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Dedication
To the bodies that have carried the weight and lightness of our experiences.
To the bodies that have held the weight and lightness of our memories.

About Intersection:

is a feminist initiative established in late 2022, working toward a society where people facing
discrimination based on their identities own their narratives and are socially and economically
free and thriving. Our mission is to promote economic independence by creating safer
workplaces in the private sector in Lebanon through research, collaboration, and policy
enhancement. We also aim to reclaim marginalized and excluded narratives by exchanging,
sharing, and producing feminist, intersectional, identity-based, body-related, and
gender-focused knowledge.

Guided by our core values of Intersectionality, Transformative Narratives, Diversity & Inclusion,
Integrity & Accountability, and Equity, we conduct research, create spaces for knowledge
production, sharing, and exchange, and support private sector organizations in shaping inclusive
policies. Through these efforts, we strive to build environments where all individuals can thrive
with dignity and autonomy.

About AJSADOUNA:

AJSADOUNA Magazine is the product of two workshops in creative writing and digital art
production. You will find the pens and brushes of the participants who embarked on this journey
to reclaim their narratives regarding sexual and reproductive health and rights (SRHR) through
writing, drawing and art creation.

Over the course of four weeks, with one meeting per week, personal experiences were
transformed into public ones, and what you find before you is the result.
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Here, the body is no longer bound. Here, it speaks.
And once it speaks, the world can never be the same.

There are moments in history when silence begins to tremble, when voices once chained in the
shadows finally dare to rise. *"Whispers of the Body" is born from such trembling, an anthology
where the forbidden, the intimate, and the deeply personal weave themselves into testimonies of
freedom.

For too long, bodies, especially those of women, queer people, and marginalized communities,
have been spoken about but rarely allowed to speak for themselves. In these pages, that balance
shifts. The body is no longer a battleground of imposed silence; it becomes a storyteller, a
witness, a prophet. Here, flesh and spirit dissolve the borders of shame and begin to write their
own maps of freedom.

The works you will encounter are interconnected threads: a narrative of first discoveries, of
survival, of reclaiming stolen tongues. They speak of scars and blossoms, of night and awakening,
of desire as a birthright and autonomy as a rebellion. They remind us that the personal is never
separate from the political, that our most intimate whispers are, in truth, revolutions in motion.
As you turn these pages, listen closely. The voices gathered here are not asking for permission;
they are claiming presence. They are rewriting the script of what it means to live in a body, to
fight for it, to celebrate it.

Whispers of the Body is a passageway. Step through it gently, and you will find yourself standing
in a landscape where silence finally breaks, and where every whisper becomes a roar.
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Not for their gaze, but for mine.

They talk in circlesilistand still

Inthe openylirennain untouched.

Hady A. £ eolo
Laundry .
Jwoll
Voyeurism: The enjoyment of glimpsing an) L6 deiall w ol
others' intimacy. T ; -LJUp'iJI./L'pp’JJI
Exhibitionism: The choice to reveal intimate lgnd] axdud JWisl bl peiw Ul
aspects of our lives. Wil (o J I
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Exile and Belonging
Two years have passed since | fled my country
and ever since,

Beirut has caught me in its relentless charm.
It is a city of shattered windows and golden
sunsets that refuses to let me down.

| came here fleeing death,

but death is a patient hunter—

it lingers in my rakwe,

whispers in my ears when the electricity g
taps its fingers against my ribs

in sync with my heartbeat:

| cannot outrun what I carry.

Yet—In this city of eternal beauty and scar:
| have learned to bloom in the cracks.

The men here love like the world is about t
end, with both haste and tenderness.

They draw maps of unfinished countries wi
their lips, drawing borders and breaking th
down to showcase their raw intensity.

When the call to prayer echoes at dusk, we
answer with our bodies—a different kind of
holy.

Belonging is not given.

It is seized—from the grip of a lover at 3 arr
from the smoke of shared argileh,

from the old man who sells me fresh orang
and calls me habibi almost like he loves me
as his own.

| had no choice in leaving,

but | chose this | tell myself.

To wake each morning

and sip on strong coffee.

To let the Mediterranean wind

carve its promises into my skin.

To stand in the wreckage and say:

Here, | am alive.

Here, | am becoming.

