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FIRST PERSON

The Definition of Change
written by Siraj Belgasium

After much contemplation, I have decided to begin my
essay with an Oxford dictionary definition of the word
“Change”:

However, during the last few years, this definition no
longer expressed nor encompassed all that I have
experienced.

Change (n): An Act or process
through which something
becomes different

Thus far, my life has comprised many changes. Changes
differed in origin, influence, and lesson learned, although
all have greatly contributed to shaping me into the
person I am today.
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THE DEFINITION OF CHANGE

Of all these changes, only one stands out for having
the most profound impact on the way I perceive and
ultimately define myself.

events and fundraisers as possible. I was also accepted
into a high-school scholarship program, which shaped
me into the person I am today.

On September 15, 2010, my family and I boarded a plane
from London to a country I had not seen or heard of
in more than five years: Libya. A country I had left as a
mere eight-year-old and of which I possessed nothing
other than a small collection of childhood memories
that had never come to mind… until now.

Though I cannot deny that it had taken me a considerable
amount of time to accept “change,” it was through
change itself that I learned the most valuable lessons.
I am now positive that my geographical location can
never hinder the fulfillment of my dreams, goals, and
aspirations. Moreover, I am inclined to try harder and
pursue my passion to continuously expand my horizons
and knowledge.

After we had arrived, I became dedicated to hating the
country I never knew before, Libya, and showed my
hatred at every possible opportunity. Looking back, I
now realize that what I was experiencing was not only
a change of location, but a change in those around
me as well. The way I had to fit in an environment that
was in far from special, becoming an outsider in an
environment I should be able to adapt to, as well as
the unreasonable consideration I had to give to others’
opinions were drastically transformed. Not only had
my identity been stripped, but I was also given a small
range of choices as to who I could be. I was petrified at
being pulled into that same mentality. After all, Libya
was a country that had remained unaltered for more
than 42 years. Here was a country that was so focused
on its extensive oil industry that a person wishing to
study the arts would be dismissed as “wasting time on
meaningless things,” knowing that following a passion
that wasn’t either for medicine or engineering was cause
for people to look down at you.
Fortunately, it was not long after that another change
came about: The February 17 Libyan revolution – a
much welcomed and needed change. It was after the
revolution that I had started attempting to take part
in rebuilding the country I once despised. The fact
that I had almost nothing to offer did not faze me. I
soon became a part of the civil society, which I saw as
meaningless at that time, and volunteered in as many

I realized that I was a unique individual with ideas,
hopes, and nothing but time to make them happen. I
no longer want to witness the ripples of change. I am
destined to take part in creating them. And so, I have
become a person who seeks change in every aspect
of life, convinced that just because the momentum of
change of Libya has slowed down does not mean that
mine will too.
Soon enough, I came to disagree with the Oxford
Dictionary’s definition of change and wrote my own to
inspire others to avoid the mistakes that I had made.

Change (n): A transformation
in an individual or their
environment that may render
one disoriented and lost,
though once viewed from
a different perspective and
accepted will force one to
rediscover new horizons and
abilities.
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SHORT STORY

آفة

written by Ahmed Ali

Adam’s condition is not one experienced by many. He
just might be special enough to suffer from this, alone.

could tell you everything you need to know about the
mitochondria!”

The bed coffined his limbs as he stared at the stained
ceiling. It took a few seconds before he realized it was
10:20 am, because that was the exact time his ears
were greeted with the buzzing sound of the mosquitoes
injected in his throat.

The curiosity displayed by the group exceeded three
pages. One of the members with his hair down to his
shoulders asked: “What does it do?”

Adam got up as he pushed against the umbilical cord
that hung from around his torso to the corner of his
bed. The morning routine.
The neurotransmitters shook Adam’s temples,
orchestrating an eccentric Ardah1 dance, demanding
their daily dose of nicotine and coffee. But after a hellish
– yet not-out-of-the-ordinary – night, the cigarette buds
overfilled the ashtray, the dirty cups were devouring the
kitchen’s sink and… there were pages. The apartment
was layered with white and yellow paper that neatly
covered every piece of wall. Adam read one of the pages
as he made his way down to his acquaintance, Raven.
A trusted provider for Adam’s urges.
The rusty lighter flickered seven times before spitting
out a shy burst of flame, ashes covering his shoes. He
overheard a conversation that spilled on the sidewalk
next to the small store.
The group was composed of four kids around 16 years
old, give or take. They seemed surrounded with white
noise, until I pricked my ears to hear why one of them
had a forehead marbled with veins.
I had to light another cigarette to cloud the air and my
presence around them. The first guy quickly revealed
the topic of the conversation: “That’s it man. Time to
get fed. We’re failing this. The exam is tomorrow and I
only managed to study three pages!”
“I ripped them off from my biology book, folded them
very neatly, then I bruised my skull till it became so soft.
I took those three pages and I tucked them between
my two hemispheres, nice and cozy up there. So now, I
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After pausing for a bit, and adjusting his posture for
a full-on power stance to deliver his answer, “It’s the
powerhouse of the cell!”
“Yeah, but what color is it? What does it smell like? Is it
gooey? Rubbery? Does it make noises when you squeeze
it? Why is it good for you? What does it do?”
The mitochondria man was clearly annoyed: “It’s the
powerhouse of the cell, dude! That’s what those sticky
pages in my head say, this is all I need to know.”
The introverted fellow shook the structure of the group
and began asking questions, growing more curious: “So,
since you have already filled your head with those three
sticky papers, how are you going to put an extra page
in there for when you want to draw a green elephant,
or an extra page for when it is sunny outside, and your
toes are hugging the warm ground and there is a smile
peeling off your face. Is there going to be room for a
page like that?”
Their noises poured into different alleys as they walked
past them, and my shoes befriended five buds that
helped me blend into the background and listen to
the stories those kids told. It was incredibly essential
to listen to what they were saying.
Adam is aware of his condition… to a vague extent. He
is aware of his lack of stories.
He goes up to his apartment and starts writing the
conversation he just encountered. Leaning over the
page as if he is trying to dive into it. The way Adam
wrote always seemed unorthodox; he treated the page
like a flame about to die, and he was prepared to use
every inch of his skin to protect it.

