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Each writer handles the depth of their creation by either piling it up in a hidden drawer or sharing the polished,
self-approved version. The intended endpoint for each writer this semester was to look beyond the horizon set by
mediocre standards.

During the war, voice was given to oblivious tyrants while innocent souls took their testaments to the grave. This
tragedy created a phenomenal yet scarring truth: survivors of trauma relentlessly demanded their voices to be
heard. In a world where two leaders shook hands over the martyrs lost in your homeland, calling it a truce, let the
ink that touches your paper engrave the souls of those who defy you.

The theme of Herald seemed cliché at first. Up until the day of the meeting held to announce this semester’s
theme, I was extremely hesitant, reflecting on how I might lose writers. We are socialized to stay silent, to be
overwhelmed to the point of exhaustion, and to glance through our soul without ever giving value to its tamed
existence. Every single writer in this issue proved me wrong.

Despite the bold theme of this issue a record number of authors have contributed to this Herald.. My semester was
filled with writers coming up to me and sharing their creations with unreserved enthusiasm. I even had students
whom I had never met before contact me to be a part of this beautiful journey. Endless writings started flowing
in. Some submissions called out the atrocities in Palestine, grieved about lost loved ones, addressed their past
relationships and shared the struggles of the Lebanese people. In other writings, voices were given to proud Ar-
menians refusing to remain silent.

You now see the fruits of this courage before you. This magazine is a crafted blend, brought to life by the many
artisans who contributed to this beautiful issue.

My biggest appreciation goes to the former chair of this club, my dearest friend, Alik Djinbachian, who mentored
me and made me fall in love with The Herald. Her peaceful stance throughout the hectic editorial process always
amazed me. I joined this club as a pure hobby and as a mad writer. With a single twist, I stand here forever grateful
for the day she saw this potential in me. I thank her for the endless calls, unconditional support and advice that
helped me hold my head up high.

My unsent letter was left blank up until the very end because of all the challenges I encountered as chair of the
club. Those who witnessed every crack behind all these perfect pages, every imperfection hiding in my confident
speeches, and all my fear concealed with professionalism were my amazing board members. Dear Galy Takvo-
rian, Mairy Mardirossian, Aya Kaddoura and Tvin Hergelian, you were the missing pieces in my new chapter.

THE CHAIRPER SON’S
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The dedication of our creative team matched the depth of our writers. Thank you to the beautiful artists who em-
bodied the vision of all the writings and made the magazine as expressive as its writers intended. Our wonderful
designer, Rita Hamalian, who kindled a spark in every page of this journal. Our dearest photographers, Sirag
Kendirjian and Armen Simonian, who captured our beautiful writers’ portraits. And finally, our beloved artists,
Lina Al-Kujuk and Reem Al Jama from Haigazian University’s Art Club, who created the beautiful cover of this
issue, transforming our vision into a phenomenal piece of art.

This semester, we welcomed a surreal number of editors, hoping their load would be lighter. But they embel-
lished the piles of writings handed out to them, wholeheartedly, with such elegance and dedication. At each turn,
I expected to be told that their overwhelming schedules would not let them continue. Instead, the response I al-
ways received made me tear up more than once, reflecting their humble souls and appreciation towards this club.
Hasmig Aintablian, Helena Abou Sefian, Ibrahim Al Najjar, Narod Arabian, Serly Nemshehirlian, Yara Arnaout,
Mairy Mardirossian, Michaella Sabbagh, and Jana AbdulRahim, you made each unsent story a beautiful revela-
tion.

What makes this club truly special is that our dearest faculty members, Dr. Christine Arzoumanian, Dr. Shoghig
Kaloussian, and Ms. Mirjam Polak, are equally invested in sharing their art. When it comes to offering support,
being a reliable shoulder, and sharing your utmost private thoughts, you sincerely make every experience mem-
orable.

Thank you to our beloved Campus Minister, proofreader, and writer, Reverend Wilbert Van Saane, who did not
hesitate for a second to help us in our journey.

Most importantly, a huge appreciation goes to our Student Life Director, Razmig Kaprielian, who was present as
a watchful eye throughout the entire process, having an open mind for every new step taken in the making of this
magazine.

Last but not least, to our adored writers, who gave me a reason to continue. None of this would have been possible
if you had not chosen to confront the deepest parts within yourselves and unleash this infinite cascade of creativ-
ity. I thank each and every one of you.

Dear reader, I welcome you to a hall of mirrors, where each one symbolizes a phenomenal text

To be continued...
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GALY TAKVORIAN

UL3UID LUZUSUYLE!

Up gptd dkgh Upgwpuh twhwinwlibpmn  upwnhu Junp  swipnphwdp,
nnphpgniplwudp btinwnwywtpny jpwntint wthuou yhpwnny, np Lpplip shd Yptowap puntipnyg
wpnujwjnk]: Yp gpbd pppta hwy tphunwuwpny, np hp hnghpt dkg Yp Ypk ppiwgpuantiug
huyptkuh hnnkpmt ghsp, mwpwwwipp b wyt Yhwbpp, qnp nmp wupghikghp ukp
dnnnynippht nghtt wbhuwuwb yuwhbnt hwdwnp:

Utktp Ynputgmghtp wnmukp, (Eeubp, qhintp bt hwqupuinp Jhwbpkp: Puaygg
nnip, Ukp uhpbih hbpnutkp, dkqh unpykgnighp, pk huswku Jupbh £ wphmpbwdp
wuwypwph) vhtskr yipohtt omiisp jwunit hwypkuhph Gi dbp dnnnynmipnh gnmipbwi:
Qbtp gqnhnnmphiup dkqh tkpotskg whuwuwb ininniuniphil, dkp hnghtt wdpwugmg dkp
upwnkpp, hulj dkp Ynpnrunp dkqh jhotignig, np hwyymptwt nghti Eppkp sh dwphp:

