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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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The Art of Disobedience

In the art of disobedience, rebellion does not scream, it breathes.

It trembles beneath the skin, hums in the scar, dances through every "no” uttered against
the noise of the world.

This issue of Ajsadouna is not a revolt of fists, but of bodies; bodies that have been silenced,
violated, tamed, and yet, somehow, still choose to create, to desire, to teach, to heal. Here,
disobedience is not destruction; it is re-creation. It is the art of reclaiming what was taken,
the choreography of saying no and yes in the same breath.

Across these pages, rebellion wears many faces:

a body that refuses to forget the crime carved into its flesh;

a woman who finds love again after silence;

a soldier haunted by the echoes of inherited power;

a body that re-negotiates its bloodline, that teaches itself new lessons in pleasure, consent,
and in being.

Every piece gathered here resists in its own language.

Some whisper. Some break. Some mend.

Together, they compose a symphony of defiance of flesh that no longer asks for permission
to exist, to feel, to narrate.

Rebellion, here, is not an act against the world, it is an act of returning to oneself.
To the body as home.

To the wound as wisdom.

To the self as art.

Welcome to The Art of Disobedience,
where every word breathes fire,
and everybody learns again how to be free.
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| lost my body

His fingernails imprinted on my
shoulders like boulders

his chest molded onto mine

All'l can do is observe my time.
Time is heavy and it doesn't move
He is ruthless, there's a lot he needs to prove
Through his grip marks on my neck
That | am nothing but a wreck

And even my breath isn’t fine

My words are out of line

Blame it on the wine.

Am | the victim of a crime?

I'm the victim of a crime.

And my body

Isn't mine.

| trace the lines on my ribs only to

find him again

Standing in the way between me and myself
When I'm just trying to begin again.

And my skin healed all his bruises

But my mind can't forget -

| lost my body

In the blink of an eye

But let me tell you,

My hands fight and my hands fought

My lips said no without a second thought.
My voice is low and soft, but my pen wrote,
And my no's are still currents rushing down
my throat.

My skin forgets,

but for now it's decorated with scars

Jiggly brown patchy loose

All of it, my very own art.

It loves to dance and so do |

And even if my skin forgets the violence,
why should I?

In the name of my body, | let my anger
complain,

My body is mine to lose and mine to reclaim.
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Places | can’t escape

| still feel you in my ribs,

When | touch what used to be your favorite
place on my body

| feel where your name is still carved into

my flesh.

the way your hands fit in the spaces between
my skin and bone,

how your breath hung in my neck like
something | couldn’t shake.

The thought of the palms of my hands
containing your face

Before | reach to your lips

And my fluttering stomach

That still remembers the way you kissed
my back,

the weight of your body pressed over mine
grounds me too well, and | feel too rooted
to leave

till this day.

The warmth of your familiar touch is a ghost
| can’t shake loose

And my hands

hurt with the absence of you

and still reach for your brittle fingers

that only knew how to point at my wounds.

We made music together,

With melodies not even a disaster would help
me erase.

My heart beats out the old rhythm,

and no matter how much | run,

| can’t outrun you

You've left yourself in every inch of me.
And every now and then, | feel a trace
of your body in the air around me,
pulling me back

to places | can’t escape.
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The first time | let myself love: Part 2

For the first time, | had connected with someone so effortlessly. The chase was slow and
uncertain, but | found beauty in words unsaid, in the quiet glances of his piercing green eyes
whose gaze | could never hold long enough. | found beauty in his hands that have only been
gentle and guided my waist when we danced, and in his fingers that rolled me cigarettes
randomly throughout the night, just in case | wanted one, so mine can rest. | found beauty in

the way he threw his head back laughing, too loud for my quiet nature, yet | loved it all the same.

