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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.

This magazine is designed to be digital to ensure its accessibility to all. However, this issue is
printed exclusively for the sake of remembrance.
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A Journey to Self

This is the first issue of AJ[SADOUNA, revealing the profound journey of self-discovery for those
who embrace their uniqueness while feeling marginalized. This issue captures the struggle of
reconciling one’'s inner truths with societal pressures that actively suppress authenticity. Self-
concealment often leads to deep feelings of loneliness and anxiety, as individuals question their
worth and life experiences.

In the context of the suppression of personal freedoms in Lebanon and the Arab world, many
voices suffer from the crushing repression of their freedom to express their being and choices,
which increases the challenges individuals face on their journeys toward self-acceptance. In
societies where expressing sexual identity or personal truths is taboo, it becomes essential to
create safe spaces for sharing feelings and experiences.

There is a strong yearning for genuine connection and acceptance—a deep desire to find safe
spaces where individuals can express themselves freely and without judgment. The hope for a
brighter future, where identity is openly celebrated, inspires aspiration toward communities built
on love, understanding, and mutual respect. As individuals embark on their personal journeys

of self-discovery, they pave the way for future generations to live more freely, creating a world
where everyone is valued for who they are, just as they truly are.
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Letter to My Younger Self
Dear Younger Me,

You are so much stronger than you know. |
see you there, carrying the weight of their

expectations, the endless rules of how to move,

how to speak, how to be.

It feels like you're holding your breath, doesn’t
it? Like you're underwater, pretending to be
someone you're not, afraid that if you surface,
you'll drown in their disapproval. But listen to
me: you will breathe again. Your voice, your
heart, your way of seeing the world... these are
not flaws. They are your magic.

The walls around you now will not hold you
forever. One day, you will step into a life that
is entirely your own, where you can love a man
without fear, where you can build a world that
feels like home. You don’t have to be the "best
son” that they demand.

| know how lonely it feels, how the world
seems devoid of any sweetness. But you are
not alone. There are others like you, dreamers
and fighters who know what it means to feel
different. Keep learning, keep growing, and
don’t you dare shame yourself for the way you
shine.

If | could, I'd wrap you in the tightest hug and
whisper in your ear that it's going to be okay,
that you are loved, that you are enough. But

for now, just hold on. The best is yet to come.

Yours sincerely,
Ahad Naqvi (Older You)
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My Body Spoke
If my body could speak, it would tell of a
long journey filled with everything and its
opposite. When society entered my head, then
my bedroom, and had sex in my name, | was
filled with shame, my muscles cramped, and
bitterness filled my throat after the first kiss.

If my body could speak, it would scream in the
face of the bastard who violated its existence
while staring into my eyes; perhaps it would
spit in his face or slap him and push him away
from me as | froze in place, with words stuck
inside me.

My body continues the story to recount
the pleasure of first sex, which came after |
accepted and embraced it.

It would hesitate for a moment, then reveal
how | hurt it when | tried to kill it in my teens. |
now know that it forgave me; it told me that in
its own way when it bloomed.

My body will conclude its story by telling all of
you how sweet it is to be free, caring not for
the space it occupies, but enjoying its shape
and its imperfections. Those stretch marks are
deeper than any words that can be spoken.

Hossam Chehade

Aoy Je ol Gl saws gl g gl
J2 o Abig e J5y diglo dlig
]l guylog 09 aoyc U wly goixall
J359 . JtbAc codiddg yledl Lillos . ouul
Sl dlusll rey Lal> pdloll

s asg o ool 2ol s gl g 13l
e G0 @y 9eg aligiudy Juo S jubal
Lamumomlg a6 gi amoguo@JoJLQJ}J
b o Uladadl Ja0adg (B0 0o u}mw

aolg ailisi gl aey s Ul .Jolll

(gL Losic alydl waisy ooy 05 16 5ol g
ol Goolw il gl alel . Lieslpo o alib
J0ji (o dun Bl didy b Jle ¢l

