
Issue nº 9 - March 2014

 Beirut - Lebanon

For your ads do not 
contact us, we are free 
and always will be 

Mish Jareedi . Alternative Student Media
Mish Jareedi is an alternative media platform produced by a group of dedicated activists and 
students from the Alternative Student Movement.
The Alternative Student Movement is a Lebanese civic, pluralist, and progressive student 
collective founded by students-activists from the Lebanese American University. 
It aims to;
- Provide an alternative, independent, and pluralist political and cultural student platform;
- Promote civic culture through advocating secularism, socio-economic equality, and civil rights;
- Define student rights and protect them from violation

In The Story of Zahra, the Lebanese war invades the heroine’s private space. Her 
brother’s weapons occupy a significant section of their house, yet she doesn’t touch 
these foreign, male, objects, though they’ve invaded her home. Some would argue 
that she does worse…she takes her romantic feelings back into that public space, 
falling in love with a sniper and sleeping with him on the same rooftop he uses to 
target civilians.

Yet how is this fictional story line related to our theme of women’s rights in Lebanon 
today? Well…frankly…because I find the hypocrisy when it comes to women’s status 
in Lebanon quite disturbing. While war is thrown into our faces every single day, 
invading every facet of our private and public lives, some still consider us “gentle” 
creatures that must be protected (only by our husbands or family members of 
course!). It pains me to have a discussion with a university student, a member of the 
student council to make matters worse, who’s against the proposed law to combat 
violence against women. My jaw dropped when I heard him make such a statement 
in complete and utter conviction. Al shou al… the law doesn’t respect the privacy of 
the home and allows police officers to intervene in a private matter. 

This is the hypocrisy I wish to address. 

When it comes to war and conflict destroying everyone’s carefully laid private 
plans, that same person might consider it a woman’s duty to fight alongside her male 
counterpart. If that private, domestic, house were harboring a so-called terrorist, 
that same person might consider it a police officer’s duty to interfere and arrest the 
perpetrator(s). When it comes to an athlete who chose to participate in a photo-
shoot near nude, that same person might consider it our duty to interfere. 

Yet…all this talk of positive interference and duty disappears when we consider 
the topic of domestic abuse. Suddenly, we’re in the private sphere…suddenly, we 
need to leave the family alone… suddenly, we need to wait until the man breaks 
every single bone in his wife’s body, and even then, we debate whether we should 
interfere in such a private matter. 

In the section on “Crime and Punishment”, Gibran’s Prophet says: “And as a single 
leaf turns not yellow but with the silent knowledge of the whole tree, 
So the wrong-doer cannot do wrong without the hidden will of you all.”

When it comes to moral responsibility and justice, let us not hide too long behind the 
cloak of privacy and domestic sensibility. Let us be silent no more. 

When you hear the word “woman” what’s the first thing that comes to your mind?

On a hunt for a thought, a feeling, a word that best characterizes every woman’s journey 
in life, I found one word that equated every woman, and every woman society in the 
world and its history: “Struggle”
There’s a different struggle in every woman’s heart and in every woman society on the 
timeline of history. One might struggle the pain of giving birth, while another might 
struggle the pain of being condemned to never bear a child. One might struggle to 
marry a woman she loves, while another might struggle with a cheating man she once 
chose, or even to find a man who actually looks into her eyes more than onto her curves, 
one who actually loves her. One used to struggle for her right to vote while another is 
struggling for her right not to be killed in her own home.
What joins them all – at every corner of the world and in every point in history – is one 
very specific uncommon type of struggle no other man on earth could live. What joins 
them all is the responsibility of having to struggle more than anyone else in the world.
At some distant point in our lives, we all had her womb be our shelter, men and women. 
The closest we’ve been to a beating heart. Some men understand this type of asylum in 
a world far from the starting point of their lives and live to appreciate every scent of a 
woman’s lifetime, while others are born with a sense of revenge towards the deprivation 
of warmth. What the second type does not understand is that warmth can be found in a 
woman’s love, a woman’s “struggle” for life.
Be it finding security in one’s home, having the same pay as a man, raising the men 
of the future, or even frowning at all those hungry disgusting gazes she gets everyday 
walking on the street, she does not have a choice.

I would understand now why parents get sad when they know they’re having a baby 
girl. But you know what? It may be true that every human is born alone, but the way I see 
it, no woman stands alone on this planet of ours. None. We are united in our struggle 
for life. 

Private Meen?
Reine Azzi

Elsa Saade

Design & Animation: Nour Chamoun
Check out the animation on our blog: alternativestudentmovement.wordpress.com

Express your rights, contribute & speak your mind 
through an article, poem or an artwork & share it with us! 
Send us your thoughts to editorial.mishjareedi@gmail.com

She Is Not Alone



alternativestudentmovement.wordpress.com                            Email: editorial.mishjareedi@gmail.com 
Facebook page: Alternative Student Movement                       Twitter: @ASMovement  -  #mishjareedi

D
es

ig
ne

d 
by

: H
al

a 
H

.