Laughter like an invitation to stay a little longer, to exist in the warmth of his joy.

| was troubled by the idea of starting over, but | couldn’t stop tossing and turning in my sleep
thinking of the way he kissed me and swayed with me like we knew the rhythm of the songs by
heart. The chase was slow and uncertain, but now, we're finally here.

| arrive to the restaurant and watch as the lightly dimmed soft red-orange lights caressing every
inanimate object that would have otherwise looked mundane, like a lover’s lingering touch, so
sweetly. The ambiance and my nervousness reminded me of my favorite film, In the Mood for
Love by Wong Kar Wai. The warm hues stirred something in me, a recognition of something
fundamental within me that | set aside.

| remember the way love once made me weightless, before | lost my voice, before | felt fractured
and dismembered. But in this moment, | feel it again. Just a whiff of something possible. That
today, | can let myself want.

He pulls out the chair for me and hands me a crumbled up, strangely shaped tissue paper.
| didn't ask, I just looked at him with curiously.

He says, “you told me you wanted to take it slow. | wanted to bring you a rose, but | thought it
might be too soon for you, so | made you this rose out of tissue paper instead.”

On the surface, | laughed and told him this was the sweetest thing. Inside, every frame | saw him
in that night was a love poem etched in my memory. The way the candlelight caressed his face,
the way his fingers fidgeted a bit as he waited for my reaction, and every other moment felt
suspended in time. AlImost too tender to be real.

| traced the edges of the fragile paper rose he had folded for me. | wondered if love was meant
to feel like this. Less like a plea for being held, and more like a quiet offering, like something
carefully made instead of given hastily. Something that asks my permission, does not demand,

patiently waits, and allows me to decide how close | want to be.

| wanted to tell him then how much this meant. But instead, | just smiled, tucked the rose into
my bag and kept it close as if it would slow the passing of the night.

Exactly a year later, | walked beside him from our house to this same place. We walked arm
in arm through the comfort of everything we had built in a year.

This time, | came prepared.

With a smile that only he would understand, | reached into my purse and pulled out a single
flower. Real and alive.

| placed it in his hand. We don’t need to take it slow anymore.
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Isabelle Julpl
Puzzles to my Pieces

This collage is based on self love and how our
pieces (even broken ones) make sense to us.
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The first time | let myself love: Part 1
It was the first time | let myself love. | showed up with a rose on Valentine's Day. | felt a sense of
pride for loving the way | want to, regardless of expectations. It showed me who | am, a person
who loves with no boundaries.

| carefully picked up the rose | wanted to gift him in the store and took it to the counter.

He was in my thoughts all the time, and | felt knots in my stomach as if | was proposing to him,
hoping he would say yes. My heart was full. It is such a privilege to love so comfortably with my
own permission. | let myself love him in moments when love was neither asked nor promised.
But | still let myself. | loved him. And | loved loving him.

| carried the rose with a smile and handed it to him. He held it for a moment, then placed it
on the table — as if it had thorns. | knew it didn’t.

He looked at me like this shouldn't have happened, but still said thank you, laughing it
off as he set it aside. He told me | should take it home, that | shouldn’t have bought it.
A waste of money, he said.

For a fleeting moment, the knot in my stomach tightened. But just as quickly as it came, it
passed. Gently, | picked the rose from the table. In my palms was the quiet weight of something
that once bloomed. | counted its petals. | named it. | sat with it. And | watched it wither.

| had always left my door unlocked hoping he would come in and stay. | made my world beautiful
so he would want to belong in it. But he only ever visited and left. And in the quiet mornings that
followed, little pieces of me slipped away through the cracks of the door | had left open for him.

Love does not ask to be returned, and for a while, my body accepted a love that was not
reciprocated. With the years, it could not carry this love on its own. A love that throbs in pain,
begs, suffocates you, and turns sour. A love that collects crucial missing pieces of you until you
don’t recognize yourself. | realized | could no longer be free.

The rose passed in my palms, and | took it to its grave.

But it's alright. All | know is for the first time, | let myself love. And the second time | let myself
love, | was loved back, freely and intensely.
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Syllabus for the Unspoken

The body steps to the front of the classroom,
chalk in hand, spine straight,

clears its throat against years of silence.

Lesson One: Anatomy Without Shame
This is the skin you live in.

Touch it. Name it.

