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| am a migrant. Migration always sounds to me like a flight of birds escaping the cold. | flew into the cold. |
flew into cold weather that makes your heart stop and cold feelings that make your heart empty. In this way
what | did was not migration. It was what | felt and thought in my mother tongue. It was estrangement. | am
an estranged.
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| am estranged from myself. From my childhood. From my youth. From my stories. From my language. From
my thoughts and feelings in my childhood and youth. From my children. My children who speak a language
that is distant from my thoughts and feelings, of when | was a child like they are. Or not like they are because
| was a child in another language. | write about being a child in this language to make me a child in this
language and make me a child like my children. | am a subtitle.
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| am a subtitle to myself. | write myself. | write my stories. My childhood is set in a tiny apartment in Beirut. In
the tiny apartment my grandmother visits me from Cairo and every night she envelopes me in her lap and
big arms and warm voice and tells me stories of Ali Baba and Shahrazad. | float on her voice and into her
stories to hold hands with other children and grandmothers. Down the road from the tiny apartment an
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76 employee at the petrol station entertains the neighbourhood on weekends by swallowing fire from a stick of
burning petrol. The tiny apartment burns down.
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| am further than China. | flew further than China with four tableaus of the four seasons. How interesting are
the four seasons that we all layer over our temporal reality, much like a colonisation of time. In Beirut, autumn
and spring are pages of a picture book.
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| weave my present self to my past self to construct my self. | weave silk threads of stories and pictures and
memories and feelings and thoughts. Is this weaving or is this suturing. Am | a beautiful silk tapestry or a
Frankenstein with all the pieces but none of the right ones. | am a Frankenstein because some pieces do not
quite fit.

| wash my mug in the kitchen sink. Maybe what | am looking for to construct my self is not weaving or suturing.
| wonder whether | have any gold in this place to join my broken pieces, make them glow. And whether there
is a version of Japanese joinery that uses memories, or experiences. What has growing up in Beirut in the
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eighties taught me that could bring me together. Incrementally perfecting belly dancing one family wedding
after another. Parallel parking into a space the exact size of the car while humming a loud tune that muffles
the instructions of the man at the kerb.

| can go back to where | flew here from and be whole without threads or stitches or memories or experiences
but with real pieces that are all my pieces.

Beirut explodes. | lose the pieces and | lose the idea of going back and | lose the hope of being whole again.
The silk road blows up.
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We are sitting in the kitchen and | am crying
| tell my daughter that the onions are too strong
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