Ahad Naqvi

.......

cloiilg aio

(sl g0 Cuye i o glole Jo

) uadl el diog

a0 651ge U sl ynuuu g il
05 (o laugpeg Boldon idlgl duso
NS Ul QU

gl 30 1135 o] cais

Jgo 3o Ggall G4

SIS d{\jU O LOU

Ul glndil Sic bl Lo puaay

.6 s g0 Goljio

.alosl oo el Yl guoduwl U

U5 209

wgallg sull Jlazdl il diysoJl o;xo)L,o

’ §9auiul o alail gi Caales

J3e codiw pdlell g5 gginy Lo Jb I
S0 gliog daoy

Laeslady dlaiso jué gUogl nils Jgouwy
63ul Je lgeuiusy laigolnnyg 13925 (Jgouuy
asiable

gl aie YIiII pauoy Loaieg

L UoluoU wusy

51 i g0 duwlad

.oy U claljul

e

) Las) i dlusyi by Jo

Bjlo Uil Jlewy sl jgaell auidl (o
Ao olyg

aiyl/ayls idny 8

JPlo WS J gs o

ool Jgol 138e .1ae Gpisl sl
) oo J5 Badwi g
.dugod clrguw 69006 g
buigiall pu g gl g
63> e 3969 Gisdl i

.Jgblg ulyadl bouwg wasdi i
.Co/ds Ul e

ol Ui Us

"....Di

1



If My Body Could Speak, What Would It Say...
| am tired of folding myself into apologies,

of shrinking beneath the weight of their
expectations. | have learned to diminish, to
contort, to wear a name that was never mine.

But | am not ashamed of the way | glow, of
the way | move, of the way | love. This is who
| have always been- a fire that refuses to be
extinguished, growing brighter with every
stone hurled in fear.

How many nights have | spent rehearsing
invisibility, whispering my truths to the moon,
while the world demanded my silence? Now, |
want to scream. | want to tear open the earth
and let my voice rise, for | have buried my
desires too deep for far too

|OOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOng.

| confess that | lied to survive. | wore their
masks, their armor, but nothing ever fitted.

| yearn to hold another man’s hand in the
daylight, to feel the warmth of his skin without
flinching. The cages they built around me are
crumbling now, their bars too weak to contain
the wildfire within.

| am not the sum of their fears, not the echo
of their hatred. | am the boy who loves boys,
the boy who has learned to love himself, and
who dreams of teaching others to unlearn the
shame they were taught to carry.

| am only beginning to stand tall, to rise from
the ground where they tried to bury me. The
world | inhabit tried to make me small, but | am
stretching toward the sun, my roots digging
deep, my branches reaching wide. | am here.

| am whole. | am free.

Ahad Naqvi
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The first time

My hands around his neck,
My eyes locked in his

My mind shouting, go ahead!
He's waiting for your kiss

Leaning forward, closer to his face,
| kissed his lips while my heart raced

Now his hands started to wander,
Wherever they would land

No boundaries, no limits,

Making out hand in hand

My whole body traveled,
To somewhere far beyond
Where my desires cheered,
Humming to me their song

*Thank you for taking your time,
Thank you for your care

We know it wasn't easy,

But we are proud that you dared™
Laura
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The Role of Community

Growing up gay in the Middle East—just like
in many other parts of the world—can feel
deeply isolating. The society | was raised in
often made me feel like | didn’t belong. From
an early age, | learned to hide parts of myself,
constantly questioning where, if anywhere, |
could truly feel safe.

| know first hand just how hard it is being
outed. It removes all the power you once had
over your life. The first time | was outed by
my sister on Facebook, it made me want to
commit suicide.

| was just 13 years old and she had seen my
search history which showed all the gay porn

| had consumed. Due to fear, | had no choice
but to lie to her and tell her that | just wanted
to know how two guys can even be interested
in having sex when girls are so beautiful. She
eventually decided to overlook the incident but
it took a toll on my mental health as | started
to hate myself even more. If it had not been
for the community, such as my bisexual cousin
introducing me to some of his friends, | would
have not made it.

As | got older, | realized the importance of
building my own queer community. BSA
In a place where safe spaces are rare, creating
them becomes essential. The internet has been
a great tool in my journey. | made friends who
| consider to be closer than my actual family.
Living in a deeply conservative environment
means that the concept of “chosen family™

is essential. Spaces that welcome people like
me such as cafes, underground parties, and
organizations like Helem have helped me gain
self-confidence. Without them, | wouldn't be
able to survive.