Not in whispers or playground slurs,
but in the language of belonging.

Hold your hands to the light.
Feel the weight of your own existence.
There is nothing shameful in having form,

in muscle and marrow, in softness and stretch.

Here, we do not call it imperfection.
Here, we call it home.

Lesson Two: Blood & Myth

They told you it was dirty,

a thing to hide, to bear quietly.

They handed you whispered warnings,
taught you to tuck yourself away,

as if the tides in your body

were something to be ashamed of.

But this is not punishment.

This is not curse.

This is the moon marking time in your bones,
the ancient rhythm of creation and release.
You are not unclean.

You are a tidepool of history,

carrying the echoes of every body before yours
that once bled in secret.

Lesson Three: Pleasure as Birthright
You were taught how to say ‘no,
but never that ‘yes’ belongs to you, too.

Desire was always framed in warnings,

as something to guard against,

as something stolen, never claimed.

But what of the nights when your body sings
soft and slow beneath your own hands?
What of the moments when your skin
craves the warmth of another

without fear, without debt?

Here, we unlearn the silence.
Here, we say: this is mine, and | choose it.

Lesson Four: The Unwritten Chapters
Where were the lessons on bodies like yours?
Where were the names for what you are,
what you have always been?

Some of us spent years searching,
collecting scraps of recognition,

piecing together an identity from footnotes
and half-spoken truths.

But here, we rewrite the textbook.

We carve our names into the margins,
expand the glossary,

redraw the diagrams to make space
for what was left out.

The body closes the book,

sets down the chalk.

Looks around the room and asks -
*Now, what will you teach me?”

Stephanie Nasr
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The Bloodline Negotiates

Each month, the contract is redrawn.
Signed in blood, sealed in silence,

a parchment folded between muscle

and moonlight.

The ink, thick with memory,

stretches back beyond my own body,

past the bodies that bore me, past the ones
that bore them.

| am written into this story before | even begin.

A chapter in a book | did not choose,

a passage passed down in whispers,

in the clench of my mother’s jaw,

in the way my grandmother pressed a warm
cloth to her belly

without ever speaking of the ache.

The crone in my marrow hums the old verses,
a prophecy stitched into lining,

a lineage of voices tangled in tissue.

They speak in rhythms older than language,

a tongue made of tides and time.

They tell me of the ones who came before -
those who birthed, those who bled, those who
buried their pain

under houses they built with hands calloused
by sacrifice.

On ovulation’s altar, the body becomes

a shrine,

arms wide, waiting, worshiping

the possibility of continuation.

Cells waltz, fevered with promise,

but time is fickle, and so is fate.
Somewhere, an ancestor holds her breath,
watching to see if this is the month

her name is rewritten into flesh.

Then comes the reckoning -

an elegy sung in clots and cramps,

the old walls collapse, a river undoing history.
The women before me gather in the
bloodstream,

kneeling at the threshold of release.

They murmur prayers into my pelvis,

press their hands to my back,

remind me that this is not loss, only renewal.

| sit in the ruins, palms open to the past,

asking the ghosts what they wanted of me.

Did they mourn their own undoing,
or did they welcome the shedding,
knowing the cycle would always return?

They leave no answers.

Only the contract.

Only the cycle.

Only the waiting to begin again.

Stephanie Nasr
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The In-between

Elevator door slides open,

and | step into the smell of antiseptic air,

cold, sterile, waiting.

The clock ticks -

tick, tick, tick -

like it knows something | don’'t

like it's counting down to the before and after.

| sit

ghosts in chairs,

shadows in a room too small for the weight
in the moment

| pressed my teeth into the inside of my lip,
taste copper,

feel the dryness of my palms,

January’s chill setting into my skin like

a warning

dripping in pity, soaking in something
unnamed,

a future | didn’t ask for,

a roadmap | never studied

“you'll be fine”

b L0l ~

Jb oy o 13] g

wasn't the question | needed answers for;
fine isn’t the process, the pain, the change,

fine isn’'t what happens when the mirrors stop:

showing me myself.

| should have asked -

How long?

What now?

