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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 memaories.

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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Between the Veil and the Window

If Whispers of the Body taught us to listen, this issue asks us to read, to linger with metaphor,
to trust symbols, to let images do what arguments cannot. Here, curtains are more than fabric;
they are consent and control, the choreography of revealing and withholding. A window in a
cocoon is not mere light; it is breath after years of narrow rooms. A ladder across “skin cells”
becomes a map of power: baggage turns from monolith to threads we can gently unspool. Even
hunger speaks sometimes to say “| am not hungry.”

These pieces do not march in a single line; they echo. They move off-frame to question
amatonormativity, return to name the self ("I am mine”), resist with flesh {(*"With my body,

| resist™), and imagine a queer-inclusive SWANA region (South West Asia and North Africa)
where language fits our lives instead of trimming us to fit its grammar. Stories, letters, portals,
rebellions, each work chooses an indirect route so the heart can arrive unharmed.

We curated this issue to hold interpretation as a right: to let readers breathe with ambiguity,

to make space for grief and desire without apology, to honor the cultural textures of our cities,
the Corniche and its sun, the service bus and its songs. salons and shorelines and stairwells of
memory. Here, the personal is again political, but it approaches sideways: as scent, as shadow, as
a hand on a curtain cord.

Step between the veil and the window. Read slowly. Let the metaphors choose their moment to
open. When they do, you may find not a single thesis, but a roomful of meanings, rooms you can
enter and leave on your own terms.

“The belief that marriage and companionate romantic love have special value leads to overlooking the value of other caring relationships. | call this
disproporticnate focus on marital and amorous love relationships as special sites of value. and the assumption that romantic love is a universal goal.
‘amatonormativity’: This consists in the assumptions that a central, exclusive. amorous relationship is normal for humans. in that it is a universally shared
goal, and that such a relationship is normative. in that it should be aimed at in preference to other relationship types. The assumption that valuable
relationships must be marital or amorous devalues friendships and other caring relationships. as recent manifestos by urban tribalists, quirkyalones,
polyamaorists, and asexuals have insisted. Amatonormativity prompts the sacrifice of other relationships to romantic love and marriage and relegates
friendship and solitudinousness to cultural invisibility™. Elizabeth Brake, Minimizing Marriage: Marriage, Morality, and the Law (OUP. 2012), Chapter 4.iii
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The First Time | Allowed Myself to Want
The rain fell softly outside, a rhythmic
backdrop to the solitude that enveloped me.
For the first time, | let myself truly want to.
With the house empty, my parents and sister
away, | felt an intoxicating sense of freedom.
The air was charged with anticipation, and my
thoughts began to wander where they had
never dared to before. | was watching Ben 10,
but it wasn't the action or the adventure that
held me captive. It was him. Ben.

There was something undeniably magnetic
about Ben, his effortless confidence, the way
he carried himself without a care for how he
looked, always wearing the same simple outfit.
It was raw, unpolished, and utterly captivating.
He exuded a charm that no boy in my class
could ever match. They lacked his courage,

his drive, his relentless determination to make
the world a better place. Therefore, all | could
think about was how much | wanted him.

My imagination took over, and | began to
undress him in my mind, piece by piece. |
pictured the warmth of his skin beneath my
fingertips, the way his body might feel against
mine. | wondered how he would sound, soft
moans escaping his lips as | explored him. His
face, usually so focused and determined, would
be transformed by desire. his eyes locked on
mine. This was the first time | allowed myself
to fully embrace my desires, to let them
consume me without guilt or shame.