Even though queerness might be criminalized
by society, it is still possible to be a part of a
queer community. With the right network in
place, | feel a sense of safety and solidarity
which gives me the strength to keep going and
fighting. Now, queer spaces aren’'t necessarily
political but spaces where one can find joy. It
feels so good walking into a room where you
don’t need to explain yourself, where your
existence is celebrated.

Finding and building community is one of the
most important things for me. Without it, the
world would feel like a lonely place. Besides, no
one should have to navigate queerness alone.

Ahad Naqvi
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Taking Back What's Mine

My body was never yours to take.

My body was robbed from me, seized from

its every right to speak up, to fight on its own.
My body was left in a frenzy, a mere witness to
your destruction.

My body was colonized. Its borders breached,
its lands claimed, its language stripped from
its tongue.

My body was a wounded soldier, fighting in a
war that it didn't choose.

My body was a ghost town, emptied

of laughter, haunted by the echoes of what it
had to lose.

My body lingered in the darkness, tormented
with the thought of what might have been;
What might have been if it fought back.

What might have been if it broke the chains
around its neck, If its voice was not swallowed,
if its ribs did not cage the silence.

But even the silenced learned to whisper, and
even the broken learned to soar.

My body is rising from the ashes,

Spreading its wings and aiming towards
the sky.

My body dusted off your stench, peeling it
from its skin.

| reclaimed every piece of me, every breath,
every scar,

And now, my body is truly mine.

Jay
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The body, in its entirety alo By auundl

The body, in its entirety, is an erogenous zone.
Pleasure is both intellectual and physical. This
unique euphoria fills my senses.
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My Body is Mine

You mistook my body for public ground,
claimed it as though it was yours to take.
You dictated the rhythm of my steps,
drew borders around what is “feminine” and
what is *masculine”

with your merciless patriarchal grip,

you sought to haunt my depths,

to snatch my birthright of choice.

But,

my body has always been mine,

mine alone.

| dance in the ways my spirit desires,
sway as my pulse commands

a butterfly if | wish,

or a sunflower,

rooted, radiant, unyielding,

resisting all who dare

to wound its being.

Hossam Chehade
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Pleasure

| moaned,

as sweat traced a river down my spine,
tasting ecstasy for the very first time,
unbound by the chains of repression and fear.

This time, the chains were of pleasure_
my wrists and ankles bound, yet my spirit
soaring,

more free than it had ever dreamed to be.

| danced, fettered in body,
blindfolded, mouth sealed,
yet deep inside, utterly certain:

This body is mine.

This body is mine;

with it  roam the universe, sail its seas,
all while grounded in place.

Hossam Chehade
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Self-discovery
Lust? Love?

| touch, therefore | am.
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An Empty Vessel
“It only took him three minutes to ruin my life.

Fifteen years of marriage, and | never imagined he would be my demise. We were already broken,

but | held on for our children. Then, | learned the truth. He had built another family in Africa,
expecting a child with another woman. The betrayal was unbearable, but it was not the worst of
what he would do.

After that, he became someone else; cruel, indifferent. He kicked me out of our bed, made me
sleep on the couch, erased me from his life. | became a shadow in my own home, but nothing
could have prepared me for that night.The night he forced himself on me, | had just stepped
out of the shower, wrapped in a bathrobe. | did not lock the door; that was my mistake. He was
waiting, naked, as if my body was his by right. He shoved me onto the bed, ignored my screams,
my struggle, my pleas. “This is my right as your husband,” he repeated. Three minutes. That's
all it took to strip me of myself. He left me feeling like a waste bin, something to be used and
abandoned. | felt filthy, soiled, and unworthy.

Two weeks later, | found out | was pregnant. | had always wanted a third child, but not like this.
When he heard, he denied it was his, and accused me of cheating. He ordered me to abort, but

| couldn’t. Instead, | spent months loathing the life growing inside me. | despised her before

she was even born. When | found out she was a girl, | was devastated. | had always wanted a
daughter, but not this way. She was a reminder of him, of what he did to me. | wanted her gone.|
wished the Earth swallowed me whole and that | would never see the light of day again. When

| fell and broke my pelvis in the fifth month of my pregnancy, | prayed she wouldn't survive, but
she did. She insisted on coming into this world.