آفة

Adam cannot make stories. He is unable to produce,
generate, create, or synthesize them. He is merely
a spectator, a hudhud2 that never touches the land,
constantly flying, and eternally sick of the clouds.
The closest feeling to a rush that stories make in his
stomach is through the snippets of life he overhears
from conversations around him. Conversations with
which he keeps veiling the walls of his apartment.
I promise. I was not even trying to steal people’s spirit
this time. Sometimes I feel like stories follow me, they
want to befriend me, they want me to be their god. I
wish I could be their god. I understand that my love
for Death can seem eerie but in my opinion, Death is a
poem everyone should taste.
What matters in all my mindless words is that I
have found a story. In an unorthodox sense, it was
a conversation – unorthodox because the man was
talking to himself.
He sat beside the empty street, wearing a pair of faded
jeans that were drawn on with a blue ballpoint. The way
he spoke twisted my guts. He spoke as if he were three
characters living three stories. I listened, I promise, I
was just walking by and even though no one was around
him, he spoke like there were fields of people listening.
I just joined them.

… And this is exactly the point I’m trying to make, creative
expression is a liberation, salvation. It’s the only way
to take off our blindfolds and see.
How am I supposed to create art when I have a silver
brick for either protection or a friend? How can I express
myself, slit myself open, liberate myself as you say when
all I have within me is just coal, cement and expired
eyes? How can I see when the blindfold I was forced
to wear is made from gentle steel, heavier than I have
ever been? Vengeance is all the creative expression I
see, feel or hear. Bodies hugging bullets and tears wiped
with dirt. This, is art.
There are worlds inside of you. Your lungs are breathing
a false sense of toxicity. The steel blindfold you’re
wearing isn’t only for you to take off. You have my left
arm and his stubbornness.
These aren’t your eyes and that isn’t your tongue who
is saying these things. So, stick with me, forget the
blindfold and your fragile brain. Peel off this heavy skin
of yours and run with me, please; until your eyeballs
start running down your cheeks. Keep running! RUN!
RUN! RUN!”
I did as he told me, I did until I threw up.
There are blank spots on the wall that yearn to be
covered and I have to write stories and never live them.

1. Ardah  عرضةis a type of folkloric dance, accompanied by drums and poetry. It is performed with two
rows of men opposite one another, each of whom may or may not be wielding a sword or cane.
2. Arabic for Eurasian hoopoe
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POEM

Instructions
written by Ruba AlSharqi
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INSTRUCTIONS

#5

- instructions on
unlearning the
healthy way
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FIRST PERSON

An Email
written by Shahd Magouri

You can read so much, consume so much information to
anticipate how you would feel during a certain situation,
but nothing really comes close to how you actually end
up feeling. One email was all it took for many things
to change for me. It’s difficult to think about that one
moment when you supposedly realized that everything
had changed. Sometimes you might wonder, was it an
actual moment? Or was it a series of events that got you
to that point? I haven’t yet figured it out myself, but I
know that I’ll always try to remember.
Many aspects of my life have changed dramatically over
the past few years. It was a shock change; it didn’t happen
gradually nor was it expected. One minute I was home
with my family and the next I was all alone (or at least
that’s what it felt like). I’ve been living in Lebanon for
almost two years now and it’s been quite the experience.
These aren’t just the homesick words of a kid living
abroad; I’d like to think it’s a bit more complicated than
that. Life’s a bit more complicated than that. I’m from
Libya. You may or may not know that my home country
has been going through a lot over the past few years,
and all I can be sure of at this point is that every day is
a new day and nothing is unexpected.
A few months into my stay in Lebanon (with my newfound
false sense of security), I started realizing just how hard it
is, to see the news and see what’s going on at home and
to be thinking about my family, ill thoughts consuming
me frequently. My family holds back a lot and I don’t
blame them. It can’t be easy telling your child over the
phone that a relative has died, or someone we know
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AN EMAIL

