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ABSTRACT

Ode to Beirut is a trilingual artist book that acts as a celebration of Beirut through a poetic interpretation
of the city. It is an exploration and immersion in the experience Beirut offers, in its intensity and essence,
a love letter to the city. The publication includes bits and pieces of texts, stories, poems, and lyrics that
reflect a passion for Beirut. Each text is in the original language it was written in, not translated: Arabic,
English or French. Some were written by known writers, poets and singers, others by friends of mine, others
by myself. “Ode to Beirut” is a limited-edition book, that can be found in special bookstores that sell
artists books, fanzines, diaries and all sorts of alternative publications.
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RESEARCH AND VISUAL INSPIRATION

HASHIM SARKIS — Dean of MIT School of Architecture and Planning, about Beirut:

“I speak about Beirut with confidence, even if I’'m mistaken, even under the most expert scrutiny, | can
still say what | say, because | am from Beirut. It is as if Beirut speaks through me, absolving me from my
mistakes. | speak as an amateur, which, in the original sense of the word, means lover. | speak with all the
biases, prejudices and desires of a lover. | would’ve liked to bring some pictures but | do not think pictures
speak to the beauty of Beirut. | know you are here to make the MENA’s cities smarter, less congested, more
entrepreneurial, more equitable, more resilient, and hopefully more beautiful as well. But | ask you please
to make sure that you do not take away those blemishes, those beauty spots that make Beirut, Beirut. And
that make me love Beirut. | tell you, Beirut has many lovers. Some of them are in this room, | am sure. Who
loves Beirut?

“Built on a rocky promontory on the east of the Mediterranean, under the shadow of Mount Lebanon,
it projects out onto the seq, as a balcony onto the world.” These are not my words, but those of another
more poetic lover. It has strived on the myth, that it has been destroyed seven times and seven times
rebuilt itself. An earthquake during the Roman era, plagues, famines and civil wars. This image almost
helps justify why Beirut is chaotic, almost always living on the brink and almost always consuming itself to
the ends of hedonism because it is fated to destroy itself only to rebuild itself. The self-consumption, this
image of Beirut, if best captured by Egyptian novelist Sonallah Ibrahim, who wrote an amazing portrait of
the city, called, appropriately, “Beirut, Beirut”. Now, you will say, wake up. Spare us your foolish idolatry
love. Beirut is ugly. Beirut is dirty, rundown, corrupt, and unjust to its citizens. We need to fix it. True, we
do. But | urge you to fix it from within, by learning how it could fix itself, how it has fixed itself, for some
parts, and to make the most out of the qualities that make Beirut, Beirut.”

HOUDA KASSATLY — Interview with Lebanese anthropologist and photographer. She holds a post-graduate
DEA diploma in Philosophy from Université Panthéon-Sorbonne (Paris) and a PhD thesis in comparative
ethnology and sociology at the Université Paris X Nanterre. Her work focuses on memory and heritage in
Lebanon, and Beirut is recurrent in her projects.

[Translated from French]

Can you briefly introduce yourself and explain what triggered your interest in your city and the need to
photograph it?

| am an anthropologist and | am responsible of NGO Arcenciel’s culture program. | am also a researcher
in anthropology in Balamand and USJ. | grew up in a city at war, where the city center quickly disappeared,
therefore it is this question of absence of the center that questioned me. At that time, there was still a lot
of old urban fabric, and since the city center had become a no man’s land that we couldn’t access, | got
interested in the periphery, so where | could find remaining old houses. At the end of the civil war, there
was a big photography project about the city center, but unfortunately, | wasn’t included. I’'ve always
regretted it, not because | wanted to have my work published, but simply to get the permits to get in that
area. | never had the chance to access this place, and | think | would’ve offered a different look on this
destroyed city. There where male photographers only, it was when they did the book with Dominique €dde,
Fouad ElKoury, and the others. | would’ve liked to integrate the project to show another aspect of the city,
as | had a different point of view: | photographed interiors since the beginning, while the others were more
interested in the exteriors, the city at war.

How do you perceive Beirut and in what way does it inspire your work?

I’'ve always felt like | belonged to this city. In my work, there is a common thread that is this city,
eventhough in the last years I’ve worked on other anthropological or documentary projects about other
cities. | am really interested in architecture. This city remained the common thread and | photograph it
to this day. | have four publications on this city, | always work on it in parallel, and the other projects
come around it. Lately I've been thinking of doing something that would be my testament of Beirut.

My other city is Aleppo, which has also been destroyed. Now | have two destroyed cities in my DNA. I've
never lived in Aleppo but | used to take refuge there during the Lebanese civil war.

Your photographs often look suspended in time, they seize an instant, something ephemeral that is
about to disappear. You witnessed a metamorphosis in this city. When you first started taking pictures,
what were your expectations about the way the city would evolve?

Listen, I’ve been very pessimistic since the beginning, as | saw the big destruction coming.
Everybody knows that the destruction and damages in times of peace have been bigger than in times
of war. Everybody focused on Solidere, but it wasn’t only them, there were several similar projects. |
saw this city disappear a bit more every day. The process was very quick and | thought that in front of
the steamroller of the real estate fever be able to resist for long. Therefore, | wasn’t surprised. In the
beginning, it was painful, but unfortunately, you get used to this pain and it fades away little by little.
It doesn’t mean that | didn’t try to revolt, but in the end, we have the city we deserve.

Do you see your work as being “documentary”, to save memory and heritage, or as something more
personal that is between you and Beirut? / What do you think your photographs trigger in people who
see them? Do you think they see pieces of Beirut through your eyes?