When she was born, | rejected her. She had his face. His blood. A rapist’s daughter. | cared for
her out of duty, not love. | felt nothing but rage and pain when | looked at her. | was a machine,
an empty vessel, a woman who had been used. And yet, when she fell sick at nine months old,
something shifted. | was terrified she would die. At that moment, | realized she was not him. She
was innocent. She was a victim, like me.

Healing was slow. That's when | started hypnotherapy which unveiled wounds | had buried deep.

My husband’s rape had not been the first. My grandfather had stolen my body when | was a child,

over and over, from the age of five to nine. When my husband forced himself on me, it awakened
the horror of the past. | had spent forty years hating my body, living in disgust, drowning in
shame.

But | would not let history repeat itself. | had to protect my daughter, love her in the way | was
never loved. To do that, | had to forgive myself. | had to separate her from him. And | had to
finally reclaim what had always been mine—my body, my voice, my life.”

Jay
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The Language of Want

The first time | let myself want, | was too
young to name it, what my body knew before
| did point it was in the way my breath got
trapped when she laughed, in the heat rising
to my cheeks when her hand brushed against
mine — accidental, but was it ?

| wanted her.

Did | express it? No, not with words | smiled,
memorized the way sunlight tangled

in her hair.

My body spoke in stolen glances, and the way
my pulse raced when she stood too close.

| wanted her—because | think | fell in love, not
just with her face, or her voice, or the way she
moved, but with the way she made me feel.
Something | had never let myself feel before.

| felt it in my stomach first, a slow pull, a
warmth, a pressure, a restless energy | didn't
understand, but never wanting it to end.

My fingertips tangled with the urge to reach
her. My legs went weak when she looked back
at me, like she knew...

Did | resist it ? Of course | did.

| was buried under friendship, silence, and rules
| hadn't agreed on. But my body ? My body was
already answering before my mind could tell.

P.H.
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Raw intuitive art exploring the male body
experience through the lenses of religion,
culture, and sports.
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Let’s Talk About Sex (No, Really, Let’s Talk)

Let’s talk about sex--awkward, messy, thrilling, and sometimes downright confusing.

As a bisexual, I've heard it all. “So... who do you enjoy sex with more, men or women?™ As if there's
a scoreboard I'm keeping track of. Or the ever-original, “Why bother sleeping with a woman if
you're just going to use toys? Might as well be with a man.” And, of course, the masterpiece:
“Lesbian sex is a joke. Fingering isn't real intercourse.”

Let’s get one thing straight (or not-so-straight): it takes more than just a piece of flesh dangling
between your legs to make you good in bed. I've been with both men and women, and | can tell
you with full confidence, it's not about the gender of the person you're sleeping with. It's about
the dynamic you create together, the rhythm, the unspoken understanding, the way bodies
communicate beyond words.

Sex isn't some robotic 1,2,3-go, and we're done. It's a flow, a dance, a dialogue. A work of art. An
intimate exchange where desires collide and intertwine, where two souls meet in a language
only they can speak. And here’s the thing; no two bodies are the same. What arouses one person
might be a trigger for another. There's no universal manual for how to have sex (despite what
the internet might try to tell you). There’s just conversation, curiosity, and the courage to ask
and listen.

But here’s the catch: most of us don’t talk about what we like in bed. We weren’'t taught to.
Desire is something we're taught to feel in silence, hidden behind closed doors, wrapped in
layers of shame and judgment. Sex is sacred, yes. But that doesn’t mean it can't be playful,
experimental or-dare | say-fun. We can’t ignore that sex is one of the main pillars of a
relationship. It can either strengthen the bond or slowly unravel it. And yet, instead of speaking
plainly, we've become experts in reading between the lines. “I'm fine” can mean “let’s talk

about this later.” "That was nice” might translate to "I wasn’t exactly blown away.” But why the
cryptic codes? Why the guessing games? Sex, like any other aspect of a relationship, thrives on
communication.

Phrases like "go slower™ or “harder™, | like it when you touch me there” aren't demands; they're
invitations. It's about vulnerability, about learning to listen; not just with your ears, but with
your hands, your mouth, the arch of your back, the hitch of a breath. In the world of kinks and
fantasies, a safe word can be the bridge between trust and exploration.