was kidnapped. I always find out eventually, although
not in the best ways. When I went home during my first
winter break, I can’t remember what we were talking
about, but my mom accidentally let slip that her uncle
had been kidnapped. He managed to escape and he’s
fine now, but I was never told. I can’t explain how I felt
in that moment. Was it a feeling of betrayal? No, it was
most probably guilt.
My latest trip home put life into perspective. For the
first time, I saw things for what they were. A tragedy. A
tragedy that I had no control over. A mess. Complete and
utter chaos. How can you go from safety and comfort
to tragedy in a matter of a few hours? How can you be
expected to overcome the numbness? You can’t. You
cry and dry your tears, then you go back to comfort and
safety and fight the sleeplessness and guilt with the
sugar-coated comfort of daily university life. We get so
wound up in the everyday miseries of college life that
we forget what really matters. We forget what is real.
You cannot make peace with it.
You can read so much, consume so much information to
anticipate how you would feel during a certain situation,
but nothing really comes close to how you actually end
up feeling. One email was all it took for many things
to change for me. It’s difficult to think about that one
moment when you supposedly realized that everything
had changed. Sometimes you might wonder, was it an
actual moment? Or was it a series of events that got you
to that point? I haven’t yet figured it out myself, but I
know that I’ll always try to remember.

11

FIRST PERSON
Are humans evil or good? Rational or instinct driven?
Cooperative or competitive?
The topic of human nature has been long debated by
numerous philosophers and theorists. For instance,
the existentialist French philosopher Jean-Paul Sartre
strongly believed that there is no such thing as a
given “human nature” that determines how people
act or behave. He claimed that people are free to
choose their destiny and decide for themselves,
breaking free from innate and deterministic factors
and without any external interference.
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written by Marwa Ben Khalifa

Behind The Veil of Ignorance

Nevertheless, no one can deny that humans are
born within a community that influences them on a
daily basis. No one is truly free since we were never
asked to choose our names, religions, beliefs and
habits. Since childhood, each and every one of us

is taught to trust and have blind faith in certain beliefs,
even if they are incomplete or wrong. We are taught that
they are the right ones and anything else is wrong and
misleading. We grow up thinking in a certain way and
believing in certain principles. Education and society
contribute to reinforcing these beliefs to convince us
of their value. We end up living in a community that
is all alike – with thea same beliefs, same habits and
same way of thinking. And there is nothing wrong with
that until we actually decide to get out of our “comfort
zone” and experience “the different.”
People who do things differently, who pray differently,
who think differently and maybe who dress differently –
in the beginning, we tend to put a barrier between “us”
and “them” as if they are the “enemy” and somehow
“threaten” our culture and beliefs. At least that’s what
I did when I was faced with “the different.” We feel

BEHIND THE VEIL OF IGNORANCE
frightened and in danger. We realize that we no longer
live in a community where everyone is the same. Now,
we are faced with diversity.
As scary as it may seem in the beginning, this diversity
pushes every one of us to put themselves behind the
“veil of ignorance” (a state where we have no knowledge
of our sex, race, religion, nationality, or individual tastes).
The moment we put ourselves behind this veil we
acknowledge that it is totally OK to do things differently.
Other people’s beliefs are fine and not threatening
because we see ourselves doing the same things. Behind
this veil, one can be Muslim, Christian, straight, gay, rich
or poor. We just don’t know our situation or status. If
each one of us were to put himself behind this veil,
we would all opt for a much fairer society than the
one we have now – a society free from ignorance and
misconception. Being placed behind the veil of ignorance

makes us question the knowledge we have accumulated
throughout the years, and the beliefs that we have
inherited from people who are no longer with us. We
had absorbed these tenets without even understanding
them; we just did because they told us to do so. However,
it is never too late for us to place ourselves behind the
veil of ignorance and avoid being victims of subjective
education and upbringing.
The world we live in today is changing in many way,
and if people keep being scared of the unknown and
the different, wars and conflicts will never end. For
this reason, the veil of ignorance is a great tool that
we should all use when faced with something new and
different. Eventually, we will realize that no matter how
different we are, we are still alike as long as we accept
and respect each other.
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FIRST PERSON

Embracing identities: My Life As
An “Omnigender”