It’s think it’s more personal. Because if it had been a documentary work, | should’ve added cards
and records of the buildings. There are other people who’ve done that. | am not even interested in
location. | just add it because it is important for people. | think it’s a very personal thing and if you
look at my work’s evolution, you’ll notice | started by working on the external city, buildings seen from
outside, and then | entered the interiors. | see my work as a poem, on long poem about the city, that |
keep on writing. They see me as someone who documents, | think people like to categorize artists. But
that’s not how | see my work, for me it’s really an ode to the city. An ode to a city that is disappearing
and doomed to disappear. There will remain few pieces of heritage, and my photographs.

Do you see this photo? [see top left image] It’s funny because during my exhibition, it happened many
times that people came and told me “this is my grandpa’s house”, and where | would ask where it was,
they would give me a completely different location. Therefore, | believe there is a sort of identity,

a reminiscence of what could be a Beiruti house with its garden. It resonates in a lot of people’s
memories, it speaks to them, it touches them. They cannot reduce it to a documentary work. I’ve met
many people who told me: ”so you’ve taken these photographs of Beirut? Thank you, really.” When there
is a city that presents a certain beauty, a certain character, a certain harmony, you can’t but salute it,
regardless if it’s your city or the neighbor’s. | mean, there was something in Beirut, those houses, but
not only the house, but also the surrounding garden, the lifestyle. And this way of living disappeared. It
is not nostalgia though, I’ve never liked nostalgia.

What did this city offer you? Do you perceive your works like something you give her back? A sort of ode
to the city that made you the woman you are?

| don’t know, | don’t think she offered me much. | lived my teenage years in a city at war, |
saw violence, | didn’t have an easy life. But there is an obvious attachement to this city, which,
independently from all the horrors I’'ve witnessed, made me share the way | see this city, the way |
perceive it, the way | know its smallest corners. Until this day, | look up and notice things I’'ve never
seen before, in places where I’ve been a thousand times, so | think there are always things to discover.



And this is a question that you ask yourself, there are different ways of looking at a city, but a city can be
discovered endlessly, | don’t think there is an end to your relationship with a city. And of course, Beirut is
my childhood’s city, it’s the city where | grew up, so | don’t really ask myself what she offered me, because
inthe end | don’t know. But | pay her tribute, through my work, and | celebrate the beauty she contains,
that for me is found in the houses | photograph. It was an art of living.

Interviewing Houda Kassatly was really interesting because it allowed me to understand the way she
approaches the city, what she tries to convey, in what way, and what inspires her, which are questions |
need to ask myself in order to start my project. Beirut is a common thread in her career, but also in her life,
as she defines her work as an “Ode to Beirut”.
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PASSING TIME BY FOUAD ELKOURY

Passing Time is an archive compiled by Fouad €lKoury, with the help of Manal Khader and Gregory
Buchakjian, and published by Kaph Books in 2017. Born in 1952 in Paris, Fouad ElKoury first studied
Architecture, before turning to Photography, documenting daily life in times of war in Lebanon. Since then,
he hasn’t stopped taking pictures of his city, Beirut, and its people. “Passing Time” is an anthology of his
photographs of Lebanon (mostly Beirut) from the early 80’s to the late 90’s.

This archive is quite relevant to my research as it was compiled by a man who truly loved his city and
felt the urge to capture its essence through photography. For years, he kept shooting buildings in the city,
in a desperate trial to save it from oblivion, as the city scape was changing at a scary speed with Solidere’s
methodic demolition. For him, his obsession with photographing his city was a way to protect its memory
and keep bits and pieces, places and moments that were about to disappear. He started writing as well. In
fact, this archive also includes some quite personal texts he wrote about Beirut, his hopes, frustrations,
memories, dreams, etc. He described his work as “an act of rebellion against those who stole Beirut from
him”, and insists on his capacity to always be curious about and touched by his city. It is very interesting
to look at this combination of photography and writing as it resembles a very personal storytelling of a
passion for Beirut, by a man who dedicated an important part of his life and work to it.

Le Beyrouth de mon enfance était plein de maisons ou de petits immeahles
aver jarding. En me promenant dans b vilbe, il était habituel de sentir

le jasmin ou le chisvrefeuille. Photographier mon environnement revenait
i photographicr des bitisses entourées de jardins et d'une grille d'enceinte.
J'avais dix ans quand jai pris mes premi#res photos. Dowse ans quand j'ai fait
mes premiéres photos couleur. La bande de négatifs porte la mention :

64 (1% film de couleur). Cétait donc suffisamment important pour que je

le mentionne. Javais un Instamatic que mon pére, oU Ma mire, surmon
insistamnce, avait da m'apporter, Ma mére, mon pbre, mon frére ot ma soeur
étnient mes premiers cobayes, cest nutour d'eux et de quelques voisins

ou amis qui je falsals mes gammes.




