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Dedication: - j . : - -
To AJSADOUNA. Y _—

About Intersection:

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 A]SADOUNA:

AJSADOUNA (Our Bodies) is an online magazine and collective archive that centers bodily
experiences and lived realities in Lebanon through art, storytelling, and creative expression.
Bringing together personal and intersecting narratives from marginalized communities, it
creates space for bodies, memories, and identities often excluded from dominant discourse.
Through evolving artistic and participatory approaches, A]SADOUNA documents lived
experiences while imagining community-driven and body-centered forms of transformation.

In this issue, we launched an open call to welcome contributions from individuals who wished
to participate in the magazine but had not previously had the opportunity to do so. This edition
followed a different approach from our usual workshop-based process, allowing for a wider
diversity of participants and experiences.

A jury of three members evaluated the submitted works through a scoring system designed to
anonymize applicants’ identities and ensure equal consideration for all contributors. At the same
time, the system intentionally prioritized participants with fewer opportunities and less access to
similar platforms, reflecting our commitment to equitable access and resource distribution.
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Where Memory Lives

Bodies do not forget. Inside them lies a memory
that safeguards all our experiences: our pains,
our joys, our heartbreaks, our ecstasies, our
scars, the traces of kisses, and everything

in between, and perhaps even beyond.
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The past years have been the clearest
testament to this truth, weighing
down our already burdened bodily
memory with more wars, displacement,
and Israeli threats that have shattered
every concept of safety within our
nervous systems.
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This special issue of A]SADOUNA is not
tied specifically to the latest war in
Lebanon, but rather to all experiences,
both private and public, sexual and
political, and their intersections

that generate all these intricate and
complex compositions within our bodily
memories.
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So, here is to more narratives that tell our 45 Wiodb Lol sl gl Jas (6 slao
stories in our own words; to larger and more )
encompassing spaces that carry the echo of
our experiences and perspectives; and to
writings we share and bear together.
As our friend Mihad said at the launch
of AJ[SADOUNA, bodies that carry pain

collectively heal through sharing.




Original text

| live in a woman's house.

I live in a woman'’s house

Where we sleep late and wake up early.

Where someone is always just coming home
and someone else is just about to leave.
Where coffee is made at midnight and instant
noodles are cooked at dawn.

Where we forget to close cupboards and
always run out of bobby pins.

I live in a woman'’s house.

Where we wear only shorts or only shirts.
Where someone’s smoking by the window and
someone’s baking cookies.

Where we smell nicotine and coconut from our
hair products.

Where we light scented candles to cover it all,
but it just mixes smoke and perfume, shampoo
and burnt sugar.

A scent like no other.

A woman'’s house is inevitably unlike her
mother’s.

It's messy, though clean.

Not spotless, not performative, just lived in.
Because we are rebelling, even when we're not
trying to.

Because this house doesn’t exist to impress.

It exists to host us.

Loud and uncombed and full of life and giggles.
The neighbors don't like it.

They protest when we laugh too loudly.

When we sing with Oum Kalthoum and dance
to oriental music,

because we discovered that our bodies are not
dirty things to hide.

When too many girls come in at once, they
whisper.

They watch.

Because in the structure we live in.

A woman who lives alone is suspicious.

A woman with her own keys, her own rules, her
own rhythm not guided by a man

must be a danger

A woman'’s house is intimate like no other
space.

It's lying in bed together just talking.

It's brushing someone’s hair while she cries.
It's sharing lip balm and secrets, pads and
praying mats.

It's someone handing you coffee before you
ask.

It's silence that isn't heavy.

touches that aren’t threatening,

eyes that don't judge.

It's freedom wrapped in softness.

It's safety without explanation.

It's knowing that if the world outside burns,
Someone inside will hold you.

I live in a woman'’s house.

And | wouldn't live anywhere else.

Madjeda.
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A Letter to My Body

Dear body,

| am writing to you because | finally realize that
you were never as silent as | once thought.

You were speaking in your own way. You were
holding what | could not say, storing what
slipped beyond the reach of my language.

| write to you in a time when the days have
become heavier than what we can carry.