Who will | be when this is over?
| should have yelled

at the doctor

at the room

at the clock, still ticking -

like it didn't just witness my world collapse;
but | just sat there,

silent, still, swallowing it whole

until | walked out -

laughter

hysterical, ugly, raw

a laughter that cracked open into panic,
that filled my lungs like drowning,

that said what my words could never.

Because when the world shifts beneath you,
when the air is stolen from your chest,

when the room where they told you is behind you

what is left
but to break?

Stephanie Nasr
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Isabelle and Andrew

Break the mold

*But | was never made to be passed down like
tradition.”

This piece is about choice.

About saying no to the voices that say you have none.

It's about refusing to be softened for the sake
of acceptance.

It's about the cracks that form when you finally say:
I'll shape myself. I'll write my own fate.
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conversation between teenage me (18)
and future self (36)
Big SFX project in Hollywood

T: Don’t let me start, don’t take it, manic adda,
ma ha yozbat, w ha yedhako aalayke...

F:STOP ! Chtaghalet stir aa hale, kam marra
bade elik ene seret her hada, mabaZ2 tel3abile b
3alle.

T: men wen la wen her hada, mberih kente
a3de 3am tebke 3am tkazbe 3a halik, you're
still the same

F: ma khass! Maba?2 tjibile hal sire, min allik eza
tghayaret ya3ne maba2 fite ebke w hess, bass
ente bet khafe ktir.

T:Akid bade khan, ente bt2na3e halik bas mesh
mazboot

F:vanessa, ok, mesh ha 3assib 3alayke, laen
t3alamet eno hal shi ma b fid, fissile men chu
khayfe?

T:Mabade elik
F: oulilelEnte bta3rfe fina n2oul kel chi la
ba3ed...

T:Eza naja’te ha teterkine, ana 3arfe ha
tensine...
F:leh 3am tekke hek

T:Ha tensine!l Rah tire her ensen ha tense asena
w tense nahna men wen neyin
F:Sad2ine ma b sir lek

T:mbala, kam marra b hal snin asitine. Tense
kif kente w ta3mle halik her ensen ka2anik ma
bta3rfine

F: mesh mazbout

T:Tab leh ma bet khabre el 3alam 3anne, leh
3atoul bta3mle halik ka2ene mesh mawjoude,
bteste7e five.. w b7ess 3alayke

F: mesh bestehe fike, bass..

T:Bass shu? Shefte enik nessya asslik.Kel

ma tenja’Ze bel 7ayet btensine w tense ene
mawjou3a...

F:bas ana 3am ba3moul Haida el shi la
tnaynetna,w bas enja7, ya3ne ente 3am tenja’e
kamen

T: tab w el mom?
F:yi 3laynal Shu khass hala2

T: karate hayetik la emit, ma tfakre bel najeh.
Eza btenja’e, btensheghle e eza btensheghle,
ha teb3ade 3anna

F:Vanessa KHALAS! Mafike kel ma tshufine
m2al3a, teje tnikile rassel!

T:AH! 3AM tssibile kamen?
F: Sorry bas 3assabtine, ma azide

T:Tab shu 7a taamle? Ha tekhde el projet?
F:Eh. W trust me, ente ha tkoone mabsouta
kamen..

T: w eza asitine
F: mesh 7a ensile, kel shi 3am ba3mlo kermelik
w bira ha tshufe

T:w el mama?
F:el mama ma3na! Eza ba3adet 3anna shwey w
ha2a2et hale mesh ya3ne nsita

T: tab...
F:meshe | hal?

T:mesh stir..
F: trust the process,ba3den ente ma3e w ana

ba3rf kid ehmike

T: ba3dik bet hebine?
F:ktir

T:ana kamen bhebik...
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The Siege of the Body (original piece)
War does not leave.

It nests in the softest parts of us,

spools itself around our ribs,

settles heavy in the pelvis, the throat,

the trembling hands.

It is months later, but our bodies still move
like September,

still flinch at the sky’s sudden noise,

still brace for the rupture before it comes.