BEYROUTH By DAY BY TANIA HADJITHOMAS MEHANNA AND GHADI SMAT

Beyrouth by day is a book that Tania Hadjithomas Mehanna (texts) and Ghadi Smat (photographs)
collaborated on. It was published by Tamyras in 2009. Tania Hadjithomas Mehanna describes this book

as “a walk through the geographical space that is my universe”,
relationship with Beirut as a love-hate relationship.

her city. Like many people, she sees her

The book is divided in different chapters, that feature 52 neighborhoods of Beirut. Each chapter is

composed of a combination of texts and photographs. Tania Hadjithomas Mehanna captures the essence

of each neighborhood in a quite poetic way, while staying grounded. She describes the different places
in a personal, touching and sensitive way, with a touch of humor and some historical facts. She tells the
reader about architecture, people, stories, colors, smells, sounds, that Ghadi Smat accompanies with

photographs. For them, Beirut is truly alive:

“in Arabic, the word for neighborhood is hay, and hay also

means alive. The neighborhoods of Beirut are indeed alive. Each is distinct, with its different moods,
troubles and joys.” The texts and the photographs complete each other in a natural and harmonious way
and form a sort of ode to Beirut, allowing the reader to see this city through the authors’ eyes.

| believe it’s interesting to look at such a work because it explores the perception and representation
of a city through different mediums (writing and photography). €ach medium conveys a certain feeling,
perception or aspect of the city, and sometimes they translate the same aspect in different ways or from a
different angle.
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2162 STEPS IN HAMRA BY OMAR MISMAR

2162 Steps in Hamra is an artist book that contains a series of experiments and performances
conducted in Hamra street, where Omar Mismar tries to connect to the city. He becomes a reflection in the
shops’ windows, a mannequin, a tourist, a prostitute, in an attempt to observe the street from different
points of view.

This project is relevant to my research as it aims to capture the experience of a specific street in
Beirut. By becoming someone or something else, and getting immersed in the street’s ambiance, one can
thouroughly observe and grasp different facets of the same place. The process inspired me as | might
do this work of immersion in different neighborhoods to capture their essence and reinterpret it in my
publication. Moreover, the visual language is interesting and reflects the streets quite well: each aspect is
explored in a certain way, which is also a source of inspiration.




JANATRABOULSI

Jana Traboulsi is a Lebanese designer and illustrator. Her work’s main focus is to create images that
act as critical commentary on the socio-political struggles in Lebanon. Beirut is very present in her work,
and she often mixes illustration and writing to convey her ideas.

In an interview by MashaaCollective for Arte€ast about reclaiming the commons in Beirut, Jana
Traboulsi was asked what this city means to her, and she answered:

“My interest in the subject of Beirut started very spontaneously. The first drawing | published in Assafir
was about the city and the war, and | noticed that both on the topical and visual level it was almost
natural that | would talk and draw about this city, because it is so present. It is not a space we inhabit
only; itis a space that is constantly thought about, criticized, mystified, and it naturally became a
recurrent theme for me.

This drawing [see left image] has also a personal story. | spent a few years living in and out of Beirut,
and every time | was far away | would feel this longing for it, and that | want to draw it. Whenever | was in
Beirut then, | would feel like | was suffocating. And the weird thing is that | drew this illustration while |
was away from Beirut — | think it was in 2006 — and | really wanted to draw something about my city. | think
| managed to capture the relationship or feeling | have towards it. It was something totally spontaneous |
had done in one of my sketchbooks, and only when it got printed and silkscreened for Mashaa’s campaign
did | realize how many people actually identified with this representation of Beirut. It was not drawn or
thought of as part of a campaign or a comic; on the contrary, it comes from self-reflection, and only when
people started wearing it or displaying it, did it take this dimension.

That’s how | went on a quest looking for how to draw a single picture with a bit of text, that could
express a situation or an idea. Most of the subjects | tackle are related to observations | have about the
society and the city | live in, so this was the kind of investigation | was leading, which took shape finally
in the format of a vignette —a picture with a sentence —that | would publish in the newspaper. | liked the
medium itself —the newspaper — because it allows me to reach a wide public in a space where people are
not necessarily expecting this kind of visual language.”

It’s insightful to look at the ways Jana Traboulsi found to express what she had to say about Beirut: she
ended up finding herself in drawing, complemented with a bit of writing, and created pictures that people
can relate to, which is something | should look into. How can | convey an idea, a feeling, a reflection
through writing and visuals, and manage to touch people?
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A JOURNEY FROM THE MEMORY TO THE SENSES BY RANIM AL HALAKY

S

[T X WL RN AR 2

A Journey from the Memory to the Senses is a book that explores storytelling and questions the way
it can be shared with others. Through very expressive typography, complemented with photographs,
she takes the reader through a cultural journey, with references to Syrian heritage. Her typographic
interventions are coded and express things such as accent and tone, which are part of the storytelling
experience, and add an extra layer to the reader’s imagination.

Through this project, she raises different questions that are relevant to my topic, as it might have
storytelling component: “How can this experience be shared and reached out to the audience? How can
the listeners or readers get as close as possible the live experience of interacting with the storyteller,
being my grandmother? What are the possible visual representations that could be used? What are the
different languages involved and how can one translate from one language to another without losing
any value of content and messages?”

[y

LA

o {WI’H PHOTO

[P

= {2

Pd ..rart

e |
o
[ g s ..1 Ly

F,jﬂ‘ s 4
o | B2
,f v!!‘"l
.%;:".".rl- s | _
& rs
'J';:I'.;E- ‘

"ll'lll' h

“-\'.