Up unphhd wyt dwypkpmitt dwuhl, npnip ghokpikpp nppught’ ghinbwny, np
Yphhtt whwnh swnbutikt hpkug npnhubpp. wyt huypbpnit dwuht, npnup wyikiu whnh
sqnykt hpkug pvnutihpp, b wyt dwunitjutpnit dwuht, npntp whwnh dkstwt qplniws
Atp huybwgptu b ukpku

Qbp Jhwupt mt wphnmiphtrup dkgh hwdwp pupdwt wbdwh quu: QEp nght Ukq 4p
Utdwpk hrpwpwiiship puyjuthnjuh, dkq Yp tpotsk Yhpnbnt wyt wmywqub, nip nghts
in Unngnih: Up huwwnwbp, np wppupmipbwdp wju pnnpp whwnh Jipujutquhb: dnp
wuwownwuwibkghp Ukp wywqui, ybp tpuqutpp, dbp hwiwwnpn G Ubp htipuniphiup: dnp
Utigh hwdwp wudwh Jyuyniphit dpb Ep, np Ukp uhpup, (Egnit B dpwlynypp tpptip yhwnh
synpuntht:

Lwht §p qphd dkgh juynibpm, pt uktp dkp bphuwuwpny ukpniinp, whwnh
owpnibwtup dbp ujuws Lwdpwit: QEp jhowwnmwljubpp Yp mwbekt Utq, puyg dhbiung
dudwbwl §p unpytgubt huwwnwy, wuypwphy bt hyywupn fuwyg:

Uklp §p pupmilkiip opky qlwnth Jpuy nbljws dkp ubpdp’ dkp bpuquiipbitpp,
wwjpwpp bt hwwwnpp: Pipupwbship pwy, np dkup Yp dbntwplblip jubnit Jbkp
hwjpkuhphtt kv Ukp dnpnynipnhl, jpliwyg qguntiuyg thnpphly stnphwljuniphit dp dkp
wphmpbwb b gnhnnmpbwb nphdwg: Ep nghtt Ukq §'wpwetnpyk, dkqh Yp unpykguk
sjwudtnihy B dkq Yp Unk Junnighnt wjtt wyuqui, nip hwynipbwt uhpinp wqun b
hwywpun onity | wntk

QLpuimuubpptppbpstudnngnihp:hipupwiishipyundniphiu brnipwnuwitnuy
Up wwhku dtp jhowwnwlutpp: Ukbp Yp wwhwywuktp dtp hnght, Jwwypkgukup dkp
tpwqupttpp, kv Juunnwh Eup, pk npput s wuwypwphtp, wytpwtt dkp wintip b
jhowwnwlp wutl op whnh pgwpnbwltl wwyphy vkp Ynnpht:
SwiLkpd uhpny, jupqupny tr wmtdwp yhownny:




MAIRY MARDIROSSIAN

COLLATERAL DAMAGE

To whomever it may concern,

44 days of hope, and terror. Anticipation isn’t quite the right word to use. Mothers were stuck in front
of the TV, next to their phones; they knew that they either had to mourn their sons or their homes.
Nevertheless, there was collateral damage. For politics, the right collateral damage was the five thou-
sand soldiers, the smarter option; for hope, there was no better option, either loss held the heaviness of
still unnamed tombstones.

Politics was intricate manipulation; it knew how to talk, to convince people to give away part of their
own identities to a jailer, to a captor who still holds the pieces captive, daring to call these pieces their
own, their right, believing history is on their side. Although the latter wasn’t a lie, Artsakh marched on,
having a map that lied, politics that had no patriotism, and a forever distorted idea of peace.

We called it a wedding, and had the papers of annulment held over it since then, as if we were prepared
to mourn a wedding since the ecstasy of it. For politics, the bride and the groom were mere collateral
damage; for hope, another wedding was already in the making. Maybe giving away offered the un-
known peace that was dreamed of, although when politics is the one who’s playing the game of right
and wrong, and when it has no knowledge of the definiteness of peace, of damaging a home, of breaking
a mother’s heart, of extinguishing hope; the result of the game is absolute and indisputable. We were
so used to celebrating, pictures of soldiers with their armor up high, snippets of joy among men who
knew how to hold peace by the hand and bring it home, boys who understood sacrifice without a de-
gree in the science of politics. In the 44-day war, we didn’t see any similarities, but 1992 and 2020 had
a thing or two in common; both wars had soldiers with a home to lose, soldiers with hope, and a sense
of self-sacrifice. Hope was settled in them all, and it brought their home back in 1992, but in 2020 men
gave up their breath for a hope that was lost to politics. And dreams had no place in a game with men
who shook hands in an office with a man who knew how to disguise well, all for a fabricated idea of
peace. Histories have named the wars: @njudwipwn, tppnpy yuwnbpuqu, 44-optwy wunkpuqd. It
had these titles, and the world sided with the party that called it “peace enforcement.” The first missile
was for peace, and the last Artsakh captive taken was for enforcement.

We still sit, wait, wonder when the generation of Vicken Zakarian will rise again, when our defense
isn’t a treaty, when we will choose to fight, and when we’ll stop asking Juut huish, because it’s finally
registered in us that the answer is Juut huyptuhph.

To whomever it may concern, it’s not a matter of concern anymore.
Kind regards,
A mourner with hope.
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AYA KADDOURA

WSS BENEATH THE WEIGHT OF PASSING GATES

To whom I hope to call home,

When did it all begin? For years, I’ve waited for the moment I could finally leave, yet somehow, I always
find myself here again. When will I hear the words, “Gate number 09, closing in five minutes”? 1s it us who
are at fault, or is it you who keeps finding a way to pull us back?