90 05 Sron J/a5jusl diyss S aidw
S cladly Jw Uo jo auwuadl ggdy gl ab
Cew AW Ue g ali.uwg_m.xuud.) o Jduy
uﬁmpilécgldo@.oml_uwlulcbghwl
JWy gl

03w ol

9



Collage by: S.G.
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Age of Maturity FOTTT | I PIT
At the heart of collapse, in the presence Jodlcodlayygsdlvuguadl yueudl ¢lo o
of wars, patriarchy, exile, disembodiment, duunin]l Jowodlg gl Guw (o cladill pacg
and feelings of isolation, the concerns of -5J95MI goinoll rognmjyiJ_\ingg
adulthood, sexual identity, and gender

stand out as the most prominent in a male-

dominated society.
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Are our bodies ours? W Usluwi yo
Mahmoud Darwish says: “This sea is mine, and Jlg Gouwlg . J ol 130" :glugys 19020 Jgby
my name, even if | mispronounce my name, is " ol JQDJ Wity
mine.” $J G Jo W nluol Jo . J8Jg
But, are our bodies ours? Is my body mine?
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A Body in Exile: The Silent Struggle of
Abortion in Lebanon

It only takes a second: one missed period,
one plus sign on a stick, one moment when
the ground beneath you shifts, and suddenly,
nothing is the same. When | first heard the
word ‘abortion; it felt distant, something that
happens to others. | never imagined that one
day I'd be sitting alone in my room, staring

at a pregnancy test with my heart pounding.
Although | didn’t end up pregnant, in those
moments before the test turned negative,
my mind spiraled, consumed by a thousand
thoughts all at once. It was in that brief
moment of uncertainty that | understood how
quickly reality can shift and how few people
talk about it.

12

No matter the choice, keeping the baby or
letting it go, a woman’s body is no longer her
own. In Lebanon, everyone has an opinion on
what she should do, but no one asks how she
feels, how her body becomes a battlefield of
guilt, fear, and resilience. To truly understand
this unspoken war, | spoke to two women who
lived it, each carrying a different kind of pain.

A 28-year-old school instructor shared, “Part of
me wanted to smile at the life inside me, but
another part was crying, asking, ‘What the hell
just happened?’ | was in denial. Four tests in,
and | still told myself it was just period pain.
When | finally told my ex, his cold response—
‘Ma te3tale ham, ma7loule’ (Don't worry, it's
fixable)—shattered me. | was alone, protecting
everyone but myself, breaking down in my
room every night, asking, ‘What the fuck have
| done?’ The shame was unbearable. | couldn’t
even look my gynecologist in the eye. After
the surgery, | went to church to confess, and
as | bled stepping in, the priest told me, ‘If God
forgave you the second you entered, who are
you not to forgive yourself?’ Religion, though
condemning, helped me heal in a country that
would see me as an outcast. Still, my body
became a stranger. | hated it, punished it,
stuffed it with food, wondering what might
have been.”

| have always wondered why a woman's body
must carry the weight of everyone else’s
expectations but never her own pain.

Hearing her story, | felt the cruel irony: how
she was left to grieve a choice she made alone,
yet still had to seek forgiveness for it.

An artist | spoke to had a different experience:
“There was no excitement, just desperation. |
felt like I had a monster inside me, something
eating me from the inside out. | just wanted it
gone. Struggling financially and emotionally,
with no support from the father, | turned

to a doctor who judged me and gave me a
dangerous dosage of pills that didn't work.

| spent two weeks in hell-nausea, vomiting,
unbearable pain—only to be told by a second
doctor that | needed an urgent procedure
before a heartbeat formed. The guilt hit me,
but | recognized it as something imposed, not
truly felt.

Women are raised to feel guilty about this. But
| knew | just wanted to get it over with. Finding
the pill was an impossible mission, navigating
stigma in both Muslim and Christian areas,
forced into secrecy.

The operation felt like an exorcism, leaving

me with nothing but relief. In Lebanon’s
suffocating silence, | longed for better support,
better healthcare. Unlike many, | didn't hate
my body. | praised it, honored its strength, and
walked away with peace.”