In the past few days, | have been hearing so
many stories. Stories told in lowered voices, as
if those telling them fear that the words might
break before they arrive. Stories of sudden
fear, of homes that shook without warning,
and of hearts that learned to listen carefully to
every sound in the sky.

And | thought | was only listening.
But | was watching you change in silence.

Anxiety has been settling in my chest, in my
stomach, in the slight trembling of my hand
that no one notices. And you have been trying,
in your own way, to write what | do not dare to
say.

| realized too late that memory does not live
only in the mind. It settles in the bones, in the
joints, in the layers of the skin. Every story |
heard, every tear | did not shed, found a place
inside you. You never forgot anything, even
when | tried to keep going as if things were
passing and temporary. You remember what
we see, what we hear, and what we try to
forget.

| know that you remember.
You always remember.

And in the middle of this trembling world, |
was still fighting another battle with you, a
quieter one. The battle of image. This is how
society looks at a girl, at her body as a space of
constant evaluation. How it should be, and how
it should not be.

We grew up learning that the body must come
as close as possible to an image that, in truth,

resembles no one: to be thinner, lighter-
skinned, more “perfect.” And with every
polished image on social media, | would
sometimes look at you with a harsh eye, as
if you had done something wrong simply

because you did not look like those pictures.

Even your hair did not escape this battle.

We were told that softness is a duty, and that
femininity is measured by how invisible hair

is on the skin. We learned to apologize for its
growth, to hide it, to treat it as a mistake that
needs correcting. And | never understood
that this hair, too, is memory; that it grows
patiently, cycle after cycle, as if reminding

me of my first nature, before comparison
exhausted it. Every time | removed it out of
fear of someone’s gaze, a small voice inside me
would ask: Why am | being asked to disappear
a little in order to be accepted?

My body,

| know that your memory is not made only

of pain. You also hold moments of strength:
my standing firm despite confusion, my voice
when it did not tremble, my steps as they
entered places that were not easy. You carry
your ability to endure, to continue, and to hold
other people’s stories without falling apart.

My body,

In these days, when the sound of fear rises all
around us, | think of you more.

| think of how many times you trembled and

| did not notice, and how many times you
carried anxiety in silence while | was trying to
appear strong.

| want to learn how to be gentler with you.

To trust your signals instead of blaming you.
To understand that tightness is not weakness,
but memory passing through you.

Because you are not a passing image in a
mirror. You are the story itself.

And amid all this noise,
| know you are still trying to stay alive,
with some memories, and memory itself,

Yolita
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Original text
Aftertaste

My fingers weave through the silks of your hair
As | look into the depths of your eyes,

Two comets | can’t outrun

My hunger begins at the tongue

Fed by your velvet lips

Even though I try to resist

The taste is addictive

Your sweetness coats my mouth

Bitterness settles at the throat.

A void deep within me that grows with every
sip of you

| ravage in the crumbs

Till I'm drowning in puddles | mistook for lakes

You smile, | starve

| need more

The void is full; my stomach clenches

| need more

And you indulge

The once sweet taste burns like bile in my
mouth

My body is collapsing

| need you closer

| consume more and more

My hands are shaking

When did my tears fall so fast?

My lips are trembling

When did my knees hit the ground?

| ask for one more taste, but you're gone
| unravel

The shame and regret cloak over me like dirt
closing off on my coffin

| need to get out

| claw at my face, arms, and eyes

| rip pieces of my hair, layers of my lips

| need to purge my body from you

| push my fingers down my throat

And deeper still

-

Till my fingernails come back bloody

With the aftertaste of you

My fingers dig at my tongue, rushing to
remove every remnant of you

But the feel of brushing your lips onto mine
haunts me in my dreams

The bruises you've left are my new jewelry.
My voice is hoarse from calling after you

My ears are ringing from the echoes of silence
My stomach growls with an insatiable hunger
that no other flavour can fulfill.

My skin stings from the holes I've dug into it,
looking for any trace left of you

Come back, just once more

A taste of goodbye before you lay

me to my grave.

Rory
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Original text

Stains
You haunt me and | hate to admit it.