Ridiculous or not it may be, in a world many would feel to be breaking
traditions, I find tranquility and inner peace as an omnigender.
written by Kareem Nofal
When I was at elementary school, my sisters would shame
me for playing with girls more loudly and energetically
than how I played with boys. I was lucky enough to go
to a private co-ed school and meet other middle-class
kids, telling jokes and discussing what life as a 3rd grader
meant for boys my age. Though, I didn’t exactly think
of it that way; I was just running around with girls and
acting in ways that might be considered effeminate.
Summertime wasn’t any different. After I beat Tekken
5 on my PlayStation 2 for the fifth time, I decided to
carefully take my sisters’ game, Bratz: Forever Diamondz,
and give it a try. Lo and behold, I enjoyed it just as much
as I enjoyed the fighting game. In fact, I revisited the
makeup and dressing game again as a teenager, and I
still haven’t gone back to Tekken! This behavior wasn’t
new to me; I’ve always known I was open to new ideas,
and I’ve always been familiar with my lack of amusement
and instant boredom with older ones. Fast forward a
decade, and here I am in college, wearing your runof-the-mill, Average Joe clothes, eating junk food, and
playing video games. I’ve been finding conversations,
sharing laughs, and just generally “clicking” with straight
guys so much, heck, I might even call them, or myself, the
obnoxious “Bro!” When did you ever hear a woman tell
you such a story about herself? Yet, at the same time,
I wash out my hair to a screamingly flamboyant color
for a guy, watch a soap opera (whose protagonist also
happens to be a fanatic about the French culture, who
complains about living a mundane life as a mother and
wife to an uninterested—and uninteresting—husband). I
find myself imagining whether I could live like her: she
meets her man in shining armor and decides to live with
him after divorcing her husband, so she could finally
have her “fin heureuse.” When did you hear a “man”
tell you that story? And that is briefly how I coined the
term omnigender while discussing the urge to look
beautiful for my partner.
The term omnigender is one I have created that gives
me the ability to identify as a man, woman, boy, girl,
and all that is in between. I came to terms with myself
after notable connections between my ideas and beliefs
with different genders and gender roles, other than
the one I was assigned at birth. At first, realizing I was
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omnigender stunned me for a while; I was always happy
being called a “boy” or a “man.” I’m not trans either; I’m
perfectly happy with my body and genitals the way they
are, but I was also happy, even proud, when someone
would jokingly call me “gurrl.” I was just yearning for
something new.
I was always mockingly criticized by my uncle for not
talking with a lower pitched voice, not walking with a
straight backbone, and (ugh, again) for befriending
girls too. As I grew older, my education about life began
to happen outside of what he would teach me. I was
searching and self-educating about gender roles more
objectively than what he taught. Sadly, I now see him
using the same tactics, perhaps more aggressively, on
his own son. This, alongside my observation of a louder,
manlier presence of men in a male-dominated society
(did I say men enough?) made me shift the criticism
back at the culture of men and made me repelled by
those actively football-cheering creatures who don’t
take life seriously, but rather with obnoxious, lowestcommon-denominator jokes. I considered those to be
negative attitudes, so I found refuge in my womanly side.
Perhaps the closest family member to me is my mother.
She raised us, four children, away from my father, and I’ve
always found myself related to her, mentally speaking.
She was much like Ward, the protagonist from the soap
opera. She was playing the role of the non-complaining
wife in front of my father’s family while running wild
about life…in her imagination...but, of course, she’d
complain about routine in the commonly nagging wife
attitude. I learned a lot from her.
I was in no way raised away from conflict: I was born in
it, lived with it, and integrated with it. Thus, a conflict
such as this one with my gender identity comes as no
surprise. I feel like if I were exclusively a man, I would’ve
been accused of something I didn’t intend, and if I were
exclusively a woman, I would’ve been so too! Whether
it is about games or roles, clothes or television, as
ridiculous as it may be, in a world many would feel to
be breaking traditions, I find tranquility and inner peace
as an omnigender.

POEM
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HOME

Home
written by Fatema AlSaffar
HOME
ON THE WAY HOME,
THE AIR IS DUSTY AND HEAVY,
BUT IT SMELLS LIKE HOME,
THE SHOPS ARE OPEN,
THE TOWN IS WILD,
THE CHILDREN ARE PLAYING SOCCER IN THAT EMPTY FIELD,
THE ABANDONED ARMCHAIR, NEXT TO THE ELECTRIC ROOM, HAS COMPANY NOW.
AS I APPROACH THIS NARROW “TUNNEL-LIKE” STREET,
I SPOT A FIGURE COMING FROM THE DARKNESS,
IT’S MY NEIGHBOR,
I AM URGED TO SHOW MY MANNERS AND GREET HER.
I GO ON AND THEN MY EYES LIGHT UP,
MY BROTHERS ARE PLAYING SOCCER AGAIN WITH AN EMPTY WATER BOTTLE,
I SPOT MY SISTER WHO’S CHEERING THEM ON,
I AM ENTRANCED AS I JOIN HER.
BUT IT ALL FADES,
NOW HERE AM I,
WALKING IN THIS HAMRA STREET,
A STREET CROWDED WITH CARS AND PEOPLE NOT,
NOT THE CHILDISH PLAYS AND ECHOES OF JOY.
PEOPLE HERE JUST KEEP WALKING,
I BLEND IN,
NO ONE RECOGNIZES ME,
I AM FREE,
I FEEL JOY,
THE UTMOST JOY A CHILD FEELS WHEN HE’S A FLOWER SHORT FROM HIS BUCKET OF SORROWS.
BEIRUT IS LIBERATINGLY REFRESHING,
DIRAZ IS THE KEY TO MY HEART,
SO, NOW WHERE IS HOME?
IS IT MY FREEDOM OR MY CONSTRAINTS?
MY FAMILY OR MYSELF?
OR IS IT JUST A FEELING YOU GET USED TO?
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POEM

ّ
أتكلم،
ليس بغرض الثرثرة
كررة
فأحاديثي باتت مملة و ُم ّ
لكني قد ُألقي عليك هذه القصيدة
قد أخبرك عن غربتي و تلك المرة
التي صعدت بها على متن القطار و لم أقطع تذكرة
و قد أجلس على الهامش بصمت
لكنك تعلم أني أتكلم
و أسمع

