.
These costs must not be reduced
to a distant memory or a statistic
in history books. Every drop of
this suffering places a responsibil-
ity upon us: the responsibility to
ensure that destruction and loss
never become commonplace; the
responsibility to safeguard human
lives, people’s rights, and the pos-
sibility of a secure and dignified ex-
istence. Caring for the homeland is
not the duty of a particular group
or those in power; it is the shared
responsibility of all of us. Every-
one, whatever their position, must
fulfill their share in preserving this
common home.

Perhaps we cannot return the chil-
dren of Shajareh Tayyebeh to their
mothers’ arms; no word, film, or
memorial can fill their absence. But
we can ensure that their suffering
does not remain unheard. We can
pursue the truth, support their
mothers, identify errors, and act
more responsibly to ensure that no
other school suffers a similar fate.
This is the least we can do to honor
the memory of children who were
deprived of the opportunity to live.

I returned from Minab, but Minab
never left my mind. I still feel that
those eyes are watching me and
repeating the same question: Why?
To tell the truth, I still have no ade-
quate answer for them. But [ know
that [ can no longer leave this ques-
tion solely to those who wage wars
and those in power: Those eyes are
asking all of us what we intend to
do with this homeland, this com-
mon home, and the future of its
children. Perhaps our answer lies
not in a single sentence, but in the
way we live and the responsibility
we assume from this point onward:
that we must care for Iran; care for
its people, its children, its truth, and
the hope that must remain alive for
generations to come.