In my most sacred moments,

At the altar of someone else’s soul,

| see the sunlight emerging through the yellow
curtains,

Yellow curtains were the only object in sight,
The only object my eyes were able to contain.
| could not understand the stains on my skin,
| still can't understand the tarnishes on my
memory walls,

Nor can | comprehend why your pleasureful
stare still enslaves me after decades.

| lie on the mattress across the room; | breathe
the faint smell of fate bouncing off these walls.
Though I still lie here, | gulp in worry that it
will catch me again. | harbor the guilt of not
dodging it in previous encounters, but | close
my eyes in ease that the third time would be

a charmg heaven forbid the universe is still
counting.

| grew a tall child, a child choked and cuffed.
A child whose skin was once kneaded with your
imprints.

My lover’s eyes glimmer so serenely, wearing
the softest smile,

The wind carries me a scent of safe shores,
But the waves rock me harder than the thrust
of your hips.

| mutter that | need to stop,

And | shrug, I shake, and | sob.

So, they're left a worrying mess carving
through the thick wood of my door.

| grew a tall child and you grew a scrawny
figure shielded in hypocritical thobes,
matching your dad’s, the sequel to my
collection of stains.

| stand hollow under the water of my shower,
its temperature never right. your hands were
warm, his were cold; | never knew which way
to run, which fate to flee, or which terrors

to give in.
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| scrub vigorously the skin that never felt mine;
it's a mere vessel to the broken record of my
worst fears: looping, repeating, rewinding,
flashing, and circling back.

| stand in my room drenched; | perform the
nightly routine of inspection on a body | waver
to acknowledge. The fingerprints haven't
vanished, palm shapes blotchily sit on my hips,
and claw marks blemish the sight of my thighs.

Every night, the few minutes it takes me to
make my way from the shower to my room
clenching my towel, I'm soaked in prayers and
hopes that I'd look down and bid goodbye to
the skin that | had shed, that I'd stare in my

mirror and meet the body that had become

mine, and that I'd not be shunned from ever /§
feeling safe and sound.
And my hopes never fail to melt.

| crawl back into the bed I've allowed lovers to
temporarily own.

| sleep on the remains of myself.

| clutch my ribs and shorten my breaths, for it
never gets easier to live in rotten flesh.

I'm confused and nauseous; yet again, |
pretend to sleep to the sounds of your door
creaking. | pretend you're someone else, and

| pretend you don’'t haunt me. Though in the
seconds | might admit you do, | take the blade
of blame to my guts, I strip the power from
you, and | choke on my regrets.

| face the child in me and hand him a bucket
of projection. he cannot handle it, neither can
I, but as long as | can chuck him to the back of
my brain, I'll still get away with pretending, I'll
still escape the eye of the truth, I'll still dodge
the hell of discomfort, and you'll stand to
haunt.
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You'll haunt me, and I'll refuse to admit it.
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Bo3bo3 (the Bogeyman)

Suck in your stomach. Don't let it show. Yes,
like that. I'm holding you, gripping you, I'm
not going to let you slip away from me. Keep
it tight. I'm holding all your feelings for you,
and | won't let anything out. Whatever you
do, however much you fight, I'll keep sending
you messages. Be careful. Pay attention. Don't
relax. If you relax, you'll look ugly, fat, flabby,
not beautiful. If you want to relax, you can’t.
Fall in line. You need to make a huge effort.
Go ahead, try, poor thing. I've been holding
you your whole life. Here, right in the damn
middle of your body. Breathe slowly, relax. |
won't let you breathe comfortably from your
belly, only from your chest, yes... I'm not going
to let you go. Try. But I'm very strong, stronger
than you. You think you can control me with
your mind? No. Stop tiring yourself. It's either
me or you. You've spent years holding in your
feelings, your words, and your thoughts. They
won't be released so easily. Keep them tucked
away, good girl, before people mock you and
laugh at you like they used to when you were
little. Forever and ever. Don't relax. | am the
one who rules, and | am the one who moves
you however | want. | won't allow you comfort,
by your own choice or otherwise. With
medication or without medication. It won't
work. Until the end of time. Stay on alert,
because you never know what might happen.
The *Bo3bo3" will eat you.

Lara Sayegh
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A Story of a Shadow

” He was like a shadow... my father’'s shadow.