و أنّ ي

و أرى

أفعل؛
قلت ال للـ»ال»
ُ
لعل الكالم ّ
عل َل
ّ
و
لست بتمفعل
ُ
أني بفاعل و
و كأن ما بي من الحياة يفوقها
قليل
َ
و ما بالحياة مني
ففي هذا الجسد باليين من ذرات ال تهدأ

بقلم سامي عبد الباقي

كون يحوم حول نفسه
في هذا الجسد
ٌ
و يحول دون ملجأ
أطوف و أرقص
فأركض و
ُ
ُ
ً
أحيانا أخضع و أركع و أتألم
و
ً
علي و أتلعثم
ضباب
أحيانا يحل
ّ
ٌ
و لكنّ ي
أرى .أسمع .أتكلم.
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أرى

أرى .أسمع .أتكلم.
أرى؛

أرى .أسمع .أتكلم.

التجسس
ليس بغرض
ّ
التلصص
وال االختالس أو
ّ
فما همي أن أزيد همي هموما؟
ال يعنيني ثقب المفتاح
وال شق الباب
ً
شيئا
ال ما بينهما وال ما وراءهما
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نزوات و غيوما
ٍ
إال بضعة

أسمع؛

ال تأتي إال لترحل

التنصت
ليس بغرض
ّ

ما يعنيني يا سيدي

فالجدران ال تغري اآلذان

السموات و األرض

و إن كانت ّ
هشة

و ما بينهما و ما وراءهما و ما بعدهما

فة ما تالئم منحنيات أذني
بل أعثر على َص َد ٍ

ً
جحرا
ي و إن اتخذتا في وجهي
عينا ّ

و كأن البحر بها ّ
تجلى

علي كالفرض
باتت
ّ

ّ
تفشى
و

التقر
ال تستقر و
ّ

اعذرني سيدي

تتوقا لرؤية درب العودة المعهود إلى المنزل

لكن آذاني ما زالت يافعة،

صور أمي في عمر الخامسة

ً
يوما
لن تفضل أحاديثك التي تنقلها بصوت هامس

حتى درب التبانة و أطيافه الهامسة

على سيمفونية بيتهوفين التاسعة

FIRST PERSON
أمــا مــن شــرد عــن قطيــع األقــران المتّ بعيــن ،وأبــى االنضمــام
المحتجيــن ،فقــد حكــم علــى نفســه بالنضــال إلــى يوم
إلــى قطيــع
ّ
الديــن ،ذلــك أنــه اآلن حالـ ٌـة نــادرة .فكيــف يجــرؤ علــى العيــش دون
عمــا يجــب أن يفعلــه اآلن،
كتــاب أو
شــخص أو
أن يخبــره
بيــان ّ
ٌ
ٌ
ٌ
كيــف يجــرؤ علــى أن يتّ خــذ إلهــه هــواه ،وأن يعمــل عقلــه فيتدبــر
بنفســه مــا يشــاء ويســتعين بالمعينيــن متــى يشــاء .كيــف يمكــن
لمــا يفترضــه عالــم اليــوم آلــة وعالــم األمــس عبـ ً
ـدا أن يتحــرك دون
ّ
تتعلــم
ـرية
والمدبــر .هــل ظننــت يومـ ًـا أن البشـ َ
ي مــن السـ ّـيد
ّ
وح ـ ٍ
ممــا ترتكــب مــن عثــرات؟ هــا نحــن ذا مــا  Iنحاســب حتــى الســاعة
مــن يتــرك مــا ألفينــا عليــه آباءنــا وأجدادنا ،ونضطهدهــم كاضطهاد
النبييــن فــي عصــور الظــام .ألســنا فــي عصــر ظــام؟
أصحــاب
ّ
ـي بــا وحــي؟
ـ
نب
ـو
ـ
ه
ـوم
ـ
الي
ـدوق
ـ
الصن
ـن
ـ
ع
ـرج
ـ
يخ
ـن
ـ
م
أليــس
ٌّ
فــي عصــر القولبــة والتأطــر واالنســياق األعمــى لــكل مــا هــو
ـوذ قــد ال
ـائد وســهل المظهــر ،مــن يخــرج عــن الســرب هــو منبـ ٌ
سـ ٌ
يعــي مــا ســيواجهه فــي المواجهــة المنتظــرة ،إن المنبــوذ هــو
ذلــك ّالــذي ّ
تخلــى عنــه العالــم ألنــه رفــض العمــى ،إنــه حامــل
والمنتظــر فكـ ً
ـرا .يقــال أنّ ــه
ـة
ً
ـ
طبيع
ـتثنى
ـ
المس
ـه
ـ
إن
ـم،
التغييــر الدائـ
ُ
ظهرانــي
بيــن
يظهــر
أن
مــن
بــد
ال
التاريخيــة
الفكــر
فــي حتميــة
ّ
ّ
مؤسسـ ًـا لصــرح
ـه
ـ
ذات
ـى
ـ
عل
ـه
ـ
ثورت
ـزات
ـ
منج
ـم
ـ
عليه
ـو
ـ
يتل
البشــر مــن
ّ
ـرية مــن معتقــدات.
ـ
البش
ـتهلكته
ـ
اس
ـا
ـ
م
ـاض
ـ
أنق
ـى
ـ
عل
ـد
ي جديـ
ّ
فكــر ّ
ـولي هــو انعــدام
ـ
رس
ـع
ـ
طاب
ذات
ـر
ـ
الثائ
ـك
ـ
ذل
ـة
ـ
مهم
ـن
ـ
م
ـل
ـ
يجع
ومــا
ٍّ
المرجعيــة المطلقــة ،فمــن أراد الثــورة علــى ذاتــه وقيــادة بنــي
آدم إلــى الضفــة الفكريــة المقابلــة علــى طريــق التقــدم البشــري
ـود وضيــاع-
حافــة النهــر فــي حالــة ركـ ٍ
– بــدل تركهــم منتظريــن علــى ّ