It's about whispering the truth in a language that you two can understand. A little mystery can
be fun, but too much can lead to misunderstanding.

So here’s the real question: if you can talk about your dreams, your fears, and your favorite weird
food combinations, why not talk about what makes you feel good in bed? After all, isn’t sex just
another form of conversation?

Jay
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When Time Whispered to Me...
Scene: A living room in the home she
dreams of.

Soft, gentle light. Smooth jazz playing quietly
in the background.

An 18-year-old sits on a leather couch. The
room is tidy, calm.

Her eyes brim with excitement, yet behind
them, a million questions.

Suddenly, she finds herself face to face with
someone strikingly familiar:

a woman who looks just like her, but older, her
features calmer, her gaze carrying the weight
of many lived stories.

Girl (18): Who are you? And why do you look so
much like me?

Woman (38): I'm you, twenty years from now.
(smiles softly)

Girl (18): (laughs, half-mocking) Come on,
stop joking! If you're really me, prove it. Say
something no one else could know.

Woman (38): Alright.. Remember how you
used to wonder if a day would ever come when
you could feel at ease just being yourself?

And how you were terrified that maybe you'd
spend your whole life hiding parts of who you
are?

Girl (18): (stunned, silent for a moment)
Yeah.. | still feel that fear. And you? Did
anything change?

Woman (38): A lot. (smiles with quiet
certainty)

There will be times so hard you'll feel like
you've lost yourself.

But with time, you'll realize you're not alone.
You'll meet people who love you exactly as you
are, no conditions, no fear.

Nothing will come easy; it will take work, it will
take time.

Girl (18): | know the world can be brutal. | don't
want to live my life afraid of how people look
at me...

Woman (38): You're right. The world won't
always be kind.

But you will grow stronger, and soon enough,
no one's opinion will matter.

You'll discover a powerful truth: your
happiness must never depend on someone
else’'s approval.

You'll learn to love yourself, to the point where
you can say:

“This is me. If you don't like it, that's your
burden, not mine. My life has a door, and not
everyone gets to enter.”

Girl (18): (pauses, searching her face)
Does that mean... Will | be able to love whoever
| want?

Without hiding? Without fear?
Honestly, | don't even know if anyone like me
exists out there..

Woman (38): (smiles warmly) They do. More
than you can imagine.

And yes, you will be able to love, openly,
fiercely.

It may take time, and the path will never be
easy. But you will love. And your heart will be
loved back, as it deserves.

Most importantly, you'll stop believing that
you're wrong, or incomplete.

Because you are not wrong. You are not
incomplete.

You are whole exactly as you are.

It is the old beliefs that are broken, not you.

And you will find others like you, who see you,
who love you for being yourself,

not for being a shadow of what they want you
to be.

Girl (18): (lets out a long breath)
| guess the journey will be long...
But maybe, maybe I'll really be okay.

Woman (38): Not maybe. Definitely.

(The older self looks at the younger with a
tender, reassuring smile. Slowly, she begins to
fade, leaving behind the 18-year-old still sitting
on the couch; this time, for the first time,

feeling a little less afraid.)

P.H.
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Boundaries are Broken

Maria
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To My Sweet Crime
| never chose for my heart to lead me into a
labyrinth of ruin, but that is love.

| grew up behind the walls of no's: no to choice,
no to desire, no to freedom. My mother
stitched my wedding dress as | grew, her hands
threading the question she always asked me:
*What kind of prince do you dream of?" | could
never think of an answer, so they answered for
me: "A man who fears God, who has money,
who will make you his princess.”

But | never wanted a prince.

| wanted you.

Your wavy hair, your arms. If you had come to
me, | would have flown to you,

a princess who longed only for your embrace.

| rose into womanhood wrapped in dresses and
hairstyles chosen to please men. They came
knocking at our door, calculating my worth in
kitchens, in beds, in wombs. No one asked if |
wanted my body to belong to anyone at all. No
one asked if | wanted it to be mine, if | wanted
it in your hands, not theirs. No one asked if |
had the right to choose-to love with my body
the way my soul desired, not the way their
customs demanded.

Every night | dreamed of my rights as |
dreamed of you. | dreamed of hearing the
words no one had ever dared to say to me:
“This is your body. It is yours, and yours alone.”
| dreamed of a life where no one could dictate
what | wore, whom | gave myself to, when |
bore children—or whether | wanted children at
all. | dreamed of your hands not as sin, but as
the extension of my freedom to choose.