For so long. | had suppressed my attraction to
boys, burying it deep where it couldn’t surface.
| might have been 12, but it didn't mean that

| hadn’t experienced sexual desire. And with
Ben, it was different. He became the focus of
my fantasy that specific rainy day, and in that
moment, the weight of my hidden longings
lifted.
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The shame that once clung to me dissolved,
replaced by a thrilling sense of liberation. My
hand drifted lower, my body responding to
the images playing in my mind. The sensation
was electric and | couldn’t stop. didn't want
to stop. The pleasure crescendoed until |

was overcome, waves of ecstasy crashing
through me as | surrendered completely. In

those fleeting moments, there was no guilt, lﬁlpl
no fear but only the pure, unbridled joy of
finally letting myself feel. It was more than just Gl gl vugyi i el drvauw (ol pol)

physical release. It was a revelation. i o 12js Sasg elowl ¢l og 2ol i
vgdl Jlghb oldusi cuis
For the first time, | allowed myself to want,
to crave, to need. And in doing so, | found
a piece of myself | had been too afraid to

acknowledge.
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What A Queer-Inclusive Middle East Could Look Like?

Sometimes, | dream of staying, not running away. After all, | love the sound of Arabic and the
way the sun hits Corniche Al-Manara. Does freedom need a zip code? | hate the idea of having to
leave and start again, somewhere where people can’t even pronounce my name.

But what if | didn't have to leave? What if, instead of escaping. it was possible to rebuild the
world right here? A queer-inclusive Middle East is something | hope for. Here's what | think it
could look like.

We Would Rewrite the Stories!

Mo more whispers, no more metaphors heavy with unsaid things. Our histories would be taught
as truths. We would speak of pre-colonial queer poets who loved beyond gender and a time
where we celebrated fluidity without any shame.

Our 5treets Would Hold Us.

Imagine walking hand-in-hand without worrying. Cafes where the regulars know your pronouns,
barbershops that don’t assume, beaches where swimsuits aren't gendered battlegrounds. The
call to prayer would still echo at dawn, but so would laughter from an all-night queer dabke circle
at Tota.

We'd Have Our Own Language.

Mo more reclaimed slurs or borrowed English terms, but a vocabulary that fits. Maybe we'd
revive old Arabic words or invent new ones. Our mother tongues would never be the reason
we're left uncomprehended. And, our queer books would cutnumber English because we have a
longstanding tradition of producing literature.

The Underground Would Come Above Ground.

No more secret signals, no more fear of a knock at the door. The artists we once celebrated in
private would paint murals on public walls. The songs we hummed behind closed windows would
blast from every servis. Beirut and every other city would have its own “gay district”.

We'd Be Complicated

We wouldn't have to be perfect martyrs or tragic heroes. We'd be allowed to mess up, to change
our minds, to miss the traditions we critique. We could pray and party, argue and make up,
wear hijab or crop tops—or both on the same day. No one would force us into boxes labeled
“acceptable” for someone else's agenda.

We'd Never Have to Explain Qurselves

Mo more foreign powers justifying our humanity. No more debates about whether we're
“Western imports.” Our existence has always been and will always be.

| don’t know if I'll live to see this Middle East. But when | close my eyes, it all seems possible.

Ahad Magvi
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My Letters Upon Your Body

An embrace between rebellious letters.

Let insecurity devour you, tear you apart piece
by piece.

Let it wander and play within your trembling
insides,

strolling through the garden of your secrets.

Do not mind the groans it brings,

but rather cradle the inner vision,

give it space to touch the shadowed places.
llluminate them with tenderness,

nourish them with your will and patience.

Perfume them with the fragrance of your
words—waords that carry countless wounds.
Resist the wars waged against your forgotten
body and your steadfast heart.

With every shared touch, a rebellious light is
born, declaring that their love is no crime,
but a living revolution defying the shackles of
time and society.

Between letters emerging. letters fading,
Perhaps it is we who remain.

L.M.
March 8, 2025
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off-frame

We're constantly shown one version of a
“normal” life—romance, marriage, family.
But what if that’s not your path? to question
amatonormativity. the idea that romantic
relationships are the default, and reflect on
how hard it is to imagine a future when you
don't see yourself in any of the templates
society gives you.
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An embrace of rebellious letters.

| will not write to you, and If | do, | shall hide
the pages within my eyelids

Mot because | am frightened by my love,
but to shield you from my yearning,

from the blaze of longing,

to protect you from my unboundedness .