Her story made me realize how deeply guilt is
stitched into our skin, even when we know it
isn't ours to carry. | admired her certainty, her
refusal to let shame define her, but | couldn’t
help but wonder how many women are denied
that same peace simply because the world
refuses to let them have it.

Two women, two bodies, two battles; one
fought with grief, the other with certainty. One
begged for forgiveness, the other never asked
for it. And yet, both were forced into silence,
navigating a system that stripped them of
choice, dignity, and control over the very flesh
they live in. | have never been in their shoes,
but | have felt the weight of a body that is
never truly mine, a body that belongs more

to laws, to religion, to whispers behind closed
doors. How many more women must wage war
against their own flesh before we finally ask:
why was it never ours to begin with?

Jay D.
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| Hate You So Much That | Love You

Dear Body,

I've known you since | was a child, and I've
always hated you.

| hated how you grew and started
resembling a woman.

| hated the nights | felt weak within you.

| hated how you were never what | wanted.
| hated the sensations | felt in you.

| hated you so much that | want to change you.
| can learn to tolerate you and make you
someone | could love.

I've never been honest with you, but I'd like you
to become home.

| love you; therefore, | want to change you.
| want to witness your growth and flourish
like a tree from a seed.

It does not end here, as we are one and can
change.

Yours Truly,

Zayn
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A Journey in the Image 0jgsall 6 Aoy

"They appear as a mirror in front of you, but Salgo olug alyo aogJU™
behind you, they are like chameleons”. L@ sl Jhmo cuus el o
My personality changes according to my .J95I (1o Gle uosei g adwll ol
surroundings. The personality is a product of S Ay I go e JIgw aled! og

the environment, and my environment dictates
who | should be.
Lastly, a small question: Who is looking at me?
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“A Birth" | Never Chose

Before | was even born, my father engaged

in arguments with the family about my sex.
Many believed | would be a girl, envisioning

a future where | would grow into a beautiful
woman, marry, and build a family that upheld
traditional norms. They spoke of a life where |
would raise "healthy sons”, exclusively adhering
to Lebanese norms, and most importantly,
master the art of cooking traditional Lebanese
dishes. After all, in their eyes, a woman’s place
was in the kitchen, ensuring a well-prepared
meal, clean clothes, and a tidy home, fulfilling
the desires “the men”.

My father, however, wished for a boy, while my
mother remained silent, too afraid to voice her
thoughts. She feared that even expressing the
possibility of having a daughter might provoke
his anger, or worse, his violence. The weight of
these expectations loomed over me before |
had even entered this chaotic world.

On the 10th of November, | transcended to
this world without a passport! Don't we need
a passport to travel? Can we travel without
legal papers? No, we cannot! Then why, “Oh
my Lord”, why was my opinion about my own
existence never considered?! Without my
permission, they forcibly extracted me from
my adored shelter!

The weather was freezing cold, and | was
covered in blood. | looked around and asked
the nurse, "What sin had | committed to

enter this world soaked in blood, as if | were
condemned from the very first breath | took?”
| guess some whispered, "YOU, YOU, YOU!" they
continuously, disgustingly whispered, but it
wasn't the tone of my mother nor the nurse.

But why? | have not committed a crime; |l am a
newborn, an infant who wants nothing but to
seek love and security.

The nurse was devastated by my despair. She
felt my suffering through my shaking, muted
voice, and therefore, she replied:

*You are a girl; you do not possess the ‘male’

reproductive organ!”

18

| looked shockingly at my organs and then at
my mother. Her unsaid words were nonchalant
yet confrontational, or at least that is what |
wanted to believe in order to see her as less
guilty, thus looking at her through a lens

of pity.

*| love you, but your father doesn’t!”

| swallowed my tongue and never spoke again.
In my tiny mind, | struggled to find an answer,
questioning what gender | would eventually
choose as | grew up. And in that instant, |
realized that | would become a man, a person
both of my parents would undoubtedly accept.

Years passed, and | became increasingly
uncomfortable with my female body.

| told them | would make their ultimate
desire come true, that now, at least, we both
agreed on the gender they always wanted.

