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Homeland

Nedjla Harrat | @ Algeria
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“Where do you belong?”

“To my homeland”

“Where is your homeland?”

“Somewhere between the Mediterranean and the sun”
“Is it far?”

“Maybe, but it is close to my heart”

“What is it like?”

“It's like the smell of a virgin tree in heaven”

“the sound of a vintage coffee maker in the morning before
anyone speaks

Olive oil poured slow, like there is no hurry in the world
Life there feels ancient... why are they so desperate to take it?

Because it is authentic. It is rare.

Homeland is not defined by
e - geographical location, it's
e - afeeling, a belonging to
A authenticity, a moment of
o e R YT nostalgia that we share
Silence.. ) .- ‘- . inthe MENA region.

Itis real”

“If you don’t want them to take it, why do you wish to leave?”

“It's just my wish”
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The Thread No War Can Cut

The Thread

No War Can Cut

Aya Al Suleihi Yemen

In my neighborhood, you don't look for
home. You sense it. It is a place that

reveals itself in layers of fragrance

and sound long before a single face or
name is ever revealed.

You never needed an invitation to
know a neighbor was expecting
guests. You simply smelled the
bukhoor. That heavy sweetness, a
fragrant announcement that a door
was open and a heart was ready.
You do not need a clock to mark the
morning. You followed the smell of
Bon and Qushir from all the houses
in the neighborhood as it wound
through the streets, rising like a
collective welcome.

In our world, every Yemeni house has
its own signature. A unique fingerprint
of spices and incense. We never
bought flowers to say | love you.
Instead, we speak in the weight of a
plate of Maamoul tamr, or the deep

love carried in a Sidr honey jar. To us,
love is a taste, a gesture, a gathering.
It is the sound of the oud in all
celebrations, providing the heartbeat
for our stories. A melody everyone
hums. Ancient, beautiful, and familiar.

In my dorm room, the coffee | make
has no husk, no cardamom to bruise
against the pot, and no place to

sit together in a circle. There is no
Bukhoor to stain the curtains with
the scent of the city. Yet as | pour

it, | realize my hands still move the
same way my mother poured it to
welcome guests. | still smell the
home | remember, with the sound of
Abubaker Salem in my headphones
and | learn to feel like | am there.

So what barriers and wars do they talk
about in the news, when Yemen is a
sense before it is a place. It is a scent,
a sound, and that is the thread no war
can cut.
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Another Goodbye Under the Same Sky

Another Goodhye
Under the Same Sky

Raw Threads, Spring 2026

Hadeel Al-Kadasi | & Yemen

It's a year | won't reclaim,

A stretch of time without a name.

These months have torn my heart in two,

A journey | was forced to do.

Another war, another goodbye,

Another home left under the sky.

The walls | knew, the doors I'd close,

Now fade like whispers the wind only knows.
Through empty streets, | dragged my load,
Uncertain steps on an endless road.

Bags in my hands, though | don’t know why
| left them behind with a quiet goodbye.
Now | wish there were two of me

One to survive and one to be

In this constant gasping for air, | seek
hands reaching for something unseen.
While still thinking of who I've been

Still holding the borders of who I'll be?

Empty streets, empty faces | see unclear
Are now memories | hold on dear
With heavy steps full of fear

| know that the relief is near

| took this photograph as part of a personal project about leaving Yemen. | wore traditional Yemeni clothing and
jewelry to stay connected to my identity, while using motion blur and a slow shutter speed to express the emotional
conflict of leaving home, the tension between holding on and being pulled away

And I'll keep holding on to that dream
As the light breaks through the seam.

-9




Everything | Leave Out

Everything |
| Leave OQut

Leenah Lathram | € Libya

People hear “Libya” and switch
languages.

They stop speaking to me like a
person and start speaking to me like a
headline.

War. Conflict. Destruction.

They ask questions carefully, like |
might break. Or too directly, like | owe
them something.

| answer what | can. | leave out what |
can't.