But it was not a shadow of protection. It was
a frightening shadow at times and, at other
times, a bullying, mocking one. A shadow that
would put out beautiful things before they
even happened.

This shadow entered and settled inside my
small heart, a heart too afraid to take any step,
afraid of any mistake that might come from
normal childish behavior.

| used to feel this fear take shape in my small
hands as they completed every task perfectly,
just to avoid hearing the sentence, “I'm upset
with you.” *| don’t love you anymore.”

| wish he could have heard how fast my heart
was beating when he shouted in my face. |
wish he had understood what was going on
inside the mind of a little girl whose only need
was safety.

The words "I love you™ were words | never
heard in my childhood because, to him,

love existed only in guidance, remarks, and
providing material needs, nothing more.

But his barren way of loving created nothing
but a girl who feels ashamed and confused

by any small situation or problem. A girl who
believes that staying silent about her rights is
a way of defending herself, a shield to avoid
upsetting anyone.

| used to think this was who | was, that this was
me staying on the “safe side.”

And to this day, after all these years, | still
choose the “safe side.”

F.B.
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When the Body Awakens

Imagine that there is a permanent lens
pointed at you.

Following every gesture, every breath,
even every tremor.

You know it is fixed on you, yet you spend your

whole time trying to ignore it.
It watches the smallest details of you.

Did you wear a dress? Was it long or short?
Was your neck showing? A little or a lot?
Did you smile? Did you laugh? Did you cry?

For the first time, when | was alone with myself
in a room of my own, | stayed naked in my bed
until morning.

“For the bed to know your nakedness” sounds
like a forbidden sentence.

In my home, the beds do not know me.
In my home, the lens sleeps with me under the
covers, and | do not even notice it is there.

| buy dresses. My body recognizes them only in
passing, and then they disappear into the belly
of the closet.

In my home,
even my body does not know me.

We meet by chance in front of the mirror. |
offer a greeting and receive no answer.

It looks like a strange mass,
belonging to another world.

A world where each of us belongs to the other
without any fear.

Where the eyes of the many lenses growing
over my skin close,

and a transparent fuzz begins to grow,

a fuzz made of green desire.

And it reshapes itself freely,
freely, down to the deepest depths of matter.

Ms. Meem
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Original text

Stillborn

There's a clock on the wall somewhere outside
my plane of awareness, and it ticks to my faint
heart.

They talk of me, pledge their lives to me,

and so I've been named, a name not of my
choosing. “Ready the banquets for a herald!”
they said, and | curled into a sagging clump.
| have melted and forged myself anew and
forged and melted in steam and fluid and
found no meaning in the form I've taken.

| dig in vain within my membrane but find
no visible burrow. They wait for nothing but
steam, a part of them knows; still, they wait.
Mother’s hand lingers above me; Father’s palm
lies atop hers. My mass levitates towards the

warmth of the union seared on my membrane;

| taste the fear seeping through. Fear of
tomorrow. Fear for me. Fear of me. It flows
into my mouth. | spit it out, and it comes back
through my nose.

Their hands are gone. | cry, soundless. | kick
and wrench at my cord while the forefathers
gather around my defiance, a faint pulse in
the teeth of their veiled mockery. They've
prepared for a dawn that no one can stop. But
as | swell in shape, the rancor of a thousand
dawns floats through my sustenance, through
my cord. | grow, and the rancor inside me
grows. My dawn nears, but little do they know.
And though her final caress beckons me to
wait, | break my seal. | tear myself apart,
spasming between entrails and backbone.
Behold your herald, now! Behold me and all
that | renounce! | carry no remorse for the
pain I've caused. The dawn’s drained, light is
snuffed, and there’s no place for me beyond
your warmth.

Behold your herald! My fluids are all that
remain of me. They shall trickle down the
lineage, and from my memory, your children
shall awaken. But amidst the smeared
unfolding of my serenity, you will all gaze upon
the ground as | engulf your world with sorrow.

Zena Ashkar
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When the Ghosts Danced on My Corpse
The Stillness... and buzzing.

All that can be heard here is buzzing.
And one word shaped my riddle:

a lower body without a phallus!

And one voice rose:

drag her toward the bars.