As All Stories Go
I would like to take a walk with you through 
the jungles of my mind
I’d like to have a talk with you, show you a 
bit of my insides
Present to you the subjects that have puzzled 
up my brain
Maybe then you would understand, you 
would comprehend
My addiction, it’s so strange

I swirl under and around and through
And try to materialize my thoughts
But the images of words I use
Throw me back in my mother’s arms
She used to say, son never abuse
What can do you wrong
She said,  “ Never let anything get to you
Always stand tall, stay strong”

Mighty as I was
I did not understand these lines
Maybe it’s because I was locked,
Locked up within the child that dwelled
And refused to die
For years I fed this child
With egotistical lies
It hungered and yelled out for more
As my body tried to move on and grow old

This child he held me back, he held me 
through, he held me high
We played some games
Of course I let him win-
For he was only just a child.

Then it went as all stories go
Along came this girl
Not a girl, but a woman
She enchanted me with captivating eyes

Passion, what strange of a concept
What strange of a world…
It took me minimal effort,
I was engulfed in amazement

And so I forgot the child, I forgot the games
In the blink of an eye
For she opened up a world to me, 
She showed me things

Thea L Khoury

I never knew
She took me with her along the path of 
emotions that were raw.
New experiences were introduced to me
As I indulged in those luxuries
Where beautiful fantasies suddenly came to 
life
I was true,
I made her all.

Until as all stories go
She left, she walked away
Leaving me stranded in a maze
A maze I knew not at all
I hurt, I cried, I suffered, I even prayed
But all was gone, I was crushed, devastated, 
drowned
As I swirled into a vortex of fovea

As time passed by, all the hollowness grew 
frail
And so I peeped underneath the surface
To find the child neglected, starved and 
scared.
He refused to play with me
I blamed that girl, 
I blamed myself.

Then I met that girl again
I stared into her eyes
I asked her why she left me,
Why she had left me there with no pride

She told me boy, she called me man
She said I let my essence die
I looked at her, I was confused
Though she looked very composed

She said these words, they were all she said
As she turned away and walked
And there I was, and there I stood

There I stood without the girl, 
I stood without the child,
I stood till I could stand no more,
Then I crumpled up and died.

From Sponsorship to Abuse! 
Being a Migrant Domestic Worker in Lebanon: From Sponsorship to Abuse 

“Domestic workers are dying in Lebanon at a rate of more than one per week,” – Nadim 
Houry, senior researcher at Human Rights Watch, 2008

    You have just arrived to Lebanon, excited to start 
making some money to send to your loved ones, and 
hoping to live a better life. Remember that $500/month 
deal you signed a contract for? Forget it. You might get 
200$, or even less. 

As you should know, a lot of Migrant Domestic Workers (MDWs) suffer from intolerable 
violence and oppression in this country. With the lack of proper legal procedures that would 
protect these workers, they become vulnerable to different types of discrimination and 
exploitation under the Lebanese “sponsorship system”.
What is this famous “sponsorship system”? Is it a law?  Not really. The sponsorship system 
is a set of procedures that govern how migrant workers enter and leave the country. It is not 
listed in the Lebanese constitution, or in any law passed by our parliament. However, this 
procedural system is still being used by the authorities due to the lack of an organized legal 
alternative.
The sponsorship system entails the employee entering the country to be “sponsored” by 
an individual or entity. For example, any foreign professor teaching at your university most 
probably entered the country through this system, sponsored by the university that hired her/
him. 
Wait, what’s wrong with this system?  Well, the sponsorship system excludes these migrant 
workers from the labor laws. Let’s say you’re a woman from Ethiopia. Right from the start, the 
sponsorship system does not fully guarantee you any minimum wages. You want a day off? Do 
you want to rest a bit or see some friends? Forget it. The sponsorship system does not require 
your employers to give you any specified time off. For all you know, you might end up locked 
in a house, without your papers, and asked to work from dusk until dawn. More than 52% of 
MDWs report experiencing different types of violence during their stay in Lebanon (Human 
Rights Watch, 2011), so there’s that too.
So, you’ve signed this annual contract with your employer. After experiencing the inhumane 
treatment, you decide to leave. Forget it. In addition to you probably finding yourself locked-
in, you are not legally allowed to change employers, unless your current employer signs a 
paper permitting you to do so. Now, why would this employer let go of such semi-free labor 
she/he could easily exploit? 
One day, after enduring your inhumane situation for so long, you decide to commit suicide. 
You think that your death would undoubtedly instigate action against your abusive employer, 
and ultimately contribute to improving the situation of other MDWs in Lebanon. Wrong 
again. Your suicide would most probably be attributed to “psychological problems”, and the 
investigations are likely to be skewed.
You get the idea. It’s not easy to be a migrant worker in Lebanon. Many people still believe 
that the issue of abuse is still debatable, ignoring the numerous studies pointing the other 
way, and leaving all the MDWs who enter our country vulnerable to all kinds of abuse and 
exploitation. 

Ramy Shukr is a senior Psychology student at LAU, and has been working with migrant workers for three 
years. He currently coordinates the language classes at Migrant Workers Task Force, where migrants 
from different backgrounds come to network and learn English, French, and computer. You can reach him 
at ramishukr@gmail.com or visit mwtaskforce.wordpress.com to see how you can help.

Ramy Shukr
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