In my immature mind, | thought they would
be thrilled; but instead, they kicked me out of
the house, shaming me for their own desires
carved into my “female” body.

L.M.A.
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First Time It Was Mine

The first time | allowed myself to want, it felt
wrong. “Want" had always been something
that happened, not something | chose to
happen.

| forgot how it feels to expand and take up

the space around me. But it started in my
stomach, the hollow space that has never been
full, despite all attempts—like a black hole of
emotions.

| hated how familiar it felt, something | tried
to forget, something that lived with me longer
than | could remember.

Before, | knew what it meant to reach for
something and to want it; | was taught to
accept, take, and give in.

The first time | wanted, | almost ran. It almost
slipped away. It's new to want, not to accept.

This time it was mine; it was not given. My
body was mine—not borrowed, not ruined.

| can fully claim it.

It's between my own hands, on my own skin,
with the air in my lungs, and the warmth in my
belly.

This is when | knew it was mine, not a memory,
nor a wound, not something to be taken, but
rather something that belongs fully to me.

*The first time it was mine.”

S.G.
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Put me in the sea.

Put me in the sea.

| love the sound of the waves,

the taste of the salty water covering my head,
and the feeling of the dry salt against my skin.

Put me in the sun too,
so | can feel a little warmer.

People's hands have become cold,
and the touch of anyone but my mother makes
me panic.

But why? Where did you take me?

You may not be in control of what happened,
but don't take me to such places anymore.

And | know how hard it is,
but | will always remind you of this place to
protect you.

From now on, the decision is mine.
And you have the right to let me decide for

you.

If there’s a place you don't want to go,
your feet will take you away from it.

We are one.
Love me as | love you.

Reem Nehme
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A Doll’s Life

A shade snatched me from the womb of safety,
flayed my free flesh, lifted me into the air,
bound me in the name of the Lord, prayed over
my living body, and offered me as a sacrifice to
the wolves.

He dressed me in a pink gown, as no color
befits a doll but this, and no other color would
make blood shine like light.

The shade told me that | was a doll.

He carried me in his rough hands and then
hung me in the store, in front of glass window
filled with melting wolves.

As he hung me, he recounted a miserable story
from which he wanted to draw a tune that
would bring him plenty of money,

Then he said he would grant me two names:
the first is a hero in his tale, and the second is
one that will save me from the wolves’ fangs.
But he didn’t listen to my silence... and left,
stripping me of my very self.

| became a story told without anyone knowing
me.

Wolves passed behind the window, possessed
by blind lust.

My pink dress covered a crucified piece of
flesh, a delectable piece,

flayed on God’s cross, and the wolves gathered
around it,

drooling with lustful hunger dripping from
their mouths.

Eyes of flame ignited the flesh into hardened
tissues filled with blood.

A flaying... the wolves’ faces melted with
laughter...

| am a doll dressed in pink, desired by wolves
for my flesh, hanging in a store.

A doll whose curly hair was disliked by a wolf,
so he whipped it until it could no longer stand,
and it slept in a cradle of eternal fear.
Another wolf disliked my abundance of flesh;
it didn't bring it pleasure, so he sewed my
mouth shut with flames.

A third wolf, disturbed by the sleep of my hair,
twisted it around his fingers, casting a spell
upon me and muttering: *I am the Lord".

And a final wolf, perhaps it came today,
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The shade lived happily...
and | still wait for a shade to float upon
me with its spirit, so that | might feel alive.

disliked my pink dress because my red spot
had dried out,

so he decided to mourn me, and he dressed
me in raven-black.

Then, with his outstretched hand, he felt the
certainty of my inclinations.

A still doll? Perhaps you are a virgin...

His hand stretched from my head covered by
the Lord to my body holding the raven..
but | am a doll. | stood still,

and his ember showed no mercy for my
stillness as he plunged toward the prisons.
A cover was drawn over the eyes, and the
ember burned the eyelids.

A night walks quietly, and with each step
marked by embers, it baptizes me in black.
And as he plunged into my stiff virginity, he
wondered: Don't you have lust?

Two moving eyes... and a motionless doll.