L

i o

ERERLLLLLEEE b

lesis andrlfls

[__.

the nThr ol E

11 12




GRIFFIN AND SABINE: AN EXTRAORDINARY CORRESPONDENCE BY NICK BANTOCK WALTER HAMADY

Griffin and Sabine: An Extraordinary Correspondence is an epistolary novel by Nick Bantock, published

in 1991 by Chronicle Books in the USA and Raincoast Books in Canada. The books contain a series of
removable letters and postcards between Griffin Moss and Sabine Strohem, two people who are in love but
have never met.
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The techniques Nick Bantock mixes are a good source of inspiration: collage, drawing, painting, stamps,
and writing. It is also interesting to look at the storytelling tools he uses, and the way the visuals evolve
with the narrative.
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Through this research, I’'ve come across different interpretations and ways of looking at Beirut. Some
approach it through history and memory, some are more poetic and emotional, some are more socio-
political such as activists. They use diverse mediums (illustration, photography, writing, collage) to
translate their vision of Beirut. The research helped me raise certain questions about the way a relation
to a city can be explored in a publication: How can we move from a huge space, made out of concrete, to
something as personal as a love letter, an ode to its beauty? Does the city almost become a person? What
defines it, and what unifies its different and contrasting facets?

15

ODE TO BEIRUT

Ode to Beirut is a trilingual artist book that acts as a celebration of Beirut through a poetic interpretation
of the city. It is an exploration and immersion in the experience Beirut offers, in its intensity and essence,
a love letter to the city. The publication includes bits and pieces of texts, stories, poems, and lyrics that
reflect a passion for Beirut. Each text is in the original language it was written in, not translated: Arabic,
English or French. Some were written by known writers, poets and singers, others by friends of mine, others
by myself. “Ode to Beirut” is a limited-edition book, that can be found in special bookstores that sell
artists books, fanzines, diaries and all sorts of alternative publications.

16



HOW IT STARTED

In the last couple of years, | developed a strong bond with Beirut. With time, my fascination for it grew
bigger. In my endless walks and explorations, | found myself being constantly triggered by details, that

| felt the need to express. In Spring 2019, as part of a Fanzine elective taught by Leila Musfy, | had the
opportunity to experiment on this topic through writing and collage of different elements | collected from
the streets (posters, flyers, wrappers...) as well as photographs. Creating a complete project, from the
writing, to the visuals, to the binding, made me consider developing it further into a final year project.

At that time, | was writing my final year project proposal, that was already linked to the city, but focused
on the interactions and interventions on the public space. In summer, | decided to shift towards a more
personal work about the city, that is what the project is today.

17 18




CREATIVE PROCESS

Between September and December 2019, | spent a lot of time protesting on the streets. | gathered some
film photographs, and some pieces of very spontaneous writing. Between December and January 2020, |
started an immersive creative process, wandering for hours around the city, taking hundreds of pictures of
buildings, ruins, architectural details, textures, colors, signs, calligraphy, graffiti, posters, people... | also
started writing, often on the spot, trying the bring out the sensations in the most unfiltered way.
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| found myself with a big number of images, and the idea of overlaps came naturally. Beirut is all about
layers, on a concrete level; layers of architecture, posters, paint, and on a more conceptual level; layers
of beauty and ugliness, hope and despair, that are constantly covered and uncovered, never really well

defined. €ach spread is a poem to the city: written, but also visual, describing, but also reimagining Beirut.

During my walks, | wrote keywords about sensations | had, and | used them in the creation of my visuals: it
directed my choice of image combinations, colors, mood. The collages reflect the chaotic atmosphere of
Beirut, and explore the different faces it can take: the woman, the lover, the revolutionary... The visuals
and the texts complement each other: they tell different stories but are associated on a theme basis.
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FORMAT AND NAVIGATION

Between September and December 2019, | spent a lot of time protesting on the streets. | gathered some
film photographs, and some pieces of very spontaneous writing. Between December and January 2020, |
started an immersive creative process, wandering for hours around the city, taking hundreds of pictures of
buildings, ruins, architectural details, textures, colors, signs, calligraphy, graffiti, posters, people... | also
started writing, often on the spot, trying the bring out the sensations in the most unfiltered way. | chose
an A5 format because it is close to the size of a diary, which corresponds to what | am doing: create a
personal, intimate book that reveals something raw about Beirut and those who love it. A book that is not
meant to be displayed, but rather held between one’s hands.

The book is divided in four chapters that start with a sentence that introduces the theme of the chapter

in an implicit manner. The flow of texts and images is meant to be organic, not framed in rigid chapters,
leaving the freedom to the reader to abide by the linear progression or not.
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SYSTEM The text’s width can vary between 3 and 4 columns.
In all the languages, the text can be justified (right for Arabic, left for English and French) or not.

English and French Arabic The images always touch one or more edges of the page, and they bleed from one page to the other of the
Text: Tarzana Narrow Regular 11 pt Text: B Mitra Regular 11pt spread. The spreads always have a colored texture as a background.
Title: Tarzana Wide Bold 11 pt Title: B Mitra Bold 12 pt
Author’s name: Tarzana Wide Italic 11pt Author’s name: B Mitra Regular 12 pt This system allows to have flexibility in terms of composition and type treatment, while still keeping a
Color: Black Color: Black certain consistency throughout the book.

BEYROUTH

Nadia Tuéni

Qu’elle soit courtisane, érudite ou dévote,
péninsule des bruits, des couleurs, et de I’or
ville marchande et rose, voguant comme une
flotte, qui cherche a I’horizon|la tendresse
d’un port, elle/ est mille fais morte, mille
fois revécue. Beyrouth des cent palais, et
Béryte des pierres, ot I’on vient de partout
ériger ces statues, qui font prier les hommes,
et font hurler les guerres. Ses femmes aux
yeux de plages qui s’allument la nuit, et ses
mendiants semblables a d’anciennes pythies|
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| would like to end with the introduction of “Ode to Beirut”: In the past few months, Beirut, which has FLAT SPREADS
a thousand names, and many faces, has shown us new facets. Beirut the revolutionary, resplendent,
dreamed of for a long time, fantasized, finally real, made of hope, strength, courage and resilience. But
also, Beirut the confined, made of loneliness, growing questions, and silence punctuated by birdsong. In
these moments of lockdown where we can only imagine her, dream her and hope that she will, once again,
rise up from the blows struck at her, | allow myself, throughout these few stories, poems, and reflections,
to offer you fragments of Beirut, a poetic journey through its streets that we all miss.