There was a time when I almost left, bags packed, papers pending, a new life waiting somewhere. But as
always, your shadows reached me there too. And just like that, the chance faded. “Everything happens for

’

a reason.’

Growing up amidst uncertainty and disarray has made it difficult to define belonging. Division, corruption,
and indifference have become all too familiar. “There is no future here,” they say, but who is truly responsi-
ble? Is it the youth who have given you nothing but hope? The citizens who persist in believing in reform?
Or those in power whose choices have deepened the cracks in our foundations?

Perhaps the fault lies with all of us for choosing endurance over action, and silence over accountability. To
those who once promised that time would bring change, it has been years and yet little has shifted.

You embody both chaos and serenity, resilience and sorrow, a place where nature and history remain inter-
twined. When will you rise beyond the weight of conflict? How much longer must you fight to hold yourself
together? I hope to, one day, embrace your endurance not as tragedy, but as triumph.

A citizen in waiting,

15




MIA PARSUMEAN

WHAT I LOST
TRYING TO LOVE YOU

This letter sits in the back of my mind folded and heavy with everything I never said.

You always knew how to get what you wanted out of me. You used the right words, right timing, and
right tone. You knew how I would fold and do whatever was asked of me. You used me, and, for a long
time, I let you. You spotted my weakness and twisted it to your own advantage. My affection for you
made me care enough to run after you every time you called, placing your happiness above my own.

I neglected my own soul in the process. I kept trying to fill your emptiness, convinced that it might be
the only way to prove my love and loyalty. But all it did was drain me. You emptied my vase without
caring. In the end, all I saw was a blank reflection of myself resembling a faraway stranger.

Too late I learned not to trust sharing my feelings with you, because it always ended in manipulation.
If I said I was upset, you'd explain why I shouldn’t be. You judged everything I shared with you.
Slowly, you taught me that none of my feelings had a place in this world.

Sadness? You dismissed it.

Depression? You ignored and blamed it on my closest.

Happiness? You made me feel guilty for having it.

Me being human was too dramatic for you.

And I believed it. That’s the hurtful truth.

I taught myself how to bury my thoughts. As if moving on with no regard to how I felt was normal.

From my deepest cuts, I learned that nothing I did was ever enough.

Every effort, every achievement, every moment where I pushed myself;

You never said you were proud of me.

You never assured me that I mattered.

I tried a thousand different ways to impress you, to make you smile, to hear a proud sentiment in your
voice. I stretched myself thin, hoping for love that never arrived. As if love was something to be earned
or held upon certain conditions or benefits. You never saw the vulnerable soul standing in front of you
that whole time. I shrank because I gave you control.

This letter will stay unsent. I chose myself.
Manipulation can stay as your weapon.

Your approval might as well be worthless.

What is love if it is bound to unimaginable fantasies?




ARENIE BOYNERIAN

I spent an eternity contemplating every corner of my existence trying to come to terms with why I never
confronted you. You rose out of delusional hypocrisies thinking you were entitled to that crown of yours,
which was gifted by the same corrupt hands that made you their leader.

How did every one of your lies become a prophecy? How did my truth become so tangible yet so unbeliev-
able?

Genesis 3:19 “dust you are, and to dust you shall return”

I watched you mimic God, holding my entire essence in your hand as if it were the dust dripping off your
fingers, returning me to where my almighty intended me before my time came.

You held me close with a deranged and manipulative touch, saying, “I have to”. Did it ever occur to you that
you gave yourself too much power just when all your life was falling apart? Why did I have to become the
biggest victim in your self-pitying acts?

I became a stranger in front of my reflection, not because I was wrong, but for the sole reason that you de-
cided to stand on your pedestal and hurl out what you deliberately chose to define as flawed. And my most
shameful act became my acceptance of your tyranny.

You had no remorse. For a year, I suffered the consequences of an act that was not mine to claim. I stood
silent while you convinced yourself that you had eradicated a certain “disease” from your society. I felt
everything so deeply, but nothing was ever articulated. And If I were to envision my state of being then
through a canvas; you would ironically see only an untouched white fabric. This symbolizes my silence, my
defiance to put on a show to please those whose own masks have become embedded in their skin.

Two years have passed, and the echoes of what “you had to do” still show their eerie face once in a while,
depicting how a maniac, who was let loose and whose acts were not tamed, will have their absurdity leaving
traces for a long time.

I never realized that your impact only reached those who were as meaningless as you. Those who mirrored
your behavior and got cast out. Those who raised you up and eventually lost all credibility. At the time,
my thoughts were overruled by this wave of loud cruelty. If only I had known that hollow minds sound the
loudest in our society.

I address this letter to you: a person who has a void in their essence, a person who’s a nonentity and a no-
body.

"\ o ‘ _.
._- e

tand upon my dignity, not hiding behind whatever standards society\' Va

and with pride, refusing to change my essence to be accepted and loved
d tall, as the conductor of this entire magazine, urging and 1nsp1r1ng‘ ery
voices that were left to rot.
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BISSAN EL HASSAN

QUIET LIGHT OF HOPE

U survived.

I think you won't,
you will.

creams, the yells, the cries, the fear—that intense, bone-deep fear—they don'’t just fade. Yol
om back, your bed, and most of your family intact... yet something is different.