We wake with clenched jaws, shoulders curled
inward,

our spines molded to the shape of waiting.
Sleep is an uneasy truce,

where even in the silence, the body keeps score -
palms damp, breath shallow, heart pounding
like distant artillery.

We have learned to ration breath like water,
to measure safety in seconds, in silence,

to chart the body’s survival like a map

of destruction.

War rewires us -

hunger mistaken for nausea, touch mistaken
for harm,

the body bracing against its own nature.

Our hands forget softness,

fingers twitch as if still reaching for something lost.
Desire turns to dust beneath the weight of vigilance.

Love, once reckless, now moves cautiously,
threading through the wreckage of what was
once unguarded.

Fingertips hesitate, not out of shyness,

but from muscle memory of loss.

We do not reach for each other the same way
anymore.

There are things we do not say aloud -

that a kiss can taste like fear;

that warmth can feel like an ambush;

that the body, once a home, now feels like
occupied land.

We carry war in our hips, in our mouths -

hips that tense at sudden footsteps behind us,
that forget the rhythm of desire,

learn instead the mechanics of escape.
Mouths that no longer open easily,

that forget how to ask for what they need,
how to moan, how to laugh without apology.
Teeth clenched, tongue pressed flat,

as if even pleasure must be held hostage.

We carry war in the way we shrink -

shoulders folding inward like closing doors,
chests collapsed to protect the heart from the
next collapse.

We walk quickly, quietly,

not out of urgency,

but because stillness now feels like a target.

We carry war in how we vanish -

how we disappear into ourselves mid-sentence,

how we silence our own alarms,

how we dress in layers thick enough to blur
the shape of us,

how we make ourselves small in rooms too
loud with power.

We scan every space like it's a battlefield -
eyes darting to doorframes,

to open windows,

to shadows that don't belong.

Even joy, if it comes, is met with suspicion -
the question always echoing:

how long before it's taken?

They will call this resilience.

As if turning numb is victory,

as if fear is just another way to adapt.

But war does not just take land or lives -

it takes the body first,

teaches it to cower, to close, to forget

that it was ever meant for more than survival.

And still, somewhere beneath the wreckage
of flesh,

a pulse fights against the siege.

A body, despite everything,

aching to be more than its wounds.

Stephanie Nasr
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Dearest Body Ulgol pc CJ-D{’UJ-O-LLU. LUg0

Today-and every day-I| will confess and tell you, g2 Wig|
my news wrapped in love, in devotion to you. s L2

Jgd o

Our love exists in every atom of our space, w9 - ! u_wg

our love exists in every moment of our time. CLQJg T

Our union began in our being, in our play. .
esell Juog

Our merging is existential-transcending
nonexistence.

Our merging is creation in our emptiness, in
our beyond-distance.

Our beyond-distance we sketched together,
in an art that remains unpainted.

Our story, our conversations, our lifetimes—
melted together in the crucible of being and
non-being.

Our harmony plays through instruments, ;
hums within ears.

Our music needs no tools,
for we are the instruments.
We are the love.

We are the symphony.

With love, with endurance,
my embodiment.

Wissal Al Araj
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“Sir, Sir!”

The voice pierces through my daze.

| hadn't realized the soldier was calling me,
| was drowning in my own thoughts.

In an hour, the shift will end,

and I'll be freed from these four walls,
only to move into another prison,

its walls made of oil-stained khaki, brown,
and green.

| chose to become an officer,
not out of passion, but out of necessity..

Every night..
the real performance is at night.

*Coming back from behind the cows! If your
work during the day was like your work at
night, we wouldn't be starving. | married

a woman, not a man.”

Words that became familiar to me,
echoing daily from my mother,

spoken in anger and resentment
during endless fights with her partner.

A house of a salon, a kitchen, two bathrooms,
and three rooms:

A bedroom for my parents—

my mother resting in her dreams alone.

The salon, my father’s space:

“He eats, he drinks, he sleeps wherever he sits,
that's what he's good for,”

as my mother says.

Another bedroom for my sisters:

“They can’t undress in front of each other. Let
him sleep with his brother, maybe he'll learn to
be a man.”