[ do not own the rights to the texts that were used, except those that were written by me. All rights go the
authors. |
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In the past few months, Beirut, which has a thousand
names, and many faces, has shown us new facets. Beirut
the revolutionary, resplendent, dreamed of for a long time,
fantasized, finally real, made of hope, strength, courage and
resilience. But also, Beirut the confined, made of loneliness,
growing questions, and silence sometimes punctuated
by birdsong. In these moments of lockdown where we can
only imagine her, dream of her and hope that she will, once
again, rise up from the blows struck at her, | allow myself,
throughout these few stories, poems, and reflections, to offer
you fragments of Beirut, a poetic walk through its streets that
we all miss.

Dans les derniers mois, Beyrouth, qui porte mille noms, et
de nombreux visages, nous a montré de nouvelles facettes.
Beyrouth la révolutionnaire, resplendissante, longtemps
révée, fantasmée, enfin réelle, faite d'espoir, de force, de
courage, et de résilience. Mais aussi, Beyrouth la confinée,
foite de solitude, de questionnements grandissants, et de
silence ponctué de chants d'oiseaux. En ces moments de
confinement ol on ne peut que l'imaginer, la réver et espérer
gu’elle se reléve encore une fois des coups qui lui sont sans
cesse portés, je me permets,  travers ces quelques histoires,
poemes et reflexions, de vous offrir des fragments de Beyrouth,
une promenade poétique a travers ses rues qui nous mangquent.
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My warmest thanks to: Leila Musfy, for believing in me, and
for the constant support. My family, for their love, for putting
up with my mood swings, and for being there for me no matter
what. The Graphies, for the beautiful moments we shared in
the last four years.

Mes remerciements les plus chaleureux a: Leila Musfy, pour
avoir cru en moi, et pour le soutien constant. Ma famille, pour
leur amour, pour avoir supporté mes sautes d’humeur, et pour
avoir été la pour moi malgré tout. Les Graphies, pour les beaux
moments que nous avons partages ces quatre derniéres annees.
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S0 LONG BEIRUT
Pierre de Rougé

“I'm leaving Lebanan on the 10th". Each
of these words feels heavier every time | say
them. Yet there is no way around it, for now.

. I'm leaving you, Beirut. It is probably the
hardest decision |'ve had to make, as you
are struggling with a revolution which is both
daunting and absolutely soul shaking to be a
part'of. But rest assured, | will be back.

I'm leaving while you and the rest of Lebanon are in
the midst of an uprising against a political class so utterly
disconnected from reality that they still desperately cling on
to their golden castles. I'm leaving as fathers are ending their
life because they aren’t able to feed their family anymore, and
the head of the army is foreseeing “hunger protests” within a
couple of months. I'm leaving as my friends, my second family,
are about to undergo striking changes in their way of life, and
not for the better. I'm leaving as everyone pretty much agree
that the situation is about to get frighteningly worse before it
can improve.

Since the beginning of the Thawra
(revolution), | have witnessed some of the
mast beautiful human interactions | could
have dreamed of. | also sow what brainwashing
sean do to some people unfortunate enpugh to
‘have been born in the wrong place at the wrong
T\a- EstimelWith my friends 9nd loved ones here, |
Bl Mhove been g tiny part of what is by far the

’II’ ‘ = i & | —— . ghiggest historical event | ever lived through. A
s !! 1 i N ew T Mpeople rising up without using violent means
3 i-.-_......._ s P d ﬁ;. m "W for the most part. A political class shivering in

q ‘ Y?\ ‘ﬁ':'t *.ﬂ‘ "\ hﬁ"ﬁi ?—'; ——wefear, making fools of themselves and showing

: . - their true nature. A considerable part of the

L m— <@ opulation that has now understood that they

3 N -',:*hﬂd maore in common with their neighbors than

T e with their leaders.

™ i | truly believe that within a few years the country will be

wr B il 4 back on the right track, and | fully intend to do everything |
/ = —_can to be a part of what will happen then. In the meantime,

- “Beirut, | shall be away from you, in my native country, longing

‘ \ s for the doy we'll meet again while starting a new temporary
. 3 i ﬂ hapter of my life.
- ! I'm painfully aware of how lucky | am to

be able to make these decisions, and cannot
T —— R - = hankful enough for the life lessons |'ve
learned with you. Till next time, Beirut,
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TU HABITES
Chigra Zakhia

Tu habites les volets bleus et verts,
les triples arcades, les balcons en fer forge,
les toits en tuiles rouges, les vieilles pierres,
et la nostalgie d’un temps qui n"est plus. Tu
habites les tours immenses, les immeubles
hiors de prix, les chantiers, et Poubli d'un
temps qui n'est plus.

Tu habites les couleurs de toutes les
heures du jour et de |a nuit. Tu habites les fils
électriques entremelés qui défient lo gravité,
Tu habites le paradoxe, le changement, et
les contradictions. Tu habites I'éphémeére. Tu
habites tellement de langues que parfois tu
ne sais plus parler.