Sweat and blood on my body;

this is what | breathe.

A woman'’s wail through my opening...
this is all | know,

and with a silent cry,

| receive the bars.

A transparent veil embraces my eyes.
Where is this space?

A violent rhythm shakes me without end,
a rush of bodies, screaming,

and heat setting my body alight.

A veil over my eyes,

my senses extinguished...

and the smell of sweat and blood

fills my skin.

Where am I?

This pale skin,

how do | tear it open?

They dance, they dance upon its cells,
| feel their edges

grazing my riddle.

Where am I?

They dance, they dance,

and the blood upon my skin

plays a melody,

while the words of the mirage
wander over my chest:

“Cursed, cursed,

we were born into misery.

Cursed, cursed,

we will live in anguish.

We dance, we dance

upon the crimson one.

We dance, we dance

upon the mortal one.”

Maha Al-Reem
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/ Exile
Displacement, or the Body as

To feel absolute smallness when your body
becomes a burden walking on the earth,
wishing a black hole would swallow it, wishing
you could consume it yourself and disappear,
or retreating into a cocoon. To have your
dignity violated, or to fear telling the truth
inside the house you live in, while having no
other alternative. For your body to weigh a
thousand tons, making it impossible to move
from bed, is to feel trapped in a prison of
flesh. You look at your body in the mirror and
recognize meanings that you would never
have discovered if you had read Kafka's famous
novella "The Metamorphosis”™ under *“normal”
circumstances. For your body to become

the exile of everything: the exile of freedom,
the exile of dignity, the exile of comfort, a
pitiful mass of flesh searching for safety.
These are some of the meanings of the body’s
displacement and the abandonment of place.

How can a person escape their body? Or
become exiled within it? The attempt to get
out of it resembles peeling skin away from
flesh, or the torment of separating the soul
from the body, as the Dementors do in the
Harry Potter film series. Yet it remains pure
torment, with no purpose and no salvation,
like the agonies of death, but without death.
And "it is enough of an illness to see death as a
cure,” as Abu al-Tayyib says.

Only then do you realize how false this division
between mind and body truly is. We are
embodied creatures, and this body cannot
truly live outside the world it belongs to. To
wrench the body from its native surroundings
is, in my eyes, the gravest crime one could ever
commit. By this, | do not mean a mere organic
attachment to a place or a literal rooting to
the soil. For the spaces that cradle our bodies
and our daily movements are far more than
mere geographical coordinates; they are
realms with which we weave intimate, intricate
relationships, sculpted by time and enriched
by experience. In these spaces, our destinies
entwine with the objects and the other bodies
that share the textures of our daily existence,

be it a home, a village, or a city, until their very

presence becomes woven into the fabric of our

world. Migration may open a door to freedom,
offering the chance to cultivate a healthier
bond with new horizons. Yet, when exile is
forced, the new place becomes nothing less
than an unendurable prison.

Now | have discovered that estrangement
from place is equal to estrangement from

the body. What, | wonder, is the secret behind
this phenomenon? What is the relationship
between the two? | have always been wary of
romanticizing places. | have lived my whole life
in the city and consider myself cosmopolitan.
But this has nothing to do with that. Kant was
the father of cosmopolitanism, yet he never
once left his city, Konigsberg. Perhaps the land
does not matter to me as much as the house
does; the objects whose presence | have grown
used to finding comfort in the corners that
bring reassurance to me, the streets | long to
walk through, and the shops and cafés | used
to frequent. | almost suffocate, were it not

for the fact that | go down to Beirut every
week and see some friends, recharging a little
energy to get through the rest of the bleak
days of the week.

| fear that my body will become a number
in the news bulletins and the whirlpool of
propaganda, just as | fear it will turn into a
mass of flesh that | carry and that carries
me while we flee. | fear hating my body and
despising my existence. Who truly owns
our bodies? The war machine? Society? The
Islamists? The market? God? In war, you
realize just how much your body is, in fact, a

political body, an object of control, domination,
knowledge, ideology, and every game of power.

Conflicting desires wash over me: a desire to
revolt and a desire simply to be left alone.
Perhaps, if there is any reason that drives me
toward revolt, it is this: to be left alone, to live
in peace a monotonous and boring life with a
cat or a small dog and a few friends, without
having to think about all this nonsense.

