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SOME HEARTS STAY FULL

Some Hearts Stay Full

written By Soufiane El-Hamry

I don’t know how to feel about you
when sunlight wraps around your face
like it knows you'’'re something sacred.
You laugh slow, like you mean it

like joy takes its time with you.

When you stand beside me, close

but not close enough,

a shoulder almost brushing mine

as if the universe measured the distance
and decided to tease me.

You don’t know

how my breath catches

when your eyes meet mine
and hold just long enough
to make me wonder

if you're saying something
without words.

There’s a kindness in you

that undoes me.

You touch the world gently

your smile,

your voice,

The way you listen like it matters.
Like physical matter.

But,

do I matter?

So T,

a quiet mess of hope and heartbeat,
want to tell you

how the world feels different

when you’re near.

How even the silence feels full

of something soft

and unspoken.

I don’'t know how to feel about you
except that I do.

In ways I don’t yet have the courage
to name aloud.

But if you ever reached for my hand,
just once,
I think the sky might open.




PROSE s2isgpi Juag gjlo

J2idgpu g gjlo

e L

S0 el Jiaf ojls Culs giiic ila) cagihg §ila Lular Lgiha Ge juc SUidad Lallal
(1800 081 o dfiie HUAAT 6 Gith frun Jijgo Laidse 631l Lgaal Lafjl ,jual b i
AALTAATl @851l JLa3g o]l6 €lps dpgait jod il cayhl alle L] dnsll sUall e 1iue] 350

_ Amaaa e olgidl

29 uja daal giile o OB Leslall jie e alifs oo in ojls (e jue Liilai ol o4ls
onle D51 38 DAl il 381 1gubis Lgins s Jodl OB L (2 Linda) Lay Lagaljgjel A
338 Al e lals lgals isjia jiiall el 331 igad Go ojls Lipauag alilgll i1l wajf
T8 gjle aniat s3ll cgigll 838 un (d] 3ue Sull

57@53@ Ly Lem i T suadil sl o Jaaiil (le 2 gjls Glé o3 b (e
gili Jopail 136 Gl pasil GAT 38 1gi38¢ pu gl cbdall Lt G ik 833 @l . Lgililal
a0jb Jol (o S5 38 (nolga - Lgile Lgddlo Juad 1333 g Juad 6380 LgiT @tg bhall s3]
ot it 13025 oLE)S g paak i1 05 3l Sl 2ull 25 AT 015 5415 Ll Siaia
Lgilile yilag

Al il soun i Jodi 1 jueq il jie Gid Joiy 44
"Sogoagluiis @gil 83 Guaalall elioj L ljues (i o8 2al"

Ul &3 ol laslg HB 13 W adedl adgall ls s pue Jjio Sl gau §jkisgpis &ha (opssil

Glic ol lo3aTg ass (il Silisall 38 Luains (Lgile poai (nill oo 1l go 1aalg Goi ol

olgal diic o alyi)lg oAl e Hoiai loilé (ao Lglliols juse altul &ib] (saie Sl L

s Jal nle Fiija s Lo J3 uad e dails il Lgil 35 11 ojle e Taa Guija il
Jaills capsolll digoa (e ad a3l lolic . 0oles jit pnaal cu J8 19351 Gl il
I3log Db I3le /hall dijag cuagll @uiis <3l (il dasill Elyad 46 od odaall ooyl (]
falog) pgios b (55 Lo claiisll jgsiig SR LA OB )5 L Jb Selji

J ol Sagic 63usi Lgigk lglal jue c33 Jo SIg033 ol 19133 38 0 gil guaall jo i Jo
o Lgliiiiii 1 ojls Cuphlil U Slgjsle Laiin dLaadll il agihihunl o3l a6 Loglia
‘g0 96 Lo goal @geja Lilhal

pue Cus 5l Jolilsg o83 (e lita 5o J8 Jous @l G ] il de) Al Il 3o réasi
33loill aule el oo G0l G gjle 28llg ad] aybual 830 G gualoly rolis JIj o
oylhaiil angill (oo 1idll cLiligs Lgin

Photo by Zahra Hussein Jabbar




PERSONAL STORY

The Contradictions of Being

a Student

From the racy pen of: Moamen Mahmoud and Abdallah Almomani

In the words of the great Dwight D. Eisenhower, or lke as
he came to be known, “The true purpose of education

is to prepare young men and women for effective
citizenship in a free form of government.” Before he was
upkeeping worldly peace as president of NATO and the
United States, Ike served as the president of Columbia.
The US President lived his life under the motto to

only take your work seriously, not yourself. So for this
year's entry, we decided to reflect: (1) seriously on our
journey as students practicing citizenship, and (2) not so
seriously on our journey as travelers and youth.