Whenever | saw you, | felt the word siege
burning across both our chests. | saw the

wars that would ignite if | dared to claim you,
if | dared to claim us. You were my greatest
secret, my most dangerous truth. | feared

my own eyes would betray me and bring you
harm. So | kept them at the edges, committing
your presence in stolen glances—because to
look at you fully felt like a crime my soul could
never atone for.

One day, my mother called out with a joy
so sharp it cut me: "He has come, the one
we've waited for! Your prince is here at last,
a handsome young man who will carry you
across the earth.”

Silence swallowed me. But in the silence, a
fragment of your stars lit up inside me and
urged me to scream: “But | don't want a
prince!”

And it was as if the heavens themselves

had quaked. Their eyes turned into fires of
judgment. My mother pulled at my hair with
the same hands that had sewn my wedding
dress, the same hands that had stitched
together her dreams of a knight for me. And
with those hands, she killed me.

With every kick, every curse of “God damn
you,” | clung to your memory. | smelled your
short silky hair, felt the warmth of your
imagined embrace against the cold floor of the
room they locked me in—for daring to love you.
| was terrified. And yet, inside me, you
remained: my greatest jewel, my sweetest sin.

| write to you now, a letter you will never
receive. | am about to meet that prince they
forced upon me, wearing the dress that—in

my truest dreams—I had hoped we would wear
together. | never wanted the prince of earth. |
once looked to the sky, to its stars, wishing you
would fall to me like soft rain.

This is an autumn letter. But in my depths, you
were always an eternal spring.

| kept you buried within me, fearing even your
tears might betray us. And now, as | walk down
the path they carved for me, | know my last
wish before my soul dies is to hold you, to lose
my body in your hands, as | always longed to,
not as they demanded.

My sweet crime... perhaps the heavens will one
day redraw us as two hearts in peace. Perhaps
the earth’s horizons will shatter and finally
learn the truth: that you lived in my heart, that
my body

was mine,

and was yours.

| love you, in spite of them.
An unsigned letter

Maha Reem
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A Jar in a Galaxy

They say it's for your safety. But safety doesn't
feel like silence. It's the weight of taboos
pressed into your skin, choices made for you,
before you knew you had any and the quiet
rebellion of saying | want, | don’t, | can, | won't.
It's about healing, not the soft kind, but the
kind that comes after breaking. | am a jar that
was never meant to be held that tightly.

-S-J
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The First Few Times
The first time | traveled,
it was for work

and | came rushing back.

The first time | felt fear,
a man stripped me down,
a gun pressed to my face.

The first time | knew hunger,
| was a child
Just because | was stubborn.

The first time | got drunk,
it was with a few friends,
and | wanted to drink more.

The second time | traveled,
again, it was for work

But there is more
That | must tell:

| was most afraid the night
He dragged me to bed.

He gripped my hands so tight,
wouldn't let go.

No one came.

No one helped.

| wasn't drunk.
| wasn't even away from home.

| don’t know why the poem ends here.

Maybe because | wanted
to drag you, too,
into a place this ugly.

Ray
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and again, | came rushing back.
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The second time | felt fear, A S gBg cyudao
it was the 4th of August,

and till this day | wake up trembling

at the sound of thunder.
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The second time | knew hunger,
| was coming home from work,
pockets empty,

the cold biting deep. 5 2ug sl o GlBuuo
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The second time | got drunk,
| stumbled home,

threw up,

and my mother brought me rosewater.
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Maria Uyl
On this land, bodies burn. Sl il G4iah yoydl 0is le
On this land, we know nothing but the Jloo Ul jue e U yoyll ode e
addiction of living with the truth that our G2 Lol gl déuds QD0 el

bodies are burning.

My Dominion
The body is a right

never to be touched without consent.
The body is a symbol

never to be shamed through sin.

My chest is crowned with hair,
my vulva is free.

The sound of no is enough

to thunder across horizons.

My flesh is a bird in flight,
never caged, never chained.
My heart is the answer

to every act of savagery.

A revolution dwells in my mind,
splitting open the sky.

The spirit of resistance

lives in my depths,

unyielding to any storm.

Your voices are shackles,

yet my solitude is a sun,

rising in rebellion S
across the skies of freedom.