In that single word—man-she meant the
rightful heirs,

the carriers of the family name who would
secure continuity.

My brother and I.

What she didn't know
was that with that sentence
she handed me over to pain, to silence, to secrecy.

Every night, as | take off my military boots,
while my parents’ fights fill the house,

| wonder: | shed my military uniform-—

but can | escape the yellow giant

that haunts me in my own four-walled room?

Yellow is no stranger.

He is the eldest son,

the spoiled boy who wore manhood
the way a soldier wears his uniform,
believing "authority” is a natural right,
unquestioned.

He is the one who recited the verses of
religion, but forgot-—

forgot his own assault,

forgot while everyone else stayed silent.

My mother would say: "He's the only man in
this family.”

All 'l could see in him

was the firstborn who inherited from our society
all its patriarchal values,

that made him see himself as a master,
unquestioned.

The son who thought his opinion was the
absolute truth.

The son who kept reproducing the same toxic
patterns

our society suffered from for generations,

without ever trying to change or challenge them.

He is that yellow giant—
the one who violated.

| was nine. And | grew.

But the pain grew faster.

And with it, the questions with no answers.
Secretly, the wounds grew with me.

*Sir, Sirl”

The voice pierces through my daze.

| hadn’t realized the soldier was calling me,
lost again in my thoughts.

In an hour, the shift will end,

I'll be freed from these four walls,
only to take off my military uniform
in the four walls of my bedroom.
Wissal
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Ray

Swimming Towards Dystopia

This digital artwork portrays how men exploit
their political power and privilege under the
illusion of a patriarchal construct. It reflects
how such abuse drives the world closer to
dystopia — consuming and burning our bodies

in pursuit of endless accumulation and control.
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H.K. And Andrew

Not Broken

This piece explores the disconnect between
societal ideals of intimacy and the lived
experiences of people who exist outside
the romantic and sexual norm (especially
aromantic and asexual people).

Often seen as robotic or incomplete, Aro
and Ace folks tend to be left out from
conversations about connection and care
frequently.

Still Human questions the notion that love and
connection must adhere to a predetermined
script by exposing a heart inside a machine.
The outstretched hands represent the
strength required to mend one’s truth as well
as the pressure to fit in.

This is a body. This is a person. Still human, just
differently wired.
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An Extra Blessing

As a child, | tried to understand the phrase | often heard: "A complete creation, an extra
blessing.”

| looked at myself and reflected: Beautiful! | have two hands and two legs, each with five
fingers! My nose is straight, no crookedness! So | told myself with innocence: Thank God for this
complete creation, for all that | have been given.

In my innocent childhood world, | moved forward with confidence, unbothered by society’s gazes
or its chains. My spirit soared free, where everything was possible.

During my upbringing, certain phrases carved themselves deeply into my memory. The first was
one my father once said:

*A seed from a man drops into a woman, and she gets pregnant and a child is born.”

He paused, then added in a different tone:

“But son, you need to start thinking about losing weight. You can't stay like this... girls don't like it.”

| didn’t know which sentence surprised me more! .. The seed! .. or that there was something
wrong with my body. Why would my father say that? For a moment, | doubted his love for me.
Am | ugly? What makes others different from me? | couldn’t understand at the time.

Another memory is etched from school, during a physical education class.

The teacher pointed at my body and said harshly:

“A boy’s waist shouldn't be wider than his shoulders!”

Countless verbal arrows pierced my body over the years:

“Fatty!”

“Did you eat the whole buffet?”

“You have such a handsome face—why don't you lose weight?”
*Your mom must be spoiling you with too many sweets at home!”
As if my weight were her fault.

Wounds.

Guilt.

Unconscious eating.

A fleeting sense of consolation...

This spiral didn't come from nowhere, but from false ideas that tie us to fixed standards,
excluding our differences and the diversity of our bodies.

“Look at that belly, shamelessly hanging down!”
A harsh voice whispers in my head as | stand before the mirror. And these hips, as if carrying the
weight of the world.