Seriously

We cannot say that everytime we volunteered, we

have been able to contribute within the same vicinity of
impact. Over the past 3 years, we have volunteered with
16 institutions, clubs, and committees across Lebanon,
Jordan, Egypt, and the United States. With some, we
could directly apply our technical expertise from our
majors, while with others, our work was simply packaging
food for charity. We view both types of volunteering as
equally enriching. Nevertheless, the most rewarding
active involvement we have had in our journey is not
volunteering- it is mentorship. This is because for us,
mentorship is a cycle. The mentorships we have given
our younger peers, both officially and unofficially, are a
part of this cycle. Older TL students walked us through
adapting to the new environment, and for the current
entering cohort, they will offer that to others in the future.
Lastly, we debated what made our academic journey

so special. Our courses and professors supplied us with
rigorous academic and applied knowledge, but so do
universities everywhere. We believe the fact that we have
studied abroad, across three different campuses, itself
holds intrinsic value. We learnt how to work in teams
within different cultural contexts, how to communicate
our ideas to a multitude of people, and how to address
setbacks with agility.

Not So Seriously

Our life as students has rather been a mixed bag, full of
novelty and excitement at times, but also challenges
and many dreadful days at others. And from time to time,
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it is necessary to just sit down undistracted, and think
about everything that has been, perhaps with a cup of
tea to your side. On one particular day, we were having
tea as usual, one thing led to another, and we were there
squeezing our hearts out on a sheet of paper, jotting
down every feeling and experience we were having then,
like true snobs. What we ended up with was also a
mixed bag.

The first feeling we recorded was Cynicism- we still
face difficulties getting used to people. Another was
Exhaustion- we were overwhelmed, uncertain, stressed,
and unable to unblur the line between a day and the
one preceding it. We felt Insecure- about many different
things from our abilities to our looks and interactions.
We feel Anxious- oh well.. It's complicated. Yet, we felt
Pumped up- for things like presentations, going to the
gym, new people, and going to bed at the end of the
day. Lastly, Hopeful- for the next day to come, forming
friendships, and new beginnings.
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I Am Still Here

written By Mohamad Osama Kurdi

There was a time when | could measure my sadness in reflections—how hollow

my eyes were, how heavy my chest felt, how my existence felt more like an echo than
a voice. For two years, | lived in a mind that was a battlefield and a body that felt like
a prison. A cell where | would listen to each heartbeat, | would notice how the
intervals between them grew shorter, quickly evolving into a panic attack.

| tried to fight. | fought for myself, for a sense of normalcy. But depression is not
something you defeat in a single battle. It creeps into the cracks of your life, making
everything heavier. There were days where even breathing was an obligation, where
exhaustion came not from any particular effort but from simply existing.

| remember the isolation. The way | could be in a room full of people and feel totally
invisible, the way being around people was like a performance where | had to pretend |
was fine. The loneliness was suffocating, yet at the same time, | couldn't let people get
near. | was scared that if they truly saw me, they would leave.

| documented my thoughts in words, small pieces of myself scattered in writing:

"My mind attacked me when I confronted it;
my soul fled from me when I searched for it."

When | tell my story to someone and they ask: "How did it all start?" | can never answer
with a single, clear reason. People often want to trace pain back to a single moment or
spark-as if an origin will somehow explain what came next. For me, it is not a question
of why it happened but of what it was that shaped me. Often there is no dramatic
beginning or clear cause to uncover, and whatever reasons that can be found leave out
the real lessons found in the journey.

Because the reasons change each time | think about it but what stays the same is
the journey.

Yet, despite how deep the darkness felt, | never stopped moving. | didn't know it then,
but each small step was building something within me. There were days where nothing
was worth the struggle, where | wanted to give up, let go and drown, but something—
maybe stubbornness, maybe hope—kept me afloat.

There is something profound about looking at old pictures of myself and noticing the
difference. | used to dread the vacant eyes staring back at me, | used to avoid them.

| used to fear that | would never escape that version of myself, that | would always

be trapped in that state of mind. But time has a way of proving us wrong. Now, | see
someone who fought even when it didn't seem like it. | look at a part of myself who held
on to life, even when it seemed futile. | am no longer ashamed of who | was. | honor
him. The past still lingers, but it no longer controls me. In those old pictures | don't feel
shame or sadness, instead | feel recognition —I know that person, | understand him, and
| honor what he survived.