‘ .

ething has changed. It is not the same anymore. How could it be?

old pictures of you and remember how peaceful life was just months ago, even mere
r | ache for the innocence you carried, your calm, your laughter, your lightheartednes

s to try and remember the innocent sound of laughter before ’I
a memory

People carry invisible weights in their eyes, in their iif e

e’s a heaviness that hangs over everyone like

_@_‘Ju-..- it lifts. And when it does, you ,!
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RALPH TANNOUS

Instead of witnessing your reaction to my sincerest expressions,
the letter soaks in the wooden scent of my drawer.

The words might have been written in permanent ink,
yet does it guarantee your feelings remain the same after all this time?

The folder remains sealed just like my truest desire to confront it.
The only thing I yearn to address, other than my authenticity, is this small sentiment to you.

However, what keeps me on the sidelines is the memory of all the bridges that promised sturdiness, only to
leave me standing on brittle land.

My hand has grown weary from all the waltzing across ballrooms of bruised papers.
Yet yours was written with a touch of rejuvenating remedy.
I wholeheartedly wish I could claim the key to your affection in the same way I claimed these words for you.

And I ache for you to release me from my confinement of doubts as much as I ache to release the letter from
the borders of my mind.
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LORI MARASHLIAN

———=THE YOU THAT WAS ME
ALLALONG

Why?
Why did you do this to me?
Why did you make me feel like I was never enough?

You were supposed to hold me, protect me
Instead, you tore me down.
Why did you let me fall?

Why did you treat me like I was a mistake?
Why do you ache every time you face your own reflection,
As if your;own image is a sin you must apologize for?

You kneel for peace, yet when God'extends His hand,
You turn away,

As if you are unworthy of His bléssing.

Why?

Why can you forgive everyone,

Yet judge yourself so harshly?

Why do you beg for love,

Yet run from it the moment it comes too/Close?
Why do you'choose cowardice,

When all you®ve ever wanted was to/be held?

Why do you silence your heart
Right when it begins to open,
The moment when it.begins to feel?

You call yourself weak,
But look at all the times you rose again from the depths that were meant to break you.
Why can’t you see that as strength?

Why do you believe that feeling pain is what makes you worthy?

I’m tired of fighting with you.
I am tired of begging you to see what’s been right in front of you all along.

I’m here exhausted,
Standing on weak limbs,
But still breathing.

Still waiting for the day I stop asking,
“What is wrong with me? "

and finally understand

that nothing was ever wrong.

And then it hits me:

the enemy I chased through every shadow
was me

all along.

— Me
20



GACCIA NORSHAHIAN

SO I CAN BE FREE

I never sent this letter. Perhaps because I knew it wouldn’t change anything, or because I knew you
didn’t deserve it at all. You made me feel special, yet [ was never really yours. You belonged to someone
else, yet you made me believe my company was the only thing you ever wanted, the only thing you ever
craved.

You used to ask her to imitate me. Tell me, was that how you filled the void? Out of everything you
did, that hurt the most: knowing you tried to recreate me within a life you built with someone else. Know-
ing I meant something, but not enough for you to choose me. Sometimes, I still think about you, not out of
longing, but because of how easily I believed your promises, how willingly I stayed.

I kept waiting for the day your words would finally mean something. But they never did. You
convinced yourself you had moved on, but for a moment, I made you feel something you hadn’t felt in years.
And still, you made me the villain in your story. You walked away unscathed, playing the victim, while I
was left carrying the weight of your lies. Maybe one day you will realize the weight of your actions. But I
already have: love should not wound, and truth should never need excuses.

So, if you ever come across this letter, know this: This is not for you. I’'m no longer the girl who
waited, who believed, or who cried over someone too weak to be honest. You were never worth the pain
I gave you credit for. You can keep pretending you’re fine, keep lying to yourself, but deep down, you’ll
always know what you lost. I’m not the same anymore. I am wiser. [ am stronger. [ am free. Funny how you
once wrote those exact words to me at the end of that book you gave me, “You are now wiser and stronger.”
You were right about one thing: [ am. Just not because of you, but because I survived you.

21



CATHERINE TOROSSIAN

——————— | FS LEVRES SCELLES

C’¢était fini. Ils ne se reverraient plus, et ils redeviendraient de simples étrangers. Des étrangers
avec, au fond de la poche, quelques souvenirs a peine tiedes.

'

monde s’effacait sur le pont. Sur ce pont, ils
age ornée de leurs rires, leurs silences, et de to
cun relierait en secret, peut-étre tard dans une
trop.

Juliette sentait sa vision se brouiller, com
tournaient la derni¢re page de leur hlst01re
ce qu’ils n’avaient j

d’ennui, quand les coeurs

b

eux. Ils étaient passés d’une simple rencontr:
lus lumineux.

En un clin d’ceil, tout avait changé en
chose de plus fragile, de plus toxique,

% Un souffle entre deux ames.

. . .
a La ... ce n’est pas une situation que I’on cherche.

est un phénomene qui arrive. Malheureusement, les humai
~ 1ls flétrissaient ce sentiment, ils dégradaient sa nature.

i
Comment un cceur peut-il battre, puis se taire, puis réapprendre a battre?

Comment 1’amour peut-il, a la fois, sauver et blesser?

Son amant avait pris la dague qu’il avait intentionnellement enfoncée dans son ceeur; il avait laissé
SON Nom sur son coeur, un nﬁtp ui resterait, qui la hanterait, méme lorsqu’elle aurait tourné la page,
méme lorsque tout le reste -1:‘ aitrait.
;1 :
e baissa les yeux, et dans ce simpl 1 n du monde dans ses yeux. Une
i eﬁarfach 3 ses pensées. Elle avait toujou 0 ‘que dans _
o émoire elle serait touj; Uirs coincée sur la méme saison‘pour 1°¢ ¢, pui | était parti et le '

été. Au lie ¢ I’amour de sa vie
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ARMIG HAKIMIAN

24

To say that I’ve met you and shaken your hand.