5o | guard you,

and lose myself between sentences and
desires.

My soul dissolves, melts like sugar,
while you remain eternally strong,

like vintage wine locked in its cellar.

| do not drink you,
nor touch you,

but avert my gaze,
hiding you within me.

| go on writing you in the depths of my seas
seas brimming with forbidden love, luminous
and dark.

You are an ever lasting love.

Yet still | resist, | write, | live
in a silence that screams of love without fear,

refusing to be anything other than what | am.

Written by L.M.
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Ray

Craving fats

Different images portrayed on fat cells,
not only representing inclusivity and body
positivity, but also bringing to the table the

raw and primitive cravings of human nature.
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The portal

5he questions safety,

While craving pleasure

Is it right? Is it wrong?

Will she find this painless treasure?
Hopeless, but trusting she can,

50 she searches for another...
Another book, another man

There is a world that awaits!
Holding space for the one,

Aware of how it is done

And then there comes this man,
With love and right touch

Was it his magical hand?

Or was it that | loved him so much?
Now the gate is open wide,

And the angels cheer on the side
No more reason for her to hide,
His fingers serving as her guide

Oh portal between my thighs,
How ecstatic and how divine
S5he has never felt so high,
Finally, it's her time to shine
My portal now recalls,

What safety feels like then
Questioning now again,

Was fear really there after all?

Laura
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"~ Echoes from the Womb, Melody from the

Soul

Brain is yelling, | need more dopamine here!
The body disagrees, it's perfectly clear.

The womb seeks respect, its voice must be
heard. These hands long to write, every word.
These eyes are gazing, breaking free from
chains, Fairy tales, empowerment, shedding
the pain.

My heart is racing, alive in her skin,

Some whisper it's wrong, a sin to begin. Who
said the body's a place, a cage?
Who wrote the rules for every age?

Soul, oh soul, aren’t you part of these fights?
Your body, your voice, your power, your rights!
Soul. connect my mind to my flame,

This rhyme might be simple, but not lame.

A name, a certain name—it's me, The body, the
Intersect, truly free.

A woman, a man, it's my choice,

My Flesh, my voice, | will always rejoice. | am
the Figure that blends with sounds, With Sol,
La, 5i. my melody's found.

A symphony of hope, love without cease, A
blend of the angelic and animal peace. A world
where my rights forever cope, In this rhythm, |
find my hope.

February 16 2025 | L.M.
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“*Where Is Shadi?™

“Umm Shadi” (the mother of Shadi), that has been my title since my first marriage, forty years
ago, when | was only fifteen. | married a young man, not much older than me, in a marriage
steeped in tradition and societal pressure.

Two years later came my first pregnancy. | still remmember how my body trembled when my
husband touched me for the first time. | was terrified, and | asked him not to touch me. His
response was calm, reassuring: “Relax, | will never touch you without your consent.”

As months passed, women around me began pressing with their probing questions: “5o,
nothing's on the way? We're waiting for Shadi to carry the family’s name.”

| would stay silent, my silence the only answer | had. Their questions multiplied, their suspicions
of infertility sharpened with each passing day.

Afraid that my fear of intimacy with my husband would be discovered, | made a decision | did not
want, simply to silence their tongues. A year and a half into my marriage, | conceived my first child.

“Congratulations, Abu Shadi! (Father of Shadi) Shadi is on the way, and you'll finally have a boy to
adorn your namel”

| prepared tiny blue clothes, joy filling the air with Shadi's anticipated arrival. The sky was blue,
my cries echoed through the neighborhood.

But as my baby’'s wail rose from my womb, | looked around and saw disapproval clouding their faces.

“At least she's healthy... it's a girl!” they muttered. | held her against my chest as they left,
whispering their disappointment. Their words echoed: "Never mind. The boy will come next. May
God give Abu Shadi patience.”

| thought childbirth would spare me their questions, but it didn't. A month later, the demands
for “Shadi” returned. The weight of the family name pressed harder onto my shoulders. My body
became their battlefield, an apparatus for “salvating their bloodline.”