عليــه أن يكــون هــو القــارب والمجـ ّـذف األول ،فــا بيــان وال كتــاب
ّ
مقلــد يأخــذ بنــا خطــوةً
يمكنــه أن يقــول لــه مــا يفعــل وإال فهــو
ـدو فلنحــذره.
إلــى الــوراء ،ذلــك هــو العـ ّ
ً
ي صغيــر ،ولكــن
واحــد منّ ــا
ٍ
كل
أيضــا أنــه فــي ّ
بــد
ثائــر فكــر ٌّ
ٌ
وال ّ
النمــو والبنــاء فــي ضاحيــة المنجــزات الفكريــة
لهــذا
يضمــن
مــا
ّ
هــو أن نطلــق العنــان لــه ،علــى أن نعــي قبــل ذلــك معنــى
ـكاليات تطـ ّـور.
الحريــة ومقاصدهــا ،ومــا يمـ ّـر بــه مــا حولنــا مــن إشـ ّ
ّ
إن الحريــة هنــا يجــب أن ال تــؤدي بنــا إلــى الوصــول إلــى القيــد
اآلخــر ،حيــث تشــبه األفــكار البشــرية بشــكل أو بآخــر الجــزر فــي
البحــر التــي يفصلهــا نهـ ٌـر صغيــر عــن بعضهــا البعــض إال أن مســار
النهــر هــذا يــؤدي إلــى البحــر الكبيــر الــذي بإمكانــك أن تبحــر فيــه
وتنشــئ جزيرتــك الفكريــة .فــإذا مــا اختلــط النهــر والبحــر -وهــذا مــا
للمجــذف غيــر الماهــر وغيــر العــارف -فــإن المفكــر ســيجد
ّ
يحــدث
ـا مــن ضفــة قيـ ٍـد إلــى ضفـ ٍـة أخــرى مــن دون تغييــر
ـ
منتق
ـه
نفسـ
ً
ـإن إطــاق ســراح
ـ
ف
ـي
ـ
فبالتال
ـد.
ـ
التجدي
ـة
ـ
بماهي
ـزام
ـ
الت
أو
ـي
ـ
حقيق
ّ
ّ
الفكــ ِر ال يعنــي ّأل نخضــع إلــى المحاســبة ،إال أن المحاســبة
نطــق وعنــد كل فكــرةٍ
هنــا هــي محاســبة النفــس عنــد كل حـ ٍ
ـرف ُي َ
ـي ،هــل
ـ
والعقل
ـي
ـ
الوجدان
ـاض عنيــف فــي الداخــل
تولــد بعــد مخـ ٍ
ّ
الضفــة األخــرى أم إلــى البحــر الكبيــر؟ وبذلــك تختلــف
ّ
ـتؤدي إلــى
سـ ّ
آليــة المحاســبة هنــا عــن طريقــة الديكتاتوريــات السياســية منهــا
ّ
والحريــة
واالقتصاديــة والفكريــة .إن الوعــي فــي مجــاالت القيــد
ّ
ـبية كل منهمــا هــو أســمى مــا قــد ينطلــق منــه المف ّكــر فــي
ونسـ ّ
بنائــه لناطحــة ســحابه – فــي جزيرتــه.
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المنبوذ