Now, that would be the biggest lie on land.

I’d climb never-ending mountains if that were true,
An idol, long gone, but closer to my heart than “I do”.
It’s strange how I feel as close to you as ever;

I know your melodies, your words, all that made you clever.

If there’s one wish I have in my last judgment case,
Before they escort me to my forever grace or misplace,
I’d like you to meet me in purgatory.

I’d shake your hand, turn my boombox to 30/90,

And if 'm ever lucky,

You’d tell me 36 would have been an okay number,

For you and for me.

ARTWORK BY ZAHRAA ZALZALE
(HAIGAZIAN 2021, 2024)




ARMIG HAKIMIAN

—— AN ODE TO MY FIRST LOVE

Soledad cannot even compare,

With music and lyrics, not even Moliére.
Love at first sight, a breath of fresh air,

The sound of your voice, your silver hair,
Five fragments of a pure, restless love affair.

Sixteen celebrations, still going strong,

A remembrance every September, as you play our song.
I accompany you with every variation.

I hold your hand to cease termination.

You’re my haven in this chaotic world.

A friend, unparalleled, against the absurd.

I wish you could speak,

You’re a riddle no one can solve, even with the right technique.

If you’re the riddle, then who am 1?
The writer? The imposter? The lie?
Or just a fool who touches you, waving her fingers hello and goodbye?

ARTWORK BY ZAHRAA ZALZALE
(HAIGAZIAN 2021, 2024)



YARA ARNAOUT

Somewhere between my weary bones and my axial skeleton,
There is a premature graveyard of a breath that will never take flight.
Overgrown and obtrusive, I tug at the weeds,

Like there is a way to kill what is already dead and rotten,
Beneath damp soil and simmering sun;

To weave thread into flesh and close a gaping wound,

To relish in the bloodied tapestry of the self,

To transcend omniscient eyes and crude hands,

But what becomes of this self?

When the very hands it ached for, unravelled it,

Watched as its blood stained carpets, skin and honour?

What becomes of the self,

That suffered so beautifully at the hands of its beholder?
When its suffering was no longer autonomous?

Drugstore lipstick-stained teeth glow UV blue in the dark.
How do I escape the bite marks on my shins,

That crawl up my esophagus like ivy,

And die on my tongue like sweetened rot?

Yellow bruises on my knees speak of healing,

But we both know there are other ways to beg.

To remain this half-light, halt-dead thing, choking on dirt,

I chose to kill this body,

But I needed you to bury it;

And so sometimes [ blame you too.

Purple-rimmed ankles from last summer still shatter against the pink marble of my bathroom
tiles;

Every morning now, | teach myself how to walk again.
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MARIE-REINE AWEDIKIAN

———=A LETTER GOD READ FIRST

How hard could it be,

To grieve someone who is still breathing?

Do we really lose what’s near,

Or just the vision of what felt worth believing?

The narrative had to change,
To ensure that voice would never range.
Words were written, a letter unsent,

A truth once carried, a heart’s lament.

Today, a match is struck at last,

Flames rise and cleanse the past.

The paper curls, the ink dissolves, _
Secrets unspoken, forever absolved. Z

And yet, it settles here.

The words once feared to set afloat,
Become the wings that help us float.
Sometimes God removes with quiet grace,
To keep souls safe from a darker place.

Compared to Christ who bore the cross,
This pain is light; there is no loss.
Through trials faced, the spirit grew,

A gentler light now guides it through.

Even silence helps to see,

What’s lost was meant to set you free.




MAIRY MARDIROSSIAN

wmmmmmm———==_ THE UNIVERSE ITSELF

- And I had to endure life, learning how to live it without her,
. I had to leave the surreality of her.
' I’d have chosen her over eternity,

I’d have chosen her over serenity.

She slipped away, ' , ‘__/’
She forced herself out of my way. o et
I tried to bury her in captivity,

Entangle her in my infinity. oy

But she still got away. e s

- .+ Thated the idea of having ‘the one that got away’, -~... \
~ It was impolitic, \\‘_\‘ .

A surreality, absurdly dramatic. ~— o
4 - “ : \“-‘ : -
B How I hated you, the universe itself, 4 . s hongrs
o ., For ignoring my screams like the deaf, 4 X : ;
To gift her to me in a chest, on a gold platter, . £ :

And actually make her scatter.

I’d have chosen her over flesh and blood,

And I’d have chosen her over an angel if I could,
But what would a savior have for me?

What would a promise to paradise offer me?

. To love? To be loved? To be saved?

I’d have chosen to reside in hell if it meant holding her closely, 3 i
Even if only for two hundred and sixteen hours, precisely. = e
1 fé_s‘(‘)rte_d to this, pleading to the universe in a letter,
My spokén,words were going unheard, and bare.

- I was stuck somewhere inexplicable,
S In a void Wheré] she was unattainable,
N With the hold of something that was drowning me,
All because I was paying for a crime committed against me.

\.“ N, > - For the love I had for her,
Nl . And the hope that grew desperate, then stronger,
-f,\;::n\_ I couldn’t curse her existence,
I~ . ButIwould bribe the universe
‘_fw_-&:_'::..\‘ For a worse destiny to befall her.
i .



