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We are sitting in the kitchen and my mother is crying
“The onions are too strong”, mama says
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| abandoned my city and my country and | left my family and my lifelong friends
| left to strange lands and here | am, estranged
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My language is Arabic
Did you sleep well? What did you dream about?
In which language did you dream?

During one of the incidents of the Lebanese civil war, my mother decided to travel with my sister and me.
Beirut International Airport was closed, and so we took a taxi to Amman and then a Royal Jordanian
flight. A colouring book | was given on the airplane introduced me to Hilmi Al Touni. | was mesmerised
by the big eyes and the thick hair. | felt that the children in the colouring book looked like me and my
friends, they were even looking at me as if they were my friends. | coloured them with so much love. | felt
that the circular font of the letters in the book was hugging me in my language. | came across an alphabet
book by Hilmi Al Touni in a bookshop in Beirut and was so excited to get it for my children. They were
not as excited, maybe because the children in the book did not look like their friends and the letters were
hugging them in a language that is not theirs, such that the hugging was imprisoning.

This is my dream because this is my heart, inside of me
but | have stopped dreaming, mama.
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Are there still street storytellers in Beirut?
What stories do they tell?

Who do they tell them too?

Is there anybody left in Beirut?

Or has everyone left to study and work?
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| live every day severed in place and person from her who lived every day before that. | think of all that |
have gone through, that | do not share with the residents of this place, including my friends in this place.
Will storytelling share her with them? Will storytelling remind me of those stories and connect me to
myself and my past? Will it remind me of myself? Will it make me whole again? Will storytelling and
sharing weave my self like a woollen shirt or silk dress? Is this why the road to my homeland is called the
silk road?

Or does storytelling simply suture a wound that silk does nothing for?
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My country explodes, my memories explode, my dream of returning is lost
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