Girl after girl, | carried pregnancies in silence. With every cry of birth, | prayed for Shadi. And
every time, the same refrain: “Never mind. The boy will come next.”

Seven cries, seven farewells to newborn daughters. My body was worn to the bone, “next time”
never came as they wished. Year after year, | was sacrificed, daughter after daughter.

My body collapsed under their words, but they were never satisfied. Until finally, my eighth
pregnancy. | screamed aloud: “This will be my last! | am done! If Shadi does not come, find
another ‘Umm Shadi.”™

But destiny decreed that “next time” would come. And Shadi, with his vaunted masculinity,
silenced the neighborhood: "He came, Abu Shadi! At last.. after long patience, he came.”

Patience built on my broken body. | held Shadi in my arms, and with every bead of sweat mixing
with tears and blood, | felt as though | blamed him. As though the fault for their insistence on

playing with my body was his to bear.

Maha Reem
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Ray

Skin cells

Predicting the tone of political power. In the
middle, there's a ladder

depicting the way from marginalization to
prosperity. On the top of the ladder,

there are the white privileged people, while on
the bottom there are the

disadvantaged ones. All pushing their way
towards “heaven”.
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*"What's sex, mom?"*

This is a memory frozen in crayons and
heartbreak, the unexplained innocence left
behind, corrupted by worldly pleasures,

a child's way of asking, "Why did she leave me
behind?” and "Will she ever come back?” A soft,
powerful whisper about friendship, growing up
too fast, and the innocence that gets left in the
corner. He knows she left, but he doesn't really
understand why. This artwork isn't meant to
be perfect. It's meant to feel like what it is, a
child trying to hold on to something he doesn’t
know he's already lost.
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| Am Mine ...

My body is not a prison, not a question.
My body needs no justification, no clauses
from an ancient law.

Itis a story | tell as | wish
a word, a voice, a song,
shouting if it wills, whispering if it chooses.

My love is not a sin, not a secret.

My lips know whom they embrace,

and my heart beats openly without asking
permission, without fear.

lamwho lam. |l am as | am, and | am mine.
| was born as | chose,

no law can be carved upon my soul,

no power can strip me of my name.

P.H.
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When the Air Becomes Light

In this space, you are not the “other,”

you are simply... you.

It is an unforgettable feeling, that moment
when you realize the world around you does
not demand that you explain yourself, justify
your existence, or hide parts of who you are
fearing rejection.

To be in an accepting, understanding
environment is like taking a deep breath
after years of confinement in a narrow room.
Suddenly, the air feels lighter, movement
easier, and the voice within you clearer.

MNothing compares to laughing without
thinking twice, without censoring every word
that leaves your lips. To wear what you want
without fearing the eyes that weigh you
against the scales of custom.

In this space, everything is simple, walking,
sitting, speaking, laughing, and loving: become
natural. no longer layered with fear and
caution.

To be among those who understand you

is. at last, to feel safe. Safety not merely as
protection from danger, but safety that allows
you to simply exist: without masks, without
hesitation, without recalculating every step.

In this space, love is not whispered yet it
is spoken clearly, openly, without second

thoughts.

P.H.
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Here We Are

Here we are,

in the most wretched corner of this soil.

Here, where exploitation thrives,

where women are forced into being victims of
stolen rights,

and hunger is added as the daily meal of those
stripped of dignity.

Here, weddings are escorted with tears,
and our cemeteries become homes for the
living,

where breaths are buried before they're
inhaled.

Here, bodies lose their right to safety.
and dreams are cast into the cells of

repression.
Here, in every corner lies a martyr,

and in every heart, a grave.

Here, independence is a struggle of ghosts,
and refusal carries the penalty of death.
Here, our insides move to the rhythm of
tyranny,

and prayers are recited with the sanctity of
ruin.

Here, there is no place for us in this world but
as victims.