Tu habites le bruit et le chaos, mois
aussl I'harmenie et la douceur. Tu habites un
yisage defiguré, mais magnifique. Tu habites
le corps d'une femme et lo passion britlante
d'une-amante. Tu habites parfois "amour,
parfois lo haine, et souvent les deux en
méme temps. Tu habites le réve, la réalité, et
tous les instants ol ils se croisent.

Tu habites la corruption, fo violence,
I"injustice, la salete, mais surtout la rie qui
se souleve contre ¢a, et le cri silencieux d'un
peuple qui en o assez.

Tu habites un labyrinthe, et la poésie
urbaine. Tu habites le désespoir, mais aussi le
courage, la résilience, et I"espair. Tu habites
tout cequi est vivant, et tentes de foire vivre
tout cequine |'est pas. Et tant d’autres
choses encore.
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BEYROUTH
Nadia Tuéni

(Ju'elle soit courtisane, érudite ou dévote,
péninsule des bruits, des couleurs, et de I'or
ville marchande et rose, voguant comme une
flotte, qui cherche a I'horizon la tendresse
d'un port, elle est mille fois morte, mille
fois revécue. Beyrouth des cent palais, et
Beryte des pierres, ol I'on vient de partoat
ériger ces statues, qui font prier les hommes,
et font hurler les guerres. Ses femmes aux
yeux de plages qui s'allument la nuit, et ses
mendiants semblables d d"anciennes pythies.
~ ABeyrouth chaque idée habite une maisaon,
A Beyrouth chaque mot est une ostentation. A
Beyrouth I'on décharge pensées et caravanes,
flibustiers de I'esprit, prétresses ou bien
sultanes. (u'elle soit religieuse, ou gu'elle
soit sorciére, ou qu'elte soit les deux, ou
gu'elle soit charniére, du portail de la mer ou
des grilles du levant, Qu'elle soit adorée ou
qu'elle soit maudite, qu'elle soit sanguinaire,
ou qu'elle soit d'eau bénite, Qu'elle soit
innocente, ou gu'elle soit meurtrigre, en
etant phénicienne, arabe ou roturiére, en
etant levantine qux multiples vertiges, comme
ces fleurs étranges fragiles sur leurs tiges,
Beyrouth est en Orient |e demier sanctuaire, ol
I'nomme peut toujours s'habiller de lumiére.
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AN ODETO BEIRUT
Hashim Sarkis

| speak about Beirut with confidence, even
if I'm mistaken, even under the most expert
scrutiny, | can still say what | say, because |
am from Beirut. It is as if Beirut speaks through
me, absalving me from my mistakes. | speak as
an amateur, which, in the original sense of the
word, means lover. | speak with all the biases,
prejudices and desires of a lover. | would've
liked to bring some pictures but | do not
think pictures speak to the beauty of Beirut.
| know you are here to make the MENA's cities
smarter, less cangested, more entrepreneurial,
more equitable, more resilient, and hopefully
more beautiful as well. But | ask you please
to make sure that you do not take away
those blemishes, those beauty spots that
make Beirut, Beirut. And that make me love
Beirut. | tell you, Beirut has many lovers.

"Built on a rocky promontory on the east

of the Mediterranean, under the shadow of

Mount Lebanon, it projects out onto the sea,

as a balcony onto the world.” These are not

my wards, but those of another more poetic

lover. It has strived on the myth, that it

has been destroyed seven times and seven

times rebuilt itself. An earthgquake during

the Romaon era, plagues, famines and civil

wars. This image almost helps justify why

Beirut is chaotic, almost always living on the

brink and almost always consuming itself

to the ends of hedonism because it is fated

to destroy itself only to rebuild itself. The

self-consumption, this image of Beirut, if

best captured by Egyptian novelist Sonallah

Ibrahim, who wrote an amazing portrait of the

city, called, appropriately, "Beirut, Beirut”,

Mow, you will say, wake up. Spare us your

foolish idolatry love. Beirut is ugly. Beirut

is dirty, rundown, corrupt, and unjust to its

citizens. We need to fix it. True, we do. But

| urge you to fix it from within, by learning

how it could fix itself, how it has fixed itself,

for some parts, and to moke the most out

of the qualities that make Beirut, Beirut.
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ENTRE LE JOUR ET LA NUIT
Chiara Zakhia

Mes pas m'ont menée dans une rue
familiere, un lieu qui me ressemble. C'est une
ruelle discréte, une poralléle entre deux rues
plus actives. Elle surplombe la ville. e ne
savais pas si je voulais commencer par le jour
ou la nuit, alors j'ai décidé d’arpenter cette
rue a I'heure ol les deux se croisent, a cette
heure magique oit le ciel s'embrase et le soleil
lance un dernier regard brilant a tout ce qui
Pentoure.

Adroite; du haut des escaliers, je
vais la ville qui, tel un miroir, prend les
teintes rose-orangées du ciel. Elle s’étend
jusqu'a la mer, que le soleil frole déja et
ne va pas tarder a rejoindre. Cette vision
est entrecoupée par les batiments qui me
cachent la vue quand je marche.

& gauche, je vois lo lumigre chaude
sur les facades des immeubles, les volets
bleus, les volets verts, et les rideaux rayes
que le soleil caresse une derniere fois. Je
croise quelques regards de gens aux balcons
ou aux fenétres. lls sont toujours plus beaux
a cette heure-ci, parce que toute les couleurs
sont plus vivantes.