Ali Farrokhzadeh
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Original text

Reconnecting with my VENUS!

A girl molded to live in the boys’ ways,
Coexisting with her dysphoric VENUS

every day.

She didn't want to stand up while peeing
Horrified, she sits down trying to hide what
she’s seeing.

A fat kid bullied for their weight, she started to
eat her feelings.

Mocking her femininity they always shouted,
*Should've been born a girl”,

Deep down she smiled; it should've been a
shame.

But she felt seen, and her life started to have
meaning.

Mirrors were her deepest fears, nightmares
hunting her while awake.

A reflection that deceived her soul, a girl with a
Venus, not a boy.

Her essence looks so thin, but she was
overweight.

Gosh, she was such a fakel

A teenaged girl haunted by what'’s slithering.
Morning woods, at random times, when turned
on, it was happening.

She couldn’t control her VENUS; it had a mind
of its own.

Disconnected, no pleasure, she couldn’t
orgasm nor moan.

A young adult still not portraying her identity,
fearing her family, the stigma, the system &
society.

Her VENUS couldn’t hop on duty, filling her
with performance anxiety.

Inside of her cocoon, she metamorphosed into
womanhood, bending the edges of her reality.
Such a major surgery was not an option, her
phallus still rising through her gravity.

She bloomed, stigmatized, always compared to
her peers.

Sculpted herself with lots of restraint, she
ignored what she heard.

Abused many times and in many ways because
of what she represents with her VENUS.

A glass, a pour, a bottle were her sanctuary.

A ritual full of regrets and misery.

Burnt out, she lost her health but never lost
herself, so shameless!

A proud woman she became, a role model
loved and appreciated.

Reminded that what she had all along should
be cherished, not hated.

With a supportive circle and loving partners,
she accepted what was heinous.

A woman, always a woman, always will be; now
I'm accepting my Penis.

I'm Reconnecting with my VENUS!
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Original text
My Pain and |

My world turned upside down two years ago.
What | thought my life was going to look

like for the next ten years, at the time, was
uprooted so aggressively that it feels like | still
haven't recovered.

Multiple plane rides and a harrowing three-day
journey. That is how long it took to get to a
destination | thought | was going to call home,
away from the home | despised and still do.

My dream, though, ended three weeks after it
started.

| still remember the initial shock that
traumatic event had on my body. The hotter-
than-fire pain burning down my spine, sending
my knees to the floor and making my eyes
water, all the while uprooting any hope | had
for a better future, whatever that meant for
me at the time.

| still remember how intense that pain was,
how crippling, literally.

All kinds of tests were run, and all kinds
of doctors were consulted. The diagnosis
remained inconclusive.

For 402 days.
FOUR HUNDRED AND TWO dawns and sunsets.

That is how long it took the medical corps to
tell me that my chronic pain is a condition
called fibromyalgia.

Ever since, a cocktail of antipsychotics, mood
stabilizers, and antidepressants has failed

to make the pain go away completely. My
therapist keeps saying that “It's 2026, and no
one should be in that much pain.” A part of my
rational brain agrees. My body seems to have a
different opinion, though.

| still, to this day, wake up in tears, from
the physical pain, yes, but also from the
psychological one, knowing that every single

time | will face a microaggression because

of my name, my identity, my visible gender
expression, or my sexual orientation, my body
will remember the pain. It will remind me that
no matter how effective the treatment, no
matter how deep the meditation, how strong
the commitment, or how commendable the
discipline, my bones will always remember.
They will never miss an opportunity to send
tiny, excruciating reminders of how physically
painstaking being different is.

Making peace with my condition. That is
the goal, one that is becoming more of an
unrealistic dream with each passing day.

There was a time | thought my fibro and | had
become one.

Yet | now realize that separate we shall
remain... until one of us gives up? Perhaps. The
jury’s still out on this one.