And when the embers were extinguished and
the lights went out...

| fell, with my torn flesh and stiff virginity, into
the corner of the store.

The store closed, and | remained a doll.
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How to Convince Your Body That It Is Yours
A collage titled "How to Convince Your Body
That It Is Yours™ features a mirror that
represents how our perception of our bodies

is shaped by our personal experiences. Society,

harassment, body image issues, bullying, and
exclusion play pivotal roles in this process.

Collage by: Hossam Chehade
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Homeland and Horizon
Not a riddle *’i‘\
Nor a battlefield )

My body is shameful? I |
we S -
/V‘-q '\_“ = 3B —— =
My body is a poem that tells details b\
A page that tells my stories \
Reflects my identity \
And writes my own lines w

Winding, rugged, cracked details
My body is a melody that dances freely

My lips whisper its colors and say yes ).
My hands draw it, shatter its bars ik
My eyes affirm it, see it complete
My body is spacious in its own space,
and | breathe it freely
Fertile with its land,
where my dreams grow

L clasg b9
My body is a kingdom ) G
lam its borders elpo duls Ug
| am its laws $8JgC (I

| am its freedom
A homeland that inhabits me,

) _ Juolai $94 99 01un0
and | choose it every day with love.
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Collage by: Isabelle
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Outside

Inside Step

We used to play this rope game as kids where
two would hold the rope and one would jump
in and out, then step on the rope.

This resembles how someone invades our
personal space (inside), judges us from an
outer perspective (outside), and steps on our
boundaries or oppresses us by taking control
of our lives (step).
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Dear Body
Dear Body,

My gratitude for you is overflowing.

The way you move
and your cherry taste
amaze me in every single way.

Your textured skin
and the stretch marks on your hips
design your figure in a marvelous way.

You are an entity;
you are art.
Every bit of you fills my heart.

Your hair is soft
and smells nice;
you remind me of summer nights.

Your hands are gentle,
and when | run them down your thighs,
| get shivers down my spine.

| love you so much;
you have no idea.

| want to worship you till the end of time.

Sincerely yours,
Vanessa
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Collage by: Maria

Lost Bodies

Lost bodies, or naked bodies, or fleeing bodies.
They are all us.

All women’s bodies are us.

All men’s bodies are us.

We are born in spite of everything,
against everything,

and we know that we are fleeing
with our bodies,

and we know that we dream of them,
that we dwell in them.

Collage by: Maria

Place of Lost Bodies

Build your palaces
Build your prisons
Place of Lost Bodies
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How Do | Drown?

Why? Why did he throw me into the depths to
teach me how to swim, yet forbid anyone from
saving me? Why didn’t | resist?

At first, | did. | fought. But eventually, | had no
choice but to give in. | was seven years old. |
began to drown.

| couldn’t breathe, but | wasn't afraid.
Strange, isn't it? | knew no one would come,
but still, | wasn't afraid. | let myself go. |
allowed myself to die.

Suddenly, | no longer wanted to breathe. The
water transformed into a warm, safe light.
Above its surface, a shining image appeared,
calling me. | felt myself drift toward it, leaving
my body behind.

Dying was the most beautiful feeling in the
universe, and I've been searching ever since for
something that resembles the peace of that
moment.

They lied. There are no monsters in death.
Only love.

But my time on earth wasn’t over. The shining
image pushed me back. | woke to my father
pressing on my stomach, forcing my body to
return.
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After that, swimming became terrifying. |
wasn't supposed to die, not yet.

Years later, on the beach, a young man
approached me. He was beautiful, and
something about him stirred me deeply. He
offered to teach me how to swim.

In one day, | learned.

And | didn't drown.

Life, water, the young man, the act of
swimming, suddenly, they became one.

As | grew older, | realized | loved men. But not
just any man. Only the one who could add to
my life, who could teach me something new.

It's no coincidence that the first time | allowed
my body to desire another was on campus, in
a dark, empty classroom. The fear of drowning
returned. At any moment, someone could
open the door, and | would drown again.