My body is mine,

your words, mere mirages.

No custom touches my dominion,
no tradition violates my womb.

My body is a cloud,

drifting as it wills.

Its touch, weaves its own pleasures,
its eyelids, follow their own desires.

The world moves with my radiance,
and your earth trembles at my words.
With each step | take

a new life created.

None of your voices can break my defiance
they only fuel my fire.

For nothing can bind my body from freedom,
and nothing can turn my will from its path.

Maha Reem
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My Dear Daughter

Even if you remain nothing but an imagination,
| will write you these words, from your mother
to you, the mother who chose not to bring you
into this world. It was never a passing decision;
within me lie corridors of pain, stories my
body has borne of rejection, of coercion that
suffocated me. And after | contemplated the
truth with depth, | realized that pregnancy

is not merely a physical responsibility, but a
sacred human vow. A vow that demands a
gentler world, a wider sky, and an earth that
safeguards for you the right to live without
fear. And | fear that this world will betray
me—in denying you even the bare minimum of
safety and rights.

My dearest,

| will not speak to you with a broken voice. |
am strong. But even the strong are defeated
in a land that does not honor their wounds,

a land that never stood by me to create a
new soul. | often wonder how my body might
have changed if it had carried you. Yet what
frightens me more is knowing that this womb
would not have received the care it deserves.
Here, we are neglected. Here, we are worn
down.

Can you imagine? We hide our illnesses, cling
to your grandmother’s folk remedies instead
of medicine, because healthcare here is not a
right but a privilege, and healing demands a
foreign currency that is first spent on survival.

And marriage?

It is a distant thought, a heavy responsibility,
though [ still hear daily the chorus of "We want
to see you happy, married, settled.” But | am
already happy, my child, only not with the kind

of joy they want for me. Let them craft that joy

elsewhere, far from my mind.

| hesitated so long before writing to you,
even before you could know my touch or the
enormity of my love. How much | wish to live
sweet moments with you, but this world is
bitter, merciless.

And yet, | will not lose hope. Your mother

is strong, and | will keep following even the
faintest glimmer of light, even if it is an
illusion, believing that one day this earth will
soften. That one day there will be safety, and
awareness, enough for both of us. Enough to
know that your embrace could never be taken
from me.

| promise you, if the day ever comes when |
witness your birth, | will build you a different
world.

A world that never forces you down paths you
do not choose.

A world where you can love your body, in every
shade, in every curve, and decide for yourself
how you move, how you love, how you choose.
| will never allow anyone to shackle your spirit.
| will always be beside you, guarding your right
to love, to express, to understand.

| will teach you about yourself, as a living being.

| will speak to you about your body and how it
works, about your feelings and your thoughts,
without fear, without shame. | will tell you

about your hormones, how they shift with love,

about your body that belongs first to your
understanding before anyone else attempts to
explain it wrongly.

And | will tell you this too: your desires, your
needs, your sexuality are not sins because

you are a girl. Never let anyone convince you
that your feelings are forbidden or must be
silenced. Your body will not be a battlefield for
guilt and shame. You will never need to search
in secret for broken answers in the wrong
places. Knowledge will not be stolen from you,
| will be there to guide you gently, with clarity,
so you are never left alone before questions
with no reply.

And my sweet one, if the dream comes true,
spread your wings, embrace yourself. Hold

tight to your freedom without chains. And if a
day comes when this world finally grows safer

for you, | will be the first to hold you, my strong

one.
Even if you are never born, this letter will live.

Your mother,
Maha Reem
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D12L
Count the phalli

This is an art about fear, repression, loneliness,

not feeling accepted, forced to abide by
society’s rules.

It also shows how someone can ask for help
in sexual/reproductive health situations.
Like abortions, sexual violence...etc. then
find themselves in unsafe, unsupportive

environments. I'm expressing beauty and pain,

not finding safe & compassionate care.

D12L
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Whispers of the Body

There are moments in history when silence begins to tremble, when voices once chained in the
shadows finally dare to rise. *"Whispers of the Body" is born from such trembling, an anthology
where the forbidden, the intimate, and the deeply personal weave themselves into testimonies of
freedom.

This issue is a passageway. Step through it gently, and you will find yourself standing in a
landscape where silence finally breaks, and where every whisper becomes a roar.
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