Tout semble figé pendant un moment,
et puis soudain, guand le soleil termine
ses au revoir, lo nuit enveloppe la ville 4
unevitesse désarmante. Un autre type de
lumiére prend le relai: la ville devient taches
lumineuses. Les fenétres s'allument, et je
capture quelques instants de vies.

Comme il devient plus difficile de vair,
c'est man oule qui se réveille. Tout devient
petit a petit plus silencieux, plus doux. ['est
plus simple d'identifier les sons quand un
lieu est colme. J'entends la ville quigronde
au loin, et dans lo ruelle, quelques bruits de
cuisine, de télé, des voix étouffées. Je ferme
les yeux et je respire profondement la nuit,
qui dans cette rue a I'odeur du jasmin.
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POESIE URBAINE
Chiara Zakhia

Beyrouth a quelque chose de trés humain,
de tres vivant, Peut-étre que cela vient de ses
antrastes, di paradoxe gi'elle incarne, et qui, d'une
i certaine manigre, ressemble @ la noture humaine,
antradictoire, versatile,

L hes visoges sont multiples. Ses rues portent
g1y ""'_«. son histoire tourmentée a nu, sur ses murs, alternant

W% Jles couches de laideur et de beauté. Laideur d'une
\‘_J econstruction, ou plutdt une ‘déconstruction’,
RN violente, méthodique, progressive, de son pattimoine,
NN e deconstruction qui arrache san visage d'antan
ooy (e remplacer par le masque froid du béton et dela
rerraille. Beauteé d'un visage authentigue qui se laisse
ourir a fo vitesse tourbilonnante qui caractérise
LA BCette ville

- £t pourtant Beyrouth subsiste, son essence ne

% =% pourra jamais s’éteindre completement. £lle cxiste
dans ses petites rues secrétes que 'on savoure comme
AR g’ﬂ'ﬁts__ e paix provisoire; elle existe dans ses
WRcouleurs vives, dans ses ardmes chaleureux, dans sa
ikl aco janie rassurante, elle existe dans les histoires de
o Alceux qui I"aiment encare,
L 5tlle est peuplée d'innombrables réves oubliés,
Mqui n'attendent que des réveurs pour leur redonner vie.
40n la consume un peu plus & chague instant, on oscille
b constamment entre haine et amour pour elle.

LN ¢ perdre dans le dédale chaotique des rues
e Beyrouth, Capturer des fragments della ville, Se
nisser transporter par son intensité et sa beoute.
S'emervelller sans cesse de ses contrastes. Révélerla
poesie latente de la ville.
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IVRE DE VILLE
Chiara Zakhia

J'arrive essoufflée en haut des escaliers. Le
silence de ln rue contraste avec le rap craché
dans les enceintes que j"entendais encore il y
a quelgues minutes. Ce soir j'ai pris bien plus
qu’un verre, et pourtant je me sens plus ivre
de musigue gue d'alcool. Mon corur cogne
dans ma poitrine, j'ai I'impression que toute
la rue I'entend. |e me retourne et regorde vers
le bas des escaliers. Les lumiéres sont floues,
et les sons se perdent au loin. Je léve les yeux

vers le ciel. Les étoiles sont invisibles, mais .‘1.. [ e
je sais qu'elles sont la alors je ferme les yeux 2 BT H
et je les imagine. Je commence a marcher. || Kradiioa )y LA A6

fait froid. Le vent mordont contraste avec la r
chaleur de 'alcool dont je suis imprégnée, et
provoque une douce brillure sur mon visage.

Le silence est brisé par mes pas qui
frappent |'asphalte en rythme. Je suis
seule dons lo rue. Sentiment de puissance,
sentiment brut, enivrant, que de sentir
gque la rue est @ moi. Je ne discerne pas
grand -chaose, je me sens comme happée par
I'obscurité. Les détails se perdent, il n'y a
que les ombres qui sont tranchantes. Il n'y
a qu'un seul lampadaire allumé, dont la
lumiére jaune se brise dans chaque goutte
de pluie fine qui tombe sur la ville. |e passe
devant deux batiments en ruine : 'un dont 1l
ne reste gue la fagade, et I"autre dont il ne
reste qu'un mur interne, avec des etogeéres.
A chague fois que Je passe par cette rue, je
regarde les étagéres avec curipsite : il y a
une rotation permanente d'objets. Des bigres
yides, des bocoux, des choussures, une bambe
de peinture. On dirait une sorte d’échange
mystérieux et incompréhensible, qui se fait
toujours a I'abri des regards. Je ne cesse de
découvrir des détails. Les villes sont infinies.
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BEEYROUTH BY DAY
Tania H. Mehanna

Sometimes | do not recognize my city.
And sometimes at the corner of a street, in
someone’s face, | stumble on thee, Beirut,
50 generous and unigue. Sweet and bitter
Beirut. Many of us entertain a love-hate
relationship with this city. | love you, | hate
leaving, I'm coming back. There are so many
things to be said about Beirut. But I'm tired
of myths and clichés, tired of nodding
agreeably when spoken to of the phoenix, of
the city that is reborn from its ashes. | want
my city to be saved. | no longer wish for it to
die and be reborn. | na longer wish to see it
labeled, walled in by harmful denominations.