LORY GUERGUERIAN

CHRYSANTHEMUMS

I have this fear that you wait for me
As seeds grow into trees

And trees into memories— shared by you and [ \
As chrysanthemums wither and fall
Waiting for me to die

For decades, I’ve been drawn to you
Like a moth to a flame

They told me not to,

Yet all they did was push me and blame

How could I,

When I dug through my mind and found you
Standing there, with ember eyes and elegiac smiles
It was at that moment when I knew

That poets persist because of you

You’re the pied piper

Weaving a hypnotic tune
Making me addicted to the mome’

Shared with you and the moon

'

A

I remember how you took my hand in;
As we danced through ages and pages
Yet you told me you must depart. ;

~

For time is but a fleeting art
In every tick, I hear -._-'-
From dusk till dawn, you ha
You color the world in waning
Then f}a}lde‘ away— as passin '




KARIN KHEDERIAN

———STILL CARRYING YOU

I reach for the past,

for your warmth in the corners of my memory,

for the moments I didn’t know whether to hold onto,
the ones that slipped through my hands

before I realized how rare they were,

for the laughter, the quiet,

and the way the world felt softer and lighter,

when you were here.

When [ was young,

I didn’t cherish the times we had
the way I wish I had.

To hear your voice again,

and to tell you I graduated,

And that you weren’t there to see it.

But I felt it.
You were there.

Even after you were gone,

you still stepped up in my dreams,
opening a door for me,

letting me know that the weight would lift,
that the pain would pass.

You gave me hope.

Even when life feels heavy,

you still find a way to show up.
Sometimes in dreams,

sometimes in the quiet of the night,
reminding me to be strong.

And for you, [ will.

The house holds the echo of your laughter with grandma,
the way you leaned into each other’s jokes,

how the whole family felt complete

when you were around.

Your picture still sits in the living room,

where you and grandma always spent time together.

The light catches it in the mornings,

and for a moment, it feels like you’re leaning back in your chair,
smiling at something only the two of you understood.

The couch cushions still hold the imprint of your presence,

the coffee table remembers the cups you set down,

and the quiet corners of the room seem to wait,

as if hoping you might walk back in.

I still look at photos of us,
wishing we had taken more,
wishing I could take one with you now.
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It’s been three years since you’ve been gone,
and I can only remember you in flashes,

just another memory slipping through my mind.
I can’t remember your voice.

Oh, to hug you,

to talk to you,

to tell you everything I wish I had.

It tears me apart that I took it all for granted.

It pains me that you’re not here.

It enrages me that my future kids

will never meet you.

I miss how kind you were,

how calm you were in everything,

how you made the world feel safer just by being in it.
If I could, I would hold you forever.

I don’t want you to be a memory anymore.

After you left, I started to cherish every moment with others,
because it was the first time I had to face
losing someone so close to me.

Alzheimer’s took you before heaven did,

your laughter shrinking in the corners of the house,

your hands growing still on the arm of your chair,

the warmth in your eyes dimming slowly, quietly, unfairly.
The last time I saw you,

it was a shadow of the man I loved.

I could not step into that room,

I could not face the quiet that had claimed you.

The coffin loomed like a shadow of all I had lost,
and the memory of you there pressed into my chest,
like winter air,

leaving me gasping, my hands trembling,

for the warmth that was gone.

I wish you could see who I’'m trying to become,
how I’m learning to stand again,

how every step I take carries your name,
guiding me even when I feel like breaking.

The love I still have for you

fills my chest too full to hold,

warmth and ache tangled together,

a quiet reminder of how much you mattered,
how much I still need you here.

And yet the silence is the hardest part,

the way the world keeps moving

while I listen for your footsteps,

while I wait for a voice that will never return.

I hope you’re proud of me up there.
And I hope you’re waiting for me,
just like I still carry pieces of you down here.
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LAYAN ABBAS

YOU WOULD.”

I used to say,

to explain unanswered messages,
and the silence I prayed would go away
It seemed fitting, it seemed right.
But love is neither pure nor simple,
and neither are people.

Then came the realization:

the pain isn’t in your absence

it’s in your knowing.

Knowing you cared, yet left.
Knowing you wanted to, but didn’t.

It’s like standing on a stage

With trembling legs.

Like wanting to cave in,

but surviving instead.

And doesn’t that make you human?

Perhaps it was never

“If you wanted to, you would.”

Maybe it’s

“What if you wanted to, but couldn’t?”

Fear hums beneath the skin,
circling through your veins.

It’s why your eyes stay open

when sleep forgets your name.

It’s how timing breaks

the best-laid plans,

how one name can unmake
everything you’ve built from pain.
And when fear stays too long,

you begin to feel betrayed.

I’ve met people who loved me

from the sidelines.

And I’ve been there too,

standing at the edge of something warm,
something filled with laughter and light,
choosing not to fall.

Not because I didn’t want to,

but because I couldn’t.

So, no,

“If you wanted to, you would”
was never love.

Love isn’t always brave.

Love is fear.

Love is trying,

and failing,

and meaning well,

but falling short.

And maybe,
That’s what makes it real.

“IF YOU WANTED TO,



JANA ABDUL RAHIM
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RAWAN BAGHDADI

THE QUIET ACHE

o -

A cardboard box of wilted d@vs and shoét/ng stars, .
,

hides beneath my bed, ‘ : .
trying to resuscitate a wouﬂﬁ%ogg bled, f / e :
a rotten, familiar desperation still 1i invisible smoke; %

drying out the flood of words I never ok 1 \
; / 7 ./ i1 \‘. .
- £ N J '
'4/ /:'f! 1 J\ | e '
{

I wake up in the bed I made,
pull the covers of shame,

over everything I couldn’t save, |
the one I once held is now hung across my ceiling,

and no amount of mascara-stained tears will keep semeone from leaving.

1

I hit my marks, retraced every step,
afraid to slip, afraid to fall, |
afraid to watch him leave after giving my all.

but the author starts again,
a new manuscript of a dream that ended as it began,
in the quiet ache of an open hand.