المنبوذ
بقلم عبد القادر فتوح

ـري ًا غريبـ ًـا عــن األطــوار ،إنــه كان
لــم يكــن يومـ ًـا كائنــا فضائيـ ًـا  ،أو بشـ ّ
تكيــف
ـي
ـ
الت
ـك
ـ
تل
ـزة،
ـ
الناج
ـر
فقــط يكــره القوالــب الجاهــزة واألطـ
ّ
ً
والحقــا باتجاههــا
مجتمعــه علــى هضمهــا والســير بهــا ومعهــا
وألجلهــاّ .إل أن تلــك القوالــب كانــت تأتــي لتعتــدي علــى تفـ ّـرده
وتميــزه ،كيــف ال وقــد انطبقــت قواعدهــا علــى عديــد المتقولبيــن
والمتأطريــن النجيبيــن ،فكانــت تلــك القوالــب أصنــام حياتهــم.
أمــا مــن تعــدى حــدود القالــب فويــل لــه مــن بئــس المصيــر ،أو
ّ
الحريــة.
فلنقــل ،بئــس
ّ
فــي التأطيــر والقولبــة ثقافــة أمــم ،منهــا مــا قــد خــا ومنهــا مــن
ال يــزال يظــن أن جــدران قالبــه ّلينــة علــى المتقولبيــن قاســية
ً
ً
شــأنا
مقامــا وأرفــع
علــى المتمرديــن وبــذا يظــن نفســه أعلــى
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عــن أن تنطبــق عليــه قوانيــن الطبيعــة فــي االرتقــاء واالنهيــار.
غيــر أنــه وفــي عالمنــا البائــس ،تــذوب تلــك الثقافــة فــي ثقافــة
ـوم نفخــر بمــن يهيننــا،
التبعيــة العميــاء
والعبوديــة الخرقــاء .نحــن قـ ٌ
ّ
ونهنّ ــئ مــن يطغــى علينــا ،ونقــدس مــن يظلمنــا ،ونجعــل ممــن
ـراجا منيـ ً
يســتعمرنا فاتحـ ًـا مبينـ ًـا وسـ ً
ـرا ليخرجنــا مــن غياهــب تاريخنــا
ـواف غيــر المعرفــة بعــد .إننــا
ـ
الح
ذي
وتراثنــا إلــى قالــب العولمــة
ّ
ـوع خــاص ،نلعــب فيهــا دور مجموعـ ٍـة مــن
نعيــش فــي ّبر ّيــة مــن نـ ٍ
التميــز
ـا
ـ
اخترن
وإذا
ـي،
ـ
للراع
ـاد
ـ
االنقي
ـي
الخــراف التــي تتســابق فـ
ّ
وعيرنــا القطيــع اآلخــر بواقعــه القديــم الجديــد،
راع آخــر ّ
ذهبنــا إلــى ٍ
واقتتلنــا علــى الرعــاة بالنيابــة عنهــم ،إننــا ال نتقــن دور الرعــاة ولــن
يومياتنــا وحيواتنــا.
نفعــل مــا دامــت ذهنيــة االنســياق تســود
ّ

MEPI NEWS

Jbeil Municipality Trip
written by Tahani Husain

When we engage in a political conversation, we tend to
blame leaders, governmental organizations, the state,
but never ourselves. We have been conditioned to not
hold ourselves accountable; it is a lifelong reflex passed
on through generations. A reflex is an action that is
performed without conscious thought as a response to
a stimulus. And the stimulus here is any problem that
we want to be solved for us. Expecting to live luxuriously
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without giving a hand and then blaming elites as corrupt
won’t solve the issue. Jbeil is one of the cities in Lebanon
combatting this reflex.
In a trip to visit the municipality of Jbeil, tables were
turned. The MEPI TL-ers had a meeting with the mayor
of the city of Jbeil, Wissam Zaarour. The mayor explained
the achievements of the municipality throughout

30 km
North of the modern
city of Beirut, Lebanon.
It is one of the oldest
continuously inhabited
towns in the world.
the years, and the administrative and governmental
challenges in the absence of decentralization. It is
the same obstacles that face any municipality here in
Lebanon. An administrative approval takes around six
months at least, and receiving the funds takes even
longer. An automated response to this stimulus would
be blaming the ones elected for not doing what the
town/city needed in time. However, the process and
preparations behind the curtain is not as known to
the public. The mayor, Mr. Zaarour, shared information
and openly answered questions. The municipality of
Jbeil adopted a different attitude to other cities. With
a youthful team running the municipality and ready to
achieve change on the ground, they were able to debunk
the habitual reflex on similar matters.
When needed, the municipality depends on donations
and help from the local community instead of relying on
the central government. This allows for achievements
to be done quicker than usual. What is interesting is
that they proved that even with the existence of long
administrative procedures, communities coming together
and contributing to see their city flourish is the main
key to development.
After listening to Mr. Zaarour answer questions, a tour
was given around the historical city of Jbeil and ended
with a visit to the 12th-century Byblos castle. The tour
proved that if it was not for defying the reflex, Byblos
would not be as aesthetically and historically preserved
as it is now. Byblos was the first city built by Phoenicians,
and the community understands and appreciates the
significance of its historical background.

1984
The year Jbeil was
designated a UNESCO
World Heritage site.
Ernest Renan
The French historian who
led a survey of the area
and rediscovered ancient
ruins of Jbeil.
The ruins
They consist today of the
Crusader fortifications and
gate; a Roman colonnade
and small theatre;
Phoenician ramparts,
three major temples, and a
necropolis; and remains of
Neolithic dwelling.
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FIRST PERSON