Living in Beirut isn't enough. You have
to live Beirut, to walk its streets, travel jts
highways, speak to its inhabitants, remember
its history, hold on to what is left of it in
your arms and shed light on its monuments;
bring out its soul. In Arabic, the word for
neighborhood is hay, and hay also means alive.
The neighborhoods of Beirut are indeed alive.
Each is distinct, with its different moods,
troubles and joys. The constitutive other
lives just o few paces away and the other is
o little bit of ourselves. Traveling through my
city's neighborhoods has left a strong mark on
my Beiruti identity. | belong to no other city.
Beirut isn't an idea. It is not impossible. Beirut
is not a challenge. Beirut is a being that wakes
up every morning and rushes through the day.
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NUITS ET SOLITUDE
Chiara Zakhia

Ce qui Fait lo ville, ce sont aussi |es
gens. Quel que soit leur ressenti par rapport
a Beyrouth, amour, haine, indifférence,
roncune, mépris, passion, ils portent en eux
des fragments de cette ville. |ls constituent
le caractére de Beyrouth, qui en retour forge
une partie de leur identité. Les gens sont le
reflet de la ville qu'ils habitent, et la ville
les habite en retour, méme s’ils décident
de la quitter. Il y a un lien invisible, et
pourtant palpable, qui lie la ville a ceux qui
y vivent. Je m'identifie souvent a Beyrouth,
Si elle se retrouvait face a un miroir, est-
ce qu’elle se détesterait, est-ce qu'elle
s'aimerait? Mais peut-elle seulement étre
capturée dans un reflet, dans une image?
Elte est faite de multiples focettes, elle est
vivante, changeante: Je me reconnais dans
ses pulsions, ses contradictions, ses peurs,
ses forces, son ivresse, son intensite, ses
vices, son innocence. .. |'ai "'impression de
penser a Beyrouth comme on penserait a une
personne. |e me demande ce qu'elle ressent
en ces moments de canfinement, de solitude.

Il est tard, trés tard lo nuit. Je devrais
probablement étre déja plongée dans un
sommeil profond, mais ce soir j'ai envie de
profiter du colme. On pourrait penser qu’il
n'y arien a dire puisqu’en apparence il ne se
passe rien, mais en réalité le silence parle,
crie méme. Le silence, I'absence et le vide
sont aussi présents, aussi bruyants que leurs
contraires. On associe souvent les bruits de
la ville & la vie, mais ce ne sont en réalité
que des troces de la vie humaine, et non
pas de o vie en général, et sont souvent un
obstacle oux autres manifestations de la
yie, comme un chant d’nisenu, un battement
d'amile, du vent dans les feuilles... Le silence,
ou plutét, 'absence des bruits a travers
lesquels on reconnait notre existence, est
vivant aussi. Mes nuits sont faites de pensées
assourdissantes, et de silence.
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. REMIND ME NOT TO FORGET
. Nur Turkmani

'm scared and | want to control the situation

d our safety as much as | can, but | do it again.
remove myself from the scene for the purpose of
Serving my memory repository, and step on the edge
for a minute, my keffiyeh mask wrapped tightly over my

nose.
his time, | want to remember not because the

scene fills me with awe and reminds me of limitless
solidarity, but because | am brimming with anger and
dread, Remember, | tell myself, how the smoke from

eargas fills the night like low-lying clouds. How the
shards are strewn everywhere as though someone has
Miripped a huge studded necklace.
' e groups of protesters moving towaords the
security forces who respond, every couple of minutes,
Akl I:]I:lcl. The protesters tripping, running,
- Ishouting. Remember a woman carrying a protester
Lﬁ@cutlng from teargas. The onians everywhere. Until
Eothe last hit by security forces makes us all reel back
| and there is no room for remembering. No room for
panything other than running.
W\t this point, os the security forces move in
on us with botons, we genuinely fear for our lives. We
run and run, holding each other's hands, until we find
Mo way out, a corner to jump through. Knocked out of
MlGreath and coughing, we are finally safe in a street
s mwe, All around us, protesters take off their
'masks and check in on each other, Remember the

er, the fear, the dread.
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ATTHE CORNER OF ADREAM
Bahia Shehab

From my reading of Mahmoud Darwish 1 felt
that he had been conflicted in the same way
we all are obout his relationship with place.
When do we leave and when do we stay? How
can we accept the concept of nationhood and
still claim to belong to humanity at large? | wos
visiting my mother in Beirut in September 2014
and wanted to leave a gift outside her window,
so | painted Darwish's line "My country is not
o suitcase” on an illegal concrete structure,
the property of a prominent politician that
had been erected to stop people accessing the
street that led to his palace. My choice of poem
was related to the duality of displacement.
Darwish wrote this line in two different ways
in two different poems at different points
in his career. "My country is not a suitcase’
was the firsk version he wrote in 1969 in his
"Diary of o Palestinian Wound”. In 1983 after
the Israeli invasion of Beirut he wrotein "In
Praise of the High Shadow”, *My country
is a suitcase’. 50 | sproyed the words "My
country” and 'suitcase” in black and | sprayed
the word "not" in red. This way the message
could be read in both of Dorwish’s variations.

The words reflect the detachment we feel
as displaced Arabs in different cities around
the world. We long for our homeland and feel
like aliens even when we begin to achieve
o sense of belonging in a new place. We are
strangers both in our homes and in other lands.
We live with the loneliness of being a group
of citizens belonging nowhere and always
existing somewhere else. An optimist would
embrace the humanity, freedom and new
opportunities that displacement provides. A
pessimist would feel like a tree without roots,
always looking back at what they have lost
rather than what hos been gained. Optimist or
pessimist, sometimes it's easy to feel homesick
even at home. The poem was erased o week
later by the same people who hung huge
pictures of the politician during election time.
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DOCUMENTATION

| printed and bound the following copy at home, to get an idea of what it would look like and document it,
but it is not the final product.
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