ARAZ KHEDERIAN

LES MURMURES

DU

Il y a des nuits ou le silence respire,
Comme une béte blessée sous la lune,
Et a chaque souffle qu’il rend,

Les murs de 1’ame tremblent.

On croit que le silence ne dit rien,

Mais il garde tout.

Les cris étouffés,

Les mots avalés pour pas blesser,

Les promesses qui n’ont pas trouve de trajet,
Une route vers des oreilles qui écoutent.

Le silence,

Ce n’est pas I’absence de mots,

C’est la mémoire qui refuse de mourir.

Il marche dans les couloirs du temps,
Traversant les cicatrices des heures,
Et parfois, dans un réve fragile,

Il murmure un prénom

Que nous avions oubli¢ d’ignorer.

J’ai vu le silence s’asseoir pres d’une tombe,
Et y déposer des sons qui n’existaient pas.
J’ai entendu une larme s’échapper sans bruit,
Et faire vibrer le silence plus

Que mille éclats de voix.

Le silence,

C’est la mer quand elle retient sa colére,
Le vent avant la confession des arbres,
La bouche de I’amour

Qui n’a jamais su parler.

Et quand il se penche sur nous,
I1 chuchote sans mots:

“Je sais tout ce que tu n’as jamais dit.”

Alors je I’écoute,

Ce roi sans couronne,

Ce fantome sans nom,
Et je comprends enfin:

Ce ne sont pas les mots qui me hantent,
Mais tout ce que le silence
N’a jamais cessé de murmurer.

SILENCE
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FARAH JADAYEL

OH WELL

When paths once seemingly interwoven part ways, where do you go?
The road used to seem so clear and simple. Now that you must pave it alone, it’s riddled with
questions, grief, regrets, and anger.
To stare down the ominous path ahead seems familiar, like facing the barrel of a shotgun.
You think to yourself, what now?
Oftentimes you’ll find the answer lies plainly within yourself, your writing, your art, your unsent
letters.
Digging through mine, I watched my mind unfurl in front.of me, years of uncertainty, cycles of
self-loathing, and lonely pity parties suddenly lunging at me.
I was ashamed of what had happened to me, what I let happen. The weight of twenty years of
denial and repression collapsed on me.
The path ahead of me crumbled. I had the idea I wasn’t real.
Now sereaming into the void, I mourn who I once was.
Metaphysicists say that time does not move in a linear path, but instead spirals and folds in on
itself, with each moment pressing against the next until they all become one.

Much like if you fold a paper and puncture a hole through the center, there will be a puncture
wound on all sides of the paper, a tear in the fabric of abeing forever repeating and uniform in
nature.

Thus, the wounds and scars I gained as young as the age of six continue to burden me today.
What my mind.may not remember, my body certainly does. It continues to sing an awful and
eerie.tune, echoing songs of grief, abandonment, and violence.

I feel the younger versions of me clawingat the surface of my mind begging to be recognized,
but remaining unseen and shunned away.

I do not wish to confront them.

Until I gain the strength to do so, they will live beneath my skin, growing with me in the dark.
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ALIK DJINBACHIAN _‘:

,pEEP IS THE OCEAN
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r_."‘ ;' : \ o h ¥ . o 1S ﬂo a world of smoke and snow.
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men are changing. T elves more now. I hear them sometimes in the deaa

of the night, they weep wcontro ably, mutter prayers I do not understand, and some indulge
L way too many pills to get themselves, at last, to sleep, only to wake up again in shock, barely
“able to catch their breath. They dream of m s, wives, children, but even those innocent ideas
| e a storm of fear and despair in earts that they cannot explain. I've watched them
urn from young sturdy men, full of laughter and life, to shells of who they once were. Their faces
reflect a miserable apathy, one that on 7‘ he grim reaper himself can trigger after slowly taking
away everything they once treasured. Many went from breaking down at each witnessed death to
Stepping over friends’ corpsi thout even glancing back. I also have seen men die in ways I
cannot forget; kt ir faces locki :‘; horror, their thick red blood soaking into the once-white snow
now covered in mud, their ﬁ;f ‘g eams lingering in the air long after they have gone quiet. 41
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s j,! ¢ letter ended here. It was never sealed, the ink still fresh when we found it.
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your faith overcome your sorrow i dark times, and may you find solace in knowing
-

at your husband met his end with honor < erving his country among comrades who held him in

Colonel Sergei Ivanov,

F

3th Unit

Commanding Officer of the 1.
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JESSIE KRIKORIAN

THE WRONG END
OF THE RIGHT STORY

My love,

As I write this letter, I am struck with the bitter realization that it will never see the light of day.
Even now, the words tremble in my hands, too late, too tender, too full of what-ifs.

You were my first and only love—the first person to make me feel seen, heard, and safe.
I cherished your nervousness, your glances, your patience. I feel for you deeply, and that depth terrifies me.

I could tell you all the clichés about love: how time shrank around you, how your voice softened the world,
but you already know. You know what we had.

Had.

Such a small word for something that felt infinite.

You were my almost. The chapter I kept rereading, hoping the ending might change.

Your arms, meant to be my safe space, overwhelmed me. [ mistook your love for a storm. So [ ran. I ran to
protect myself, I ran to survive.

Engulfed by self-inflicted fear, [ vanished without a trace.

By the time I returned, the seasons had changed. So had you.

That day haunts me: coffee between us, steam rising like a ghost of our past selves.

You smiled and exchanged pleasantries, like all was well, before you wrecked my world«“I’m seeing some-
one,” you said.

The world went still. Seconds stretched into centuries.