Learning Gender Equality
written by Yasmine Agoun

My father raised me as if I were a boy, teaching me how
to be independent, explaining to me how a clutch disk
works and how to fix a power cut. My mother raised
my two brothers as if they were girls; they know how
to cook, vacuum and iron. Neither did my parents nor
my older brother stop me from pursuing my studies in
Lebanon ALONE because I was a girl.
After missing my flight because of some papers, l arrived
late to Lebanon. My driver was waiting for me, then
helped me with my huge suitcase and together we
headed for LAU Beirut. Along the way l was scrutinizing
everything, preparing my mind for what would be my
home for four years. STOP! What? All along Hamra Street
were coffee shops with music, men and WOMEN smoking,
all together. This was the first welcome I received from
Lebanon.
For international students, the first two months are the
hardest. When culture shock reaches its peak, suddenly
your social behavior is not innate anymore. During this
period, you start noticing the big change between the
two different societies. Change is not always negative,
and if there is one change I liked, it is women’s lifestyle
in Beirut.
Here, taking the bus or walking down a street without
the stomach aching, being afraid of a bad encounter or
being harassed do not exist anymore. Everyone is busy,
nobody notices your presence or scans your look or the
way you tied your hair. Here, women are not banned from
cafés and public places. Here, a woman riding a bike,
breathing the oxygen of freedom with the wind running
through hair is not wrong. One of my best memories of
my first days in Lebanon is hearing Adhan Al Maghrib,
and I am still outside alone (without a man’s company)
– a trivial thing that l had never tasted, because from
sunset, the dark outdoors is dangerous, as if daylight
brings its share of safety.

24

We as girls have always learned that we are the weaker
gender, and irrational beings that surrender to their
emotions as if nobody has heard about emotional
intelligence. We have always learned that we are weak
in scientific courses, and that is why the instructor is
more interactive with male students than female. We
have learned that girls cannot be Tomorrow’s Leaders

LEARNING GENDER EQUALITY

and that they cannot study abroad, where the expression
“Simply because you are a girl” has become a widely
tangible argument and accepted answer that means NO.
All these ideas hover around society solely because that
is what we have learned inside each family. FAMILY; the
first yield of socialization and where gender equality

has its start. The majority of Algerian parents use two
distinct ways when it comes to childrearing, which itself
is focused on the leak that sank the boat (society). A girl
requires more protection, should keep an eye on her
acts and sayings because she herself bears the whole
reputation of the family. Apart from going to school or
for medical purposes, she should not leave the house,
and if she does, she must be back right after. What is
most outrageous is that after the authority of the parent,
there is the brother, and if a girl is lucky enough to be
married (because it is considered a goal in society), she
will be under her husband’s wing. Women never taste
independence, make their own choices, assume the
repercussions of their acts or learn from their mistakes.
In her lifetime, she never surpasses 18.
On the other hand, the boy does not bend to any of
these rules because the street is his school. He is the
MAN of the house, protecting the family wealth from
being stolen by his sister’s husband.
Of course, not all women are that free and aware of
their rights in remote places of Lebanon, and neither
are all women’s freedom that restricted in Algeria. Some
Algerians are real businesswomen, entrepreneurs, PhDs
and engineers who enter the man’s labor market. The
question is what made them that bold? EQUALITY from
the parents, then mentors and finally society. Malala
Yousafzai’s father has talked about how he raised an
advocate for girls’ education: “People ask me what is
special about my mentorship that made Malala so bold
and so courageous and so vocal and so poised. I tell
them: Do not ask me what I did, but what I did not do.
I did not clip her wings, and that’s all.”
I am aware of how fortunate I am to have the support
needed from my male mentors, but l would like to
emphasize that parents’ rearing is the change that will
result in society, because gender equality starts in the
small cells of society, and it lies in the hands of parents.
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UNHCR Field Trip
On a Friday morning at the end of March, MEPI-TL
at LAU organized a trip to the United Nations High
Commissioner for Refugees (UNHCR) headquarters in
Tripoli. We had the opportunity to get acquainted with
two LAU alumni, Mr. Khaled Kabbara and Mr. Fidaa Al
Fakih, who now devote their lives to working with the
UNHCR to help refugees.
We were impressed by high degree of organization of
the UNHCR headquarters which has a fully functional
system that runs background checks on each refugee
who enters the organization. They also possess a
database that contains all refugees within the informal
settlements that they look over. The amount of work
done to ensure that the refugees receive full benefits
that the UNHCR offers – from educational to financial
– is huge. It is remarkable how the team achieved so
much with so few resources and such a great number
of refugees.
The headquarters is not the only place where refugees
and UNHCR employees can be found. There are also
camps that are now called informal settlements by
the government. These informal settlements are a
sad example of the facilities refugees live in and the
struggle they go through every day, such as trouble

written by Siraj Belgasium
with land owners and maintenance of their living area.
During our tour through the informal settlements, we
encountered kids with bright smiles who had amazing
spirits and were so happy to see visitors from outside
the camp. They sang songs for us, and their excitement
was indescribable. On the other hand, we came upon
some devastating stories from adults who were living
in the settlements, one of whom was a man who had
to leave Syria just as he was beginning university, and
now, due to the lack of resources, he is not able to
achieve that dream anymore.
Then we moved on to a house for disabled people in
Tripoli that hosts events and activities for refugees
and is organized by a group of Syrian volunteers.
Called the Outreach Volunteers, they take care of
Syrian children, some of whom are handicapped. We
had the opportunity to sit and chat with them and
get to know these kids through games and activities.
Despite the lack of resources, the instability, the
torture of abandonment and the struggles of life,
these refugees still maintain a great spirit. Reaching
out and spending time with them can only brighten
your heart, and it there that humanity resides.