For the time being,

we seem to be two entities trying to co-exist,
just like me and that bully at the office whom
| hate with a passion, the two of us having

to share the same space daily, despite how
painful it is for both of us.
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Original text

The Pleasure and the Agony"’s All Mine

He knew it wasn't right. He knew many things
weren't right, but they were all he'd ever
known. He'd been lauded for his appearance
from a young age, expectations imposed on
him from the moment he came out of the
womb. His brother wished for a sister; his
father, a beautiful baby girl to parade around;
his mother, a perfectly happy and healthy
child and, later on down the line, a companion.
Suffice to say, only one of them got what they
wanted. Maybe he didn’t know it wasn't right.
How could he? He'd received compliments

for as long as he could remember, a fact that
he'd only recently realized. He had been the
youngest in the family for years, and that was
where his value lay.

It made him feel special. Desired even. Only
a child, and already he had no reason to fear
rejection. He was loved and wanted.

This much was clear when his mother
continued to sleep beside him as he turned
12, whenever his father came to visit only
him despite the cracks starting to form in-
their family unit. His brother had turned
into a bitter teenager and discarded him like
a doll he’d grown tired of, but life was bliss
otherwise. Occasionally, his mother felt the
need to discipline him, but he had grown
accustomed to it. With her arms wrapped *
around him, any movement would

be prohibited in bed. He had to be a good
boy to be treated like one. And he was
treated like one.

@

He was in his early teens, at a point where

he was supposed to grow, both literally

and metaphorically. But he no longer had

the support system for that. Keeping up
appearances wasn't as easy as having them in
the first place. His father was off in his world,
and so was his mother. She had little care for
molding him into a woman. It wasn't like she'd
stopped taking care of him altogether; she was
still there, unlike his father, to shower him with
affections if nothing else. Drinking had made
her quite handsy.

The first time he was physically intimate with a
woman, now an adult, he'd gotten the urge to
vomit. He didn’t speak to her for months after.

Despite all of this, he's grown up to be a
relatively affectionate person. Wrapped up in
someone else’s arms is the most vulnerable
state he could find himself in, something he's
only recently started to allow himself to linger
in. Like a wound that’s gone untreated for
decades, only when it's begun to heal has the
urge to pick at it become impossible to resist.

Rayyan
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Original text

Ashamed

| think | internalized cis women'’s bodily and
sexual shame. | remember seeing a video of

a trans woman explaining that she feels no
shame in being sexual or showing her body
because she wasn't socialized to do so. But |
do. | feel all of it. | don't remember when | did.
My body did, though.

It did so each time it felt shame about
reaching out to those it was attracted to. It
did after every orgasm: sitting in silence in a
dark room, naked, sweaty, feeling as guilty as a
murderer.

What did | kill? Maybe what's left of my
innocence.

My post-orgasm shame is so prominent.
Shame that can build a nation or destroy it.
Not sure why.

| want to hide my body. | want to hide it

with oversized clothes. | don’t want to show
anything. | feel the most beautiful in dresses
but the most comfortable in cargo pants and
sweaters that hide my figure. | feel the most
beautiful in skin-showing clothes, yet | always
go back to my pants and sweater.

After having reached climax, the sexual passion
covering my brain wears off, and what stays is
shame.

| sit in shame after it, processing what | just
did.

| wish | looked like a Renaissance painting of a
woman touching herself.

| never felt at home in my body or like it wasn’t
a tool of control or an object of criticism.
When | looked in the mirror, | wouldn't only see
myself; | would see many eyes looking at me,
staring, judging. Though | still felt beautiful...
at times. | didn’t have many insecurities, not
because | was filled with confidence, but more
so because | didn't perceive myself.

When | started my medical transition, | finally
started caring about how | looked, and all

of these insecurities popped up. Instead of
starting to see the beauty in myself, | started
to see the ugly in me. It was as if all the
feminine in me had disappeared; it had all
turned into masculinity.

IR
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As if all the beauty had disappeared, and the
ugliness appeared.

| was lost. | thought the beginning would be
magical and full of light and beauty, but | hid
all the mirrors, covered them up as if | had
turned into a beast when | was supposed to
become the beauty.

The lens of the microscope that my body is

under widened. Each inch of me was analyzed.

That's the case for all trans people; we're
always under inspection, observation, and
criticism.