My gaze shifts between full thighs and heavy arms, each part transformed into evidence of self-
condemnation. Passing words, quick glances, hushed whispers—all gather in that moment before

the mirror, forming a painful symphony of self-criticism.

| wish | could peel off this body, replace it with another—less flawed, more acceptable in the eyes
of others.

Now | awaken to realize how they grafted onto me a fragile skin begging for false comfort.

To love yourself is not a passing feeling or an abstract thought—it is a deep journey worth every
step. Imagine building a solid friendship with your inner self, that voice you often ignored or
punished. Begin with gentleness, speaking kindly as if addressing your dearest friend. Forgive
your mistakes as you forgive the slips of others.

To love yourself means looking into the mirror with eyes that celebrate every detail of you, not
eyes that search for flaws to lash your spirit with. It means embracing your body—this home that
carries and sustains you every day-valuing its strength and capacity rather than fixating on an
ideal image the world imposed on you.

It means listening to your needs, giving yourself time to rest and relax, nourishing your body with
what benefits it and your soul with what delights it.

It means setting boundaries to protect your energy and inner peace, and learning to say “no”
without guilt, because you know your worth and priorities.

To love yourself is to celebrate your small and big victories, to be proud of the distance you've
traveled, to acknowledge your strengths and use them to launch toward your goals.

It also means being gentle with your weaknesses, seeing them as part of your humanity, not as
defects. It means challenging those negative thoughts that whisper in your head, doubting their
truth, and replacing them with more positive and realistic ones.

It means practicing gratitude for all that you have, for all that you are.
Let us break this cycle. Let us choose ourselves every morning.

Let us begin the true healing journey from within.

Choose self-love.

Choose strength.

Choose life.

Wissal
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Break and Mend
If my body could speak, it would say
| love the way my hands go astray
| love how | pick the thread and the needle

| love how | stab the fabric and repair it, how
it's breathable

| love how | pick up the pencil and draw
After giving up so many times and feeling
sorrow

| love the feeling of the pen

Writing poetry and flowers in my den

Zayn
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Desire and Reunion

The first time | let myself want, | got addicted. It was from the moment | inhaled my first
cigarette. Society always robbed me of my desires, my wants, and my needs. | was not supposed
to love, and | was not supposed to feel. Then there was it, it was her and | alone in a room. |

stole her from a relative, and for the first time, | was prepared to do something deemed as
forbidden and bad. Good girls are not supposed to smoke, they should be presentable and

tame. However, with my cigarette, | was the boy, and she was my lover. | set the flame clumsily,
for I was a first-time lover, and | had no idea what | was doing. | embraced her with my lips,

and | felt her warmth.

Many thoughts crept up on me, like this was not something | should be doing. She was
irresistible, unlike the girls | had loved and avoided throughout the years. In that aspect, | was
a good girl, saying no to feelings that were not allowed. Thus, out of being a good girl, | left my

precious lover for three years. She laughed at me later, as | inhaled her smoke in the beginning of war.

She still laughs at me every time | dare to attempt to leave her.

Zayn
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They Were Called Whores... Just Because They Said No!"
From the moment we became conscious beings breathing on this earth, we kept hearing the
phrase “like a whore"—as if it were shorthand for every stereotype about women who dared to say no.

In conversations I've shared with friends from different cultures, the word "whore™ was never
absent—from the mouths of both women and men alike. It seems that every woman who refused
to conform to cultural norms, who chose her freedom as a human being, was doomed to be
branded with this word—especially when it came to their bodies, their sexual needs, or even their
decisions about marriage.

My friend Deem once shared a story from her community:

*Oh, the word ‘whore™? I've heard it plenty! | remember the morning after my sister’'s wedding,
the women in the neighborhood were gossiping about a girl, saying she was filthy and a whore...
just because she wore a dress that was a little too short!”

This cognitive bias against women’s freedom to choose their clothes isn't unique to one society—
it repeats itself across different settings. The moment a woman says no to a prescribed way of
dressing and chooses what suits her, she suddenly becomes a “whore.”