Here, a mother kills her daughter to spare her
from death,

and a father strangled by the rope of
destructive inheritance.

Here, tomorrow is a ghost that has lost its way,

and freedom is nothing but a mirage in the
heart of hell.

Here, where there is no choice left but death,
we die in silence,

or are buried with our dreams in the dust.

Maha Reem
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The First Time... | See You
Dear Body,

| know you knew before | did, and you waited
patiently for me to catch up.

| doubted you often, evaded you, hid you away,
dressed you in what you never desired; yet you
never once abandoned me.

| apologize for every time | forced you to be
what you weren't, just to fit their’ standards.
For every time | silenced your voice while
knowing deep down that you were right.

Mow | see you as you are. Without fear.
Without justification.

Thank you for never ceasing to speak to me,
reaching out even when | was not ready to
listen.

With all my love ..

P.H.
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Maria

Ashamed Bodies
|s the body inside the prison, or is it
the prison itself?
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Core of Truth
Oh, hello. Yes, it's me, the body, finally
speaking.

Honestly, | never understood why some people
believe | come with an instruction manual. As
if sornewhere there’s a list of rules: “Move this
way, sit that way. love according to this plan.”
Excuse me, | never received my copy.

I've always been here, doing what | do. moving
as | please, living in the way that suits me.
And yet, there were always those stares, those
questions | never asked myself but others
decided were necessary: “Why are you like
this? Why not like the rest? Are you sure?”

Yes, | am definite; in fact, | have never
doubted. | didn't need some “great moment of
discovery.” nor did | endure a long inner battle.
| was myself from the start. It just took some
people longer to realise it.

They spoke as though | were an unfinished
project, an experiment needing review. But |
never ance felt | needed fixing. | was always
fine. | wasn't seeking permission to exist, nor
waiting for anyone’s approval.

Then came the day | stood before the mirror,
and saw myself as | am, without trying to
explain or analyze. | laughed, without a joke or
riddle, nothing is complicated, It was just me.
It is comforting to realize that all the questions
others ask were never really mine, they were
theirs.

Some still stare, trying to find an explanation,
to understand how a body like mine can move
so freely without asking permission. That's
fine, let them wonder, | won't be waiting for
their enlightenment.

| speak, not to explain, rather to remind them: |
am here, and | lack nothing...

P.H.
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Andrew

Against the Grounds is a piece about
challenging predestined societal expectations
even when it means going against the norms
In order to assert the freedom to choose
one's own path and autonomy, independent of
fate, custom, or social pressure, it reclaims the
symbolism of tradition. since the cup makes no
decisions. You do.
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Baggage, Baggage, Baggage

The baggage stacks itself to the ceiling,

a towering figure in the center of my room,
daring me to deal with it.

And when | tell you

that it's too late, that you need to leave,

it collapses, crumbling at my feet,

pleading to be put back together again,
begging for my attention.

What do you want from me?

| don't want to see your ugly, egotistical
thoughts

through my lover’s curious green eyes.

The baggage sits with us.

So | sit with it.

| name it.

| pick it apart.

| pull it apart thread by thread.

Your baggage no longer towers over me

It no longer commands the room

It’s just a pile of fabric and dust to be swept
away.
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F.G.M

What it Should

What it should

From the moment of birth
How it should
Expectations are placed
Who it should

Before the person becomes a script
But some refuse

QOutside of expectations, to exist
It is survival to tear it apart

And rewrite the script
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Butterfly’s Blood

| dwell in the womb of the larva, small, shaped by God into an oval form, from within | will emerge
into the glorious air. During my birth, through cries of pain that still press against my skull
whenever | breathe, came whispers of shame: “Cover her, cover her.. May God help you raise her
and guard her honor.”

They wrapped me in a shroud, their hands trembling each time they reached my hidden insides.
Lock her well, the air in this land is poisoned.