Our saliva was like water. | was drowning, yet
learning to swim again. My heart rang the bell
of death.

And | love death.

Ray
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Radically Visible

We are constantly shown one version of a
‘normal’ life—romance, marriage, and family.
But what if that's not your path? It's important
to question Amato normativity, the idea that
romantic relationships are the default, and to
reflect on how hard it is to imagine a future
when you don't see yourself in any of the
templates society provides.

Collage by: Andrew

34

SJ32 pgudgy duiyo

6ol 63019 8yguo Jlpoiwd lule yoyol
bpwillg plgilg .dpuilogyl - “dueuinll”

Ul aowdl go Seljluun 1o 8y o) gJ 13lo J8Jg
Gell gi 63506 sl .l dyjeo e Jelud
0 Joli 0[9 el engll (o duuilog I
(oo lwdil ago s U Jraluo Jusd digen
..g0izoll loady JUI p3lodl o ¢l

g9 i :al]'gs




It Speaks
| was given this body

by chance, not by fate,

a vessel of expectations,

a shape assigned before | could protest.

They saw my skin and called it soft,
saw my frame and called it fragile,
wrapped me in ribbons of rules

| never agreed to tie.

Long hair like a threadbare promise,
a script | was meant to follow.

But | rewrote the lines in ink,

carved my own verses into my skin,
pierced through silence,

chose adornment over obedience.

They ask if | will carry life,

as if my body were an empty cradle,

as if my worth were measured in wombs.

| wait for a doctor to tell me what | already
know - that | will never have to explain
myself again.

and if they tell me otherwise,
if they say ‘I can’,

they will not know that | have already chosen;

that | have already made peace
with the fact that | am not a garden
nor a giver of fruit;

that | am whole without the bloom.

This body holds more than blood and bone;
it carries the rage my grandmothers
swallowed,

the fury pressed between their ribs like a
hidden dagger;

rage that found no mouth,

so it found me instead.

It has burrowed itself into my skin,
knitted itself into my nerves,

filled my lungs with fire,

turned my body against itself.
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This rage does not roar; it corrodes;
it gnaws at my insides,
a slow burial while | am still breathing,

a weight pressing me further into the Earth.

| have spent years trying to outrun it,
to silence it, to sweat it out,

but it refuses to be exorcised.

It is in my joints, in my gut,

in every inexplicable ache,

every fever that hasn't been named yet.

If my body could speak,
it would tell you it is mine,
that it does not belong to lineage or law,

that it was not made to soften or to submit.

If my body could speak,
it would tell you
| choose.

Stephanie Nasr
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On Manhood
He gasps,
somewhere between sleep and smoke.

then wakes to a warmth blooming beneath his

navel:

blood, delicate and silent,

as if spilled by a thought.

He closes his eyes.

Somewhere, a blade is being kissed into
sharpness.

He opens his eyes. Gasps again.
contemplates his hands,

as if they might have fled in the night.
He closes his eyes.

The sharpening continues,

not sound, but like a memory of grinding bone.

Gasps.

A scent slithers in: raw meat,

fresh and obscene.

His stomach turns.

He thinks:

If | never open my eyes again,

will the body forget itself?

He thinks:

Death smells less than this.

The odor thickens. Fills the bed.
The mattress sighs with dampness.
He opens his eyes by force.

Gasps.

A small slab of flesh,

barely the length of a whisper,
rests in the fold where the sheet
forms a crater between his legs.
He gasps.

Shuts his eyes. Sweat beads,

his lower leg trembles like a blade in water.
He wills it still.

His hand shivers. Then his heart.
Another gasp,

now mouth and eyes wide,

as if arib is cracking open,

trying to let something fly out.

He scans the room:

a pale woman sleeping on white linen,
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He looks again between his thighs.
The crater remains.