But this stigma carries even more tragic faces.
So-called *honor crimes” targeting those labeled "whores™ remain *honorable™ in the eyes of
societies that silence victims' stories forever.

A friend from a neighboring country told me:

*Her voice still haunts me every night, crying and begging: ‘Please, don't kill me!’ Samia was our
neighbor, a bright, beautiful girl, top of her class, even accepted into medical school. Then one
day, her screams filled the street! Her brother killed her simply because she refused to marry
their cousin. He shouted at her: "You think | don't know you refused him because you love girls?
You lesbian!" As if her refusal was enough reason for death... just because she said no.”

Samia is only one among m
only listens to the killer’s vc

Just like marriage, childbeat
between men who treat women as tools for producing “"the son who brings fortune,” and stigma
that measures manhood by the number of children.

No one had to tell me this story, because | lived it in my own community—where women are
forced into motherhood against their will, then whisper among themselves: “If only we hadn't
married... we wouldn't have suffered, lost our bodies, and ruined our health.” Yet when an
acquaintance of mine refused pregnancy, all she got was condemnation: *“Whore! Her husband
treats her like a queen, why won't she give him a child?” or "She must be cheating on him!”

In another story, my friend Celine told me why her family had to leave their village:

“Do you know why we left? Because they started calling my mother a ‘whore’ after her divorce!
After years of silence over the pain of her marriage... For years she didn't know the cause of her
illness, until she discovered she had pelvic inflammatory disease from untreated chlamydia—an
infection passed to her by my father. When she confronted him and refused the relationship,
he took it as an insult and demanded divorce. But society saw only one thing: that she was a
divorced woman-and therefore, automatically, a whore.”

These are not just stories. They are the daily reality of women.

Women branded with the dirtiest of names—just because they said no.

So when will our societies stop holding women accountable for their personal choices, and finally
free them from the prejudices that haunt them simply for choosing to be themselves?

Maha Reem
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Imagination

| dedicate this night to you. ol Jus :glgie)”
When | looked up at the sky, ) aull clorey

| couldn't see but a racetrack for horses.
The clouds were racing fast,
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their thunder was neighing, Acjuu yosgs oc ol oguoll
and their rain was tears. .J1ouo wacy
My feet were cold and trembling— .£90> loyinog

not from the cold, but from the unknown.

Its rain was freezing.

| was so afraid | couldn’t move!

The chill in my toes

led me to a cemetery in the heart of the city,
an abandoned graveyard.

| looked ahead a little,

and saw ghostly figures

walking behind a window.

The graves here are built in layers,

maybe mass graves. .ducloo ploo (JAhoy

The narrow corridors separating the dead are too tight. ' JHS dous . 00)qu0 O Jgadl Juody Ll Ol ool
Why has no one thought to restore this cemetery? ; § Lowop J50 1ho o s pdalle ad
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Suddenly, a voice said, “We will stay here.” J98 LU o). Jgol Lguo 6lo0og
With the threads of dawn, | heard footsteps, followed by a cough— Aoy dleoudl Ugquog Ulghhadl g b 59.w J39., dew ljg 0ghs Lgw deouw . puall bgls 2o
each moment the steps and cough grew louder. S ool yuyb Aoy
Maybe it was the cemetery guard? § Wio o b0y
Or perhaps a visitor like us? e uhll gl Igujlos auall lgodl

In the morning, the dead live their ordinary lives.
Their faces are pale, their eyes despairing;
they shop, their children play
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between the dark passages— c1ogll yog
though it's day, the sun never enters here. duw bljyg diuw
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Between the Veil and the Window

This issue of AJSADOUNA is not a revolt of fists, but of bodies; bodies that have been silenced,
violated, tamed, and yet, somehow, still choose to create, to desire, to teach, to heal. Here,
disobedience is not destruction; it is re-creation. It is the art of reclaiming what was taken, the
choreography of saying no and yes in the same breath.

Across these pages, rebellion wears many faces:
a body that refuses to forget the crime carved into its flesh;
a woman who finds love again after silence;
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