Because my life was never just war.

| carry the sound of missiles.

Not because | wanted to.

Because | had to.

That kind of knowledge stays with
you.

It becomes a language you never
chose but speak fluently.

But even that is not the whole story.

| learned early that being a Libyan
woman means carrying stories you
don't always say out loud.

Not because they are insignificant.

—11

Because they are too heavy for casual
spaces.

No one asks about the ordinary things
that made me.

The noise in my house.

The way conversations overlap but
still make sense.

The way women carry everything
without asking to be seen.

My roots were shaped by them.

By women who endure without
announcement.

Who hold everything together without
being named.

Who turn survival into something that
looks ordinary.

That strength did not disappear. It
changed form.

| grew up around it.

In the quiet.

In the steadiness.

In the way no one stopped to call it
strength.

This is what people don't ask about.

No one asks about the women who
made survival possible.

They don't ask what it means to grow
up speaking a language of war while
being raised by people who refuse to
let it define them.

So, | learned both.

| learned how to recognize danger.

And | learned how to keep going

Photograph by my father Adel Lathram
Picture title: Woven Into Me
Description: Not a performance of culture, but a lived one. This is how we remember who we are.
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anyway.
| am not a summary of a country
people only known through crisis.

| am made of places, people, habits,
and women who shaped me long
before anyone asked me about war.
If you ask me where I'm from, ask me

everything.

12—
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Lebanon, My Heart Aches for You, You Make Me So Angry

Lebanon

Marwan Soltan | o Egypt

Lebanon, | have walked through all of
Hamra's streets

The sound of intellectuals in cafe-bars
The peeling posters on walls

The growling sports cars in Bliss;
endless streams

The bums, the madmen, the drunks;
stumbling dreams

Lebanon, | walk quiet streets at night
| see that supermarket yellow glow
through my eyelids

My soles are worn down on your
pavement

Other souls are worn down on your
street

Lebanon, me and the bombs are here
for the same reason

I'm sorry, what can | say?

Your classrooms are full of pain

You are holy, when will you be whole?
Lebanon, why do you hurt your
children?

You see them, don't you?

They stand waiting in line at the
airport to America, Canada, Arabia
They stand waiting for money from
Africa, Europa, Australia

You chew them up and spit them out
They sit waiting in traffic getting skin
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cancer on their scooters

They wait for sea turtles on the beach
to gut them and sell their shells

They wait for their wounds to heal
They bleed dry blood

When will you live up to your million
saints?

Lebanon, | don't know who you are,
you shock me.

| see you in the families roaming the
sea salt air of corniche

| see you in the grime between the
wrinkles of faces on the side of the
road

| see you in that great cloud of soot
that drifts over Beirut

In the Parisian names of streets

The 12 dollar sandwiches of pastel
coloured chains

| see you in the coiled electrical vines
up high

| see you in the trees

Lebanon, why the sense of impending
doom?

Why does the sky sometimes scream?
Why can't you have better neighbours?
Lebanon | still remember my first time
in downtown

| sat on those black slabs that fence

Zaitouna bay and stared at the empty
high-rises

| remember hiking your mountains and
drifting away from the group, | rested
my back on the wall of a small valley
It was so quiet | wanted to cry
Lebanon, | have stolen your flowers
and given them to girls | like.

| want to trust your government but |
need to buy groceries.

Lebanon, | just want to graduate
Lebanon, | lie, | just want someone to
hold me

How many more security council
resolutions till | find love?

How many more new ministers till |
can go swimming in the sea?
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Lebanon are you angry at me?

| can't blame you, I'm angry at myself
| sit with my shirt stained in sweat and
waste money in bars and cars

| make plans for the future

| hoard my old books

Lebanon, when | stop caring | hate
myself when | start caring | hate the
world

Nothing | do seems to matter

All | feel is desire

When will | be satisfied?

Lebanon, why do | live with so much
regret?