Looking back now, | no longer see those years as wasted time or as something to
regret. | see them as the foundation for who | have become. | see a person who endured
and emerged

CREATIVE WRITING
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B(1)tterflies

written By Soufiane El-Hamry

You keep showing up in my dreams
like memory never learned how to sleep.
No matter how far I drift,
you're always there
eyes gentle, voice low,
the way I wish you looked at me in life.
I wake up
with the echo of your name
pressed into the back of my throat,
and a hollow kind of warmth
that disappears with the light.
I don't want to see you again.
Not because I stopped caring
but because when you’re near,
it’s like something inside me forgets
how to breathe without aching.
The air fills with the kind of silence
that knows how impossible
this has always been.
I carry this feeling
like a fire I can’t put out,
burning through every room I walk into,
quiet and invisible,
but still consuming.
You’ll never know.
You’ll never look at me that way.
And I'm starting to understand
that love,
even platonic love,
wasn’t built for people like me
the ones who found themselves outside
the places it lives.
It’'s not bitterness,
not anymore.
It's something sadder.
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Hanging on in Quiet

Desperation is the English Way

There is a unique sort of absurdity to the lives we have
here. We leave home, alone and, for the first time
usually, given a large amount of freedom, a fair amount
of responsibility, and begin to start lives of our own.
Most succeed, perhaps more than expected. In talking
to the seniors, I've realised how established the lives
they've built are: their knowledge of the country, their
connections, and their experiences. There comes to be
so much tying them to this world, only for them to need
to leave it all behind in 3 or 4 years. And the word "world"
is not hyperbole to me; this program is my education, my
income, my friends, how | introduce myself, the whole
reason I'm here. Itis present in almost all my decisions.
It is all-encompassing, for better or worse. | can't help
but feel the need to completely throw myself into it, but
how can | when | know | need to find a way out in such
a definite amount of time?

Throwing myself into this world has been a joy. It's this
sense of community I've always looked for: the shared
stories, familiar experiences, and the commitment to
each other. It's exhilarating, and | value it so much.
Yet, always somewhere shifting between the back and
front of my mind, is the acute awareness that | will have
to say goodbye to it in some 3 years. | feel an anxiety
about time, which is something | don't see in other first-
year students. With the joy of making myself a part
of something I find so deeply fulfilling comes the twin
dread of leaving. I'm familiar with that vague feeling of
instability, having spent long periods of my life away from
home. I'm used to the temporary life of a foreign home,
but here it is consistently amplified with the reminder
of that hard deadline of a graduation, so clearly stated
from the very beginning.

When | would think about this early into my first semester,
my sense of time would prevent most of the dread. Three
years felt like a minor eternity, a period of time with an
end point | couldn't imagine. | would comfortably fit in
everything | wanted to do with time to spare. Then the
war came and went, and with it, my perception of time.
Time seemed to contort and twist in all directions, rushing,
dragging, collapsing in on itself — this incomprehensible,

borderless mass that became the only thing | could focus
on. The only thing | could do was wait, and all there is
in waiting is time. It seemed to spite me. Days would go
on and on, hours became an insurmountable mountain
of time, each ending in exhausted celebration. Then
| would blink, and I'd realise a whole month went by
without leaving any memory of it in my mind. The solid
definition of a day | once had continued to fail with every
all-nighter and bout of insomnia. It's an incredible privilege
that the war for me was only between my psyche and
time rather than the real physical dangers many actually
faced — it's an injustice. But even with my awareness of
my luck, | lament the feeling of control I lost. | no longer
pretend to understand time; | only fear its effects and
desperately dread its scarcity.

Now, 3 years aren't what they used to be. The greater
part of a first semester is already completely lost when
| have what feels like so few. So much | want and need
to do, yet it feels like I've barely started. This strip of time
[ want to hold so tightly is burning away too fast for me
to even collect the ashes.

This feeling of fleetingness has come to define this
second semester. | see it everywhere: the friends about to
graduate, the speed at which exams seem to approach,
the plans | make for myself that fail simply because an
evening is too short. Looming over every new person |
get to know is the number of interactions | will ever have
with them before we almost certainly go our separate
ways — and it's a number that only goes down.

Perhaps I'm naive in thinking these feelings are unique.
In putting them into words, it struck me that I'm just
describing life, fleeting and temporary. It shows my
age that this realisation is new to me; everyone says
it's part of growing up. | suppose | just didn't expect it to
affect my perspective so much. | wish | could end on a
complete solution — God knows how much | would like
one — but the best I've found so far is to try to ignore
it. Enjoy these moments anyway while they last. Time
flies when you're having fun; the problem is | refuse to
stop having fun.
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PROSE

Chained by Tradition,
Freed by Knowledge

written by Manar Haydar

An everlasting struggle torments me: What am | defined by? What represents me?

No, what do | represent? Is it my social being? Or my religious symbolism?