When the larva swallowed me and my skin grew tender, they wrapped me in coarse hairs to
keep the predators away. | was shed many times, my sweet color altered to suit the storms

of my surroundings. Step by step, my skin stretched, my spirit swelled, until | became a virgin
cocoon. They called out to me: “The cocoon is safety.. beware of leaving it.. avoid disgrace, your
reputation, your blood... restrain your senses.”

Yet suffocation seeped into my chest, | could not breathe. Why do | feel fear in the presence of
safety?

My cocoon had a window facing the outer yard. On the ground. wheels turned: In the sky. birds
soared, and something | looked at breathed life into me. | longed to be a wheel, or perhaps the
steel that covered it. Perhaps just a feather attached to a bird even if I'll be fated to death.

| wanted to breathe, but wasn't the cocoon safety? Wasn't the window just a devil's whisper,
leading me towards hell and fire?

With each dawn | shed again inside my cocoon. The first shedding did not carve into my skull
their words “You are a girl.” But what followed engraved it deeply.

At my 180th shedding, they brought me a gift of cups and plates. | said, "But | don't care for
tableware.” A voice from deep within shouted: "You are the food, and its maker too.”

| threw it aside, beside the child they had also placed in my lap as a qift. | did not want him. He
stared at me with still eyes, and | felt him scream silently: “Food... hungry..” | leaned toward him
to silence that stiliness. My own image and my toys flickered in his eyes, and a wave of anger
stirred within me.

Perhaps | never wanted toys. Perhaps | only wanted to think. Perhaps | wanted to become steel,
so | could breathe the soil. Or a feather, so | could cradle a thread of sky.

| died many times in my cocoon. Two planets grew within me, their flames fueled by monks of
revolution. | did not like them, for the echoes grew louder and my sheddings multiplied: “Cover
your nakedness, veil it." | feared the mirror, for it reflected a harsh, skinned face. | feared seeing
myself while failing to cover it, betraying the trust of my cocoon.

Years passed inside my cocoon, where | was taught: keep the voice within, lower your tone,
worship their feet, cover your hair, hide your hands, be heaven itself, and prepare to be God's
right hand.

Amid the noise of all those voices, another sound knocked from the window. A golden ray
stretched toward my soul. My feet sank, but with each step the beam expanded. The roar of duty
faded step by step. The chill of spring touched me gently. Wings stirred within my chest, and as |
approached the light to be carried into steel and feather

“Blood, blood... you are now a butterfly, grown.. blood, blood... cover your hair... blood, blood... the
toys you hated have become you..”

Blood, blood... | despised the beam. That day | shed a thousand lights. Blood, blood... they
scattered me before them, stitched up my insides, my cocoon inhabited me once more. Blood,
blood... they bound me to motherhood, behind food pots, among threads and covers.

My ending was blood, as my beginning had been. My birth from the womb was blood. My prison
was blood. My so-called safety, blood. My new emergence, blood. They bound me with it until the
color red became a nightmare that seared me.

Maha Reem
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Maria

Building with Stories
From the poetry of Mourid Barghouti

My body is the vault of all the earth’s injustices.
My body is justice tumbling from its heights.
My body is the spirit consumed with preparing
its vengeance.

Repeated, like noon, like grains of wheat,

like the tales of grandmothers,

like the demands of children, like a landmine.

I live within time,

and he who digs my grave fears me noticing
him

even as he buries me.

Say that in the storms, you see my timidness,
and my raging desires while my hands are
chained.
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Between the Veil and the Window

If Whispers of the Body taught us to listen, this issue asks us to read, to linger with metaphaor,
to trust symbols, to let images do what arguments cannot. Here, curtains are more than fabric;
they are consent and control, the choreography of revealing and withholding. A window in a
cocoon is not mere light: it is breath after years of narrow rooms. A ladder across “skin cells”
becomes a map of power; baggage turns from monolith to threads we can gently unspool. Even
hunger speaks sometimes to say “| am not hungry.”

Step between the veil and the window. Read slowly. Let the metaphors choose their moment to
open. When they do, you may find not a single thesis, but a roomful of meanings, rooms you can
enter and leave on your own terms.
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