But there,

a faint, foreign rising,

a borrowed erection,

as though stitched from a stranger’s desire. 1
He throws off the sheet, ;

searching for it, ;5* 12105 Jlail, J—QUJJCUﬁJQ
that thing, that ol ded) go ol ailsg
unspeakable sliver of meat. % . o O-U-UD}LC
There is nothing. 1 0D ucl jbﬂﬁbﬁ
Only the shadow of his pubic hair, ‘ C‘—QJQ-QJ . L
coiled like a question. ¥ /% Al 'Q%UI a_oJao
He vomits. ale yow slgw sgw Jus £L,LUJJ
Stumbles from the bed. ¥ | o
Gasps again. F Sl go 1
Where is that meat of me? - 4 ng_lljfm G@J‘:JUI
Rita Barotta %
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The World in a Mirror
| know my face well. | know how my short
hair looks when | run my hand through it,
how my clothes fit my body, and how the
mirror familiarizes me each morning. | feel
comfortable, at peace, like I'm finally in my
rightful place. But sometimes, the world around
me doesn’t acknowledge that.

It happened one day at a fast-food restaurant. |
needed to use the restroom, so | walked straight
to the women'’s section, as | always do, as I'm
entitled to, as | naturally do. But the employee
there looked at me with that look—a mixture
of surprise and disapproval-then raised her
eyebrow and pointed with her hand: *The men’s
room is on the other side”.

One second. That's all it took. One second was
enough for my identity to be thrown into the
cage of suspicion, enough to turn me, in the
eyes of a stranger, into a walking question mark.
| could have explained it, | could have justified
it, | could have laughed and told her she was
wrong. But why? Why do | have to explain my
existence in my natural place? Why should my
appearance, my body, and the way | dress be
a reason for a question that is not asked of
anyone else?

I didn't say much; | simply continued on my way,
pushed open the door, and entered. But inside,
as | stood in front of the mirror, | felt the weight
of this situation. Not because it was new, but
because it was painfully familiar. Because it
reminded me that my body, in the eyes of
others, isn't as self-evident as it is to me.They're
small details—a look, a comment, a moment of
hesitation from a stranger—but they leave an
impact, an accumulation of questions I've never
asked myself, but that the world insists on
putting before me. How do others see me? Will |
ever face this situation again? Will | ever have to
prove my right to enter a space that is supposed
to be accessible to me without question?
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I'm comfortable in my body, | love it, and | know
it better than anyone else. But that doesn't
prevent the world from sometimes trying to
make me feel like a stranger in my own skin. But
every time | look in the mirror, | hold my head
high and remember:

The stranger here is not me.

P.H.
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Resources: We're Not Alone in This

Navigating our bodies, our rights, and our health can be overwhelming, especially when access
to accurate information or safe support isn't guaranteed. That's why we're closing this issue with
a list of organizations and platforms in Lebanon that offer services, guidance, or safe spaces
around sexual and reproductive health and rights (SRHR). We are aware that there are more
organizations than those listed and welcome your suggestions to add them to the list in our
coming issues!

Whether you're looking for STI testing, mental health support, or just someone to talk to, these
resources are here for you. Some are community-based, while others are medical or legal, but all
of them share a commitment to care, confidentiality, and respect.

Where to Reach Out:

Marsa Sexual Health Center
Offers free and confidential services related to sexual health, including testing, consultations,
and awareness. - www.marsa.me

SIDC (Soins Infirmiers et Développement Communautaire)
Offers support for people affected by HIV, people who use substances, and marginalized groups.
Services include harm reduction, medical testing, and social support. - www.sidc-lebanon.org

Skoun, Lebanese Addictions Center
Offers mental health services, therapy, and harm reduction services, for people who use

substances. - www.skoun.org

The A Project

Works on reproductive justice, sexual rights, gender justice, all in the spirit of queer feminist
movement building. They have a Sexuality Hotline providing counseling, information, and
community-based accompaniment and it opens daily between 5-11pm | +961 76 680620 call &
WhatsApp enabled.

Check out their podcast Fasleh! - www.theaproject.org
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A Journey to Self
This is the first issue of AJSADOUNA, revealing the profound journey of self-discovery for those
who embrace their uniqueness while feeling marginalized.

As individuals embark on their personal journeys of self-discovery, they pave the way for future
generations to live more freely, creating a world where everyone is valued for who they are, just
as they truly are.
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