Between the peace brought upon me by walking through God'’s path, and the need

to carry on through life with ambition in my heart and a drive for knowledge in my mind,
it has not been an easy juggle.

| come from the rich community of the Druze sect, a lively minority in Lebanon, residing
in its rural parts and occupying the areas of Al Chouf district, Aley, and the Bekaa Valley.
For the curious minds reading my story, here is a small summary of what this sect is,
although it will only serve as a complement to my thoughts and does not constitute the
main purpose behind me writing this. The Druze faith originated in the early 11" century
during the Fatimid Caliphate in Egypt. It began as an offshoot of Isma'ili Shi'ism, and then
developed into a distinct religious tradition under the leadership of Hamza lbn Ali. The
name is derived from Nashtakin Al-Darazi — one of the early preachers of the faith —
although we prefer to be called "Al Muwahhidun” or “The Unitarians" because our faith
emphasizes the belief in the absolute oneness and indivisibility of God. This ideology
reflects commitment to the unity of existence and the ultimate truth of a single,

eternal creator.

Despite having a significant role in the history and politics of the regions they inhabit, the
secretive aspect of the faith, along with the tendency to avoid social prominence, has
made them less visible on the global stage. And for those who are wondering, no, we do
not worship the veal! It is only God and His prophets. We are a resilient community with
a strong sense of belonging. Now back to my story: | come from a religious household
and was initiated into the spiritual hierarchy when | was a child. For men and women
who become religiously committed, the future is fraught with intricate expectations

that weigh heavily on both genders, but undeniably, women bear the greater share.

The women in my society, religious sheikhas, much like in other reserved communities,
are expected to marry, bear children, and raise them according to the faith's principles.
For them, education is a luxury rather than a need. Their value is determined by their
silence, obedience, and ability to keep the customs that bond the society altogether. If
they are lucky and come from an educated household, like myself, they will be allowed
to continue their education and get a career, though not without restrictions and bumps
along the way. | want to change that.

While I am a Sheikha, | grew up in a somehow different environment. My father is a judge,
my mother a nurse, and most of my family members are educated. However, that doesn't
mean that | can walk my path as | see fit; it all has to be within the confinements of my
society and the borders of my city. But | have always dreamt of knowledge, of negotiating
university hallways, of arguments and discoveries. However, due to the many challenges |
faced, my dreams were greeted with opposition from inside me as much as from

my surroundings.

CHAINED BY TRADITION, FREED BY KNOWLEDGE

| had been working since | graduated from
my BA studies, but | wasn't religiously
committed at that time yet. | became a
Sheikha in 2016, and two years after, |

got married. That's when the conflicts in
my heart about my future and my career
started. Was wanting to pursue more
knowledge betraying my family? Was
seeking academic freedom violating my
faith? In that sense, no. However, it was
challenging the beliefs of my environment;
it was enlightening the road for those
women who will come after me and who
will want to live this for themselves as well.
Is it a right? Absolutely. Is it realistically
fathomable? Far from it. | was told that

| was running after a mirage and that
pursuing this would only bring me misery
and unnecessary pain. Still, | persisted.
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For the next chapter, | decided to walk the path of self-awareness, knowing what |

really want and drawing my plan around the frames of my boundaries. | finished several
certifications and then applied for my master's degree. As if the law of attraction was

not revealing itself enough, soon after, | received the news of being accepted as a MEPI
scholar for the program of HR Management at the Lebanese American University. For
someone with my background, this was almost too good to be true. | had been adamant
to see this through — from the minute | set foot in the university, to the people's looks and
whispers seeing my outfit, to people asking me from which country | came, expecting
some remote tribal part of the world.

Luckily, I was not walking this road on my own. Often considered another hindrance for
women, my marriage turned out to be an unanticipated anchor. Though fiercely fixed in
custom, my husband became my quiet friend. Conservative in his views but in favor of my
aspirations, he stuck by me, juggling the old and the new, the right from what was expected.

Now, | believe | am someone who holds the weight of her history and the promise of
her future. Not only am | here for myself, but for any female who has been told that her
place is anywhere but in a classroom. It is for the girls and daughters and wives of my
community who might one day want to glimpse the same horizon that used to draw me
from beyond the hills.

Neither tradition nor growth must be rivals. One can live with ambition and faith. Above all,
no woman should have to decide between her dreams and who she is. And | want to be
the firm evidence of that. The traditions may still stand, but so do I.




A She

written By Nedjla Harrat

A woman, they said,
To love, to carry, to handle,
Still call him the leader.

A woman, they said,

To be feminine, gentle, and most importantly silent,

Still call him the most patient.

A woman, they said,

To sacrifice, to be resilient, and not even complain,
Still call him the most certain.

A woman, they said,

To be selfless, compromising, nurturing,

Still call him the sacrificer.

A woman, they said,

To do it all, give it all, with no expectation,
Still call him the hero.

A woman, they said,

Will create her own heaven

And call herself the Heroine of Eden.

Note: Heaven in literature is the symbol of peace,

eternal happiness, divine reward, and ultimate truth.

In this world, women need to create their own heaven on earth
“ Eden” in order to be heroines.
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