Lebanon, leave me alone
Lebanon, I'm tired.
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My Stolen Semesters

F==9
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The driver kept glancing through the
mirror, puzzled by the excitement

of someone returning to a place
people now spoke about carefully,
cautiously, as though fear had settled
itself into the language surrounding
it. Yet relief kept rising anyway. Relief
in familiar streets. Relief in buildings
still standing exactly where memory
left them. Relief in the possibility
that not everything had disappeared
during absence.

There is a particular loneliness in
interrupted years.

At first, absence feels temporary.

A suitcase remains half-unpacked.
University turns into screens, unstable
connections, voices flattened

through microphones. Life continues
elsewhere, carrying people forward
quietly, without announcement.

Then suddenly, a semester is gone.
Then another.

And one day, senior year arrives
before university ever fully settles
into memory.

What war steals is not always visible.
Sometimes it is only presence.

The slow construction of a life.
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Friendships formed in ordinary
moments. Conversations after class.
The comfort of routine. The unnoticed
intimacy of walking through familiar
hallways beside people who once felt
permanent.

Distance changes the scale of things.
Friendships continue without meaning
to drift. People return slightly altered,
carrying experiences that no longer
fully overlap. Campus begins to feel
both familiar and foreign at once,

as though belonging itself became
interrupted.

The strange part is how difficult this
grief feels to justify.

There is always someone who lost
more. Someone who stayed. Someone
who buried pieces of their life under
destruction far heavier than unfinished
semesters. So the grief remains quiet,
hidden beneath phrases like “at least
you were safe,” as though safety
erases absence. As though survival
leaves no scars of its own.

But there is still loss in becoming
emotionally displaced from a life that
was once fully yours.

Loss in feeling physically present
somewhere while emotionally
belonging elsewhere entirely.
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And perhaps the cruelest part is how fast time moves anyway.
The semesters spent waiting to return somehow become years. The years become
memories. And suddenly, university begins ending before it ever truly felt lived.

Maybe that is what stolen semesters are.

Not erased years, but unfinished ones. Years lived in waiting rooms, airports,
online meetings, and temporary departures. Years spent expecting life to
resume at any moment, only to realize it had been moving the entire time.

Yet even interrupted years leave something behind.

Perhaps becoming does not only happen in stability. Perhaps there is growth
even in displacement, even in distance, even in the strange ache of returning to
a life that almost feels borrowed from another version of the self.

And maybe stolen semesters still count as semesters after all.
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Straying From the Light

Straying From
the Light

Najwa Al Badri | & Iraq

A crowd turns its back on the light, not because it has vanished, but because

it is no longer seen. Blinding certainty and hollow devotion replace awareness,
while salvation stands illuminated yet ignored. In the foreground, a solitary man
collapses under the weight of this collective refusal—his despair born from
witnessing a truth others refuse to face. Though their bodies move in unison,
their souls remain restless, yearning for a freedom beyond submission and
shadows. The light persists, unwavering, a silent witness to humanity’s choice
to stray rather than awaken.
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Between Touch and Truth

I reach outward, only to find the distance lives
within me.

A reflection answers, but it slips away before I
can understand it.

Somewhere between the hand I extend and the
self I hide, I begin to meet who I truly am.
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AKingless Guillotine

A ngless Guillotine
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You kneel, you mourn, you call the ruin  Yet bear within their stone what

fate, storms imbue,
You carve the blame into what's left of A memory no time can ever subdue.