My body wasn't mine anymore... it never was
anyway. But it will be. | will take control of it.
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Original text

Under my Shirt
Under my shirt
Under my shirt is my skin
Under my skin is my heart
Under my heart is my family,
who never stop talking to me
about my heart.

Under my heart is nursing, the
nursing that has ruined my back
The nursing | chose but that did not
choose me.

Under my heart is "kebbe blaban’,
the warm creaminess | believe can fix
any bad day.

Under my heart are my friends and the
made-up dialect we share that everyone else
thinks is weird.

Under my heart is my car Casper, the mighty
white Mercedes that is home to infinite
memories. "Amrar btenhar, bas men7ebba”.

Under my heart is my Nintendo Switch, and my
own little Mario fighting to conquer his silly
little quests.

Under my heart is my partner whose scent |
wear for comfort,

Whose voice | have on repeat in my head,
Saying | love you, and everything’s going to be
okay.

Under my heart is my sock collection, and the
soft cotton reminding me not to take myself
too seriously.

Under my heart is Van Gogh’s Starry Night and
the shades of blue that paint all my screens

and all my walls.

Under my heart is the Land. She takes up most
of the space.

K.A.
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Original text

| come from clouds ;
| come from clouds shattered by warplanes
And planes shattered by clouds

By a slight light between sunrise and a bomb
You see? | need to tell you about my travels
About a land you were never on

And times that were never gone

| need to tell you

Because i live in the aftertaste of smoke

And as i watch other kids emerging from dust
| hope the world sees them better than it saw
me

| hope i awake the false claims of rest

As my doctor tells me "Breathe, breathe...

It will soon end”

You see?

| need to bend

And make the world bend with me

| wouldn't listen to the official report

I'd listen to the refraction of light

Between your tears and mine.

pascale ghazaly
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Love from Afar

| am Ali, and it was from the darkness of
Syria's dungeons in 2016 that my story first
unfolded. In that year, and for the first time

in my life, the cold walls of a government
detention center bound my freedom, plunging
me into two months of sheer misery, before
fate decreed my transfer to the judiciary of
Hama. There, in the holding cell, where the
squandered youth of eighteen- and nineteen-
year-olds blurred together, my eyes met his;

a boy from my city, Homs. He was a year
younger than me, dark-featured, radiant with a
natural grace and spontaneity.

Day by day, our bond deepened until we found
ourselves sharing the heavy weight of time
and sorrow, falling asleep on a single narrow
bed that gathered the scattered fragments of
our souls. | felt a strange, profound attraction
drawing me toward him, and in the purity of
his heart, he never turned down a request of
mine, as though our souls had found, within
that suffocating confinement, a vast expanse
for love.

When the time came for me to depart before
him, the crushing weight of farewell cast

its shadow over us, and | left him my phone
number as our sole remaining thread of
connection. Yet, the ties of affection never
snapped; his voice would reach me through the

prison phone, carrying a steadfast promise of
reunion. And indeed, only a few weeks passed
before he, too, tasted freedom and knocked at
my door. Our raw, honest emotions overflowed
as we confessed to one another what our
hearts had been harboring, launching us into

a powerful relationship that the passing days
only made more unshakeable.

But the war, which is a master at tearing
hearts apart, soon scattered our steps. He

and his family were displaced to the north,
crossed the borders into Turkey, and from
there, he sailed across the seas in pursuit of his
dreams, finally settling in Britain. Meanwhile,
my journey reached its end as a refugee in
Lebanon.

Today, after all these years, screens remain
our only window. We trade laughter and tears
across the camera, with thousands of miles
and oceans of longing stretching between us.
Yet, our hearts remain content, holding onto
the belief that love, in all its simplicity, is the
only force the war could never defeat.

MR “ALI"
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Where Memory Lives

Bodies do not forget. Inside them lies a memory that safeguards all our experiences: our
pains, our joys, our heartbreaks, our ecstasies, our scars, the traces of kisses, and everything in
between, and perhaps even beyond.

Here is to more narratives that tell our stories in our own words; to larger and more
encompassing spaces that carry the echo of our experiences and perspectives; and to writings
we share and bear together. As our friend Mihad said at the launch of AJSADOUNA, bodies that
carry pain collectively heal through sharing.
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