Maram Al Haj | Lebanon skies, So let the fault lines twist and split
_ _ _ And still you swear the void was not and sever.
They bid me wear a visage smooth What sanctum stands when all its .
_ _ made. Let salt and silence seep through
and bright saints depart? _ .
_ _ For | have kissed the lips of fate too every scar.
To cloak the fractures time and trials ~ What star endures when even heaven .
long For some are bound to worship flame
gave, blurs? _
_ , And laced my breath with secrets forever,
Yet every touch, too rough, too light, I've watched the cedars keep a .
_ _ none should keep Even as it devours the sum of all they
Will crumble all that they swore to splintered heart, _ _
_ To believe that love and ruin speak the are.
save. Yet bow as if they knew what storm

selfsame tongue Yet does desire lie dead, or merely
O fools who bend and bleed to mend  confers. _
_ Is but to fall where silent echoes weep stay,
my form, What prayer survives when heaven _ o _
Like embers held within a patient Forsaken where all that breaks cannot

breath,
Awaiting just one wind to set them

To brush the dust from glass too finely turns to scar?

decay.
made, y
Who build a throne within the

) free,
mountain storm

To render them beyond both life and
death,
To something almost touched, but

And curse the ruin of the thing they've
shaped.

| reached for stars, yet you have
never seen.
burned the sky;
Perhaps they do not fade, but fracture
| sought for warmth, yet you have
slow.
made me steel. _
_ Perhaps they learn the weight of
You call me whole, as if | could defy, .
letting go.
Yet left me numb, unable now to feel. _
Or else become what time cannot
| was sculpted from the wreckage,
bestow,
born to fall,
S A softer form of what we used to
A hollow monarch, draped in olive
know.
dust and stone. _
, Perhaps they turn, as mountains
You carve, you break, you kneel, you've
. always do,
lost it all, .
) ) With roots of cedar deep the storm
And still you claim me yours, though

<
k)
s
[
>
o
Q
<
©
£
o
>
Q
o
=
o
-

/ cannot undo,
overthrown. g

—25



Entre étre et patrie

Entre etre et patrie

Aroua Rajine Yahia Bey | @ Algeria

“Oui, I'état c'est toi et moi...C'est le
people.”

C’est une quotation d'un film algérien
que j'ai regardé récemment et elle me
fait penser a mon état, a mon pays...
et je me demande si j'aime la terre ou
le people, parce qu’au fond, que fait la
terre sans patrimoine ?

Parce qu’une terre seule reste
silencieuse.

Elle ne parle pas.

Elle ne raconte rien.

Ce sont les gens qui lui donnent une
odeur, une mémoire, une ame.

LAlgérie pour moi ce n'est pas
seulement des frontiéres dessinées
sur une carte ou un drapeau accroché
sur un batiment administratif, méme
si parfois, méme ca suffirait.

C'est I'odeur de I'ambre dans les
maisons anciennes.

Le bruit discret du foulard de ma
grand-mere quand elle le replace sur
sa téte avant de préparer le pain.

Le smide sur ses mains.

Le thé qui chauffe lentement.

Les voix fortes dans les cuisines.
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Les chansons anciennes qui passent
dans une radio fatiguée.

Et je sais que c’est un peu ironique de
décrire tout ¢a en francais.

D’utiliser la langue qu’on nous a
imposée pour parler d’'un pays qu'on
n'était méme pas censés raconter
avec nos propres mots.

Mais peut-étre que c’est ¢ca aussi, ma
révolution.

Prendre cette langue-la et la forcer a
porter notre mémoire.

La forcer a parler de nos grand-meres,
de nos rues, de nos douleurs, de nos
nostalgies.

Comme si écrire I'Algérie en francais
n'était pas une trahison... mais

une maniere de reprendre quelque
chose qu’on croyait ne jamais nous
appartenir.

Et peut-étre que la patrie commence
exactement la.

Dans ces détails vécus, ceux qu'on ne
comprend qu’en ayant été la.

Parce qu'au fond... si le people disparait,
qu’est-ce qu'il reste de la terre ?

Une maniere de parler.
De souffrir.
D’aimer malgré tout?

D’aimer malgré tout.

Et au Liban je te dis, dans la voix
de Labess:

On se quitte avec un beau soleil,
méme si tu préferes le temps

gris.

L'été s’endort, I'automne s’éveille.

Je pars, méme si je n'en ai pas
envie.

Je te laisse entre de bonnes
mains,

celles de ta saison préférée.

American Museum of Natural History, New York
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