Hurt flickered across my face. You saw it, | know. We pretended not to notice.

After all, I had been the one to leave.

If only love waited for readiness.

So, what happens now?
Now that I’ve written the words I never had the courage to say, do I hope you find them?
Or that you never have to wonder what we could have been if I’d stayed?

I think I finally understand what you meant when you spoke about “great love.”

It does exist.

We just met at the wrong end of the right story.

By the time I learned how to accept your love, you were already gone.

Maybe we were meant to collide, not to stay.

And maybe that’s enough, to have known something real, even if it wasn’t forever.



GARBIS DER GHAZARIAN

TANGLED WEBS

It’s a tangled web, ends knotted and frayed. “The World Wide Web will connect everyone in the
world to one another,” the world said. And somehow, it did. I can connect with people I’ve met all
over the world, talk to friends and family across oceans, all at a whim, and instantly. But then again
I inevitably feel a never ending gap between it all. As easy as it is to connect, it is simpler to erase
the countless words. Entire letters kept from the world, confessions of love, hearts spilled out in
yearning, stolen, wiped away with no trace and never to be read by another soul. How easy it has
become to pour your soul, words dripping out like crimson blood, only to be swept away of all hints
that it was ever written. How easy it has become to completely ignore a life only to acknowledge
it at a convenience. Words have gone by, caught up in the knots of a web that’s been spread world

wide, ignored...Forgotten...
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MICHAELA SABBAGH

= MOTHERS WHO CANNOT MOURN

A Palestinian martyr’s funeral is two things. First, it is a wedding. Women ululate and
offer sweets, offering the martyrs as bridegrooms to God. Ululations become a symbol of pride,
dignity, and resistance. It is also a ceremony of rebirth: the mother is no longer just a mother; she
is a mother of a martyr (Mahmoud, 2024). Her autonomy is stripped away, and her individuality
is overshadowed. Willingly or unwillingly, she becomes the custodian of her child’s ideology and
the embodiment of collective resilience. A martyr’s mother automatically becomes a public figure
meant to symbolize national sacrifice and unwavering faith.

The Western media berates her, accusing her of deliberately sending her children to die.
The local media praises her steadfast devotion and grants her honorary titles; that is, only if she
adheres to the prescribed script of grief. Should she falter and air out her grievances or reveal her
tear-stained face too openly, she is shunned and deemed dishonorable in her mourning. Trapped in
a limbo between vilification and adoration, one must ask: what makes a good mother?

In the eyes of the world, a mother’s love is measured by how loudly she mourns. In Pales-
tine, it is measured by ho ietly s ars loss, how bravely she endures the death of her own
flesh and blood. An ahen
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He never knew that she had already forgiven him—that she had resolved to raise her remaining
children as paramedics to carry on his mission, that she had watched him sleep for hours on the
night before he left, memorizing his face without knowing it would be the last time (Humaid, 2025).

Meanwhile, Western headlines accuse Palestinian mothers of fanaticism and glorifying
death; in their view, they are sending their sons to die. Yet they do not question the entity that killed
him, the brutality that made resistance a necessity, or the occupation that turned martyrdom into an
inheritance. Instead of condemning the regime that does not differentiate between an armed per-
son and a child, or between a hospital and a military facility, these outlets turn their gaze towards
mothers.

They blame the same women who live at the crossroads of instinct and ideology, who are
torn between their primal urge to protect their children and the larger, collective national duty to-
wards a liberated homeland. Even in grief, they are trapped between their loss and cultural expec-
tations, between their love that demands mourning and the faith that demands endurance.

Naama Deeb from al-Jalil camp, known as Um Walid, recalled her son’s martyrdom in an
interview with Abou Naaseh (2024). Hisham was martyred in Beirut back in 1983 while resisting
Zionist soldiers. His parents often went weeks without hearing from him. During his final visit
home, Um Walid tried to prevent him from returning to the front, insisting on marrying him off so
he could live a regular life. “He didn’t listen, he was stubborn,” she says. All she could do was hold
him tightly one last time and silently wish that she didn’t have to let him go.

When she learned of Hisham’s death, his final words echoed in her mind: that she should
ululate, and not let grief consume her if he were martyred. She prepared the rice, roses, and sweets.
She ululated. She comforted and smiled for the mourners, and buried him with her own hands. She
wanted to honor the hero her son had become by refusing to cry, and so she didn’t. But thirty years
later, she admits that her suppressed grief did not disappear or even diminish; it simply accumu-
lated. “T had fooled myself and the people around me,” she confessed. “The pain neither fades nor
leaves.”

For centuries, motherhood has been equated with sacrifice. The strength of a martyr’s moth-
er is celebrated, but her sorrow is private and her humanity overlooked. Mothers are not just em-
blems of a society’s continuation, or ‘the symbolic bearers of the nation’; they are humans in their
own right who love, who lose, and who grieve.

Martyrdom is sacred and honorable. A mothers’ pride is genuine; but pride does not cancel
pain. Beneath the ululations and alignment with the national discourse lies an ocean of unspoken
words and unexpressed emotions. So many tears are stifled, so many words swallowed by expecta-
tion, so many letters left unsent. War is a devastating thing; it infects everything it touches. When

the deals are signed and fire is ceased, who will knock on a martyr’s mother’s door?
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You don’t know me, and perhaps I do not know /ou o
but our dead speak a language of dust and persistence.

If I could send out this letter,
I’d tell you:

You are not alone in the archives of the world’s recollections.

And if justice arrives late, as it always does,

then it shall at least be loud.

Loud enough to wake the sleeping,

to shame the powerful,

to remind the living that memory is a weapon too.

With the faith of the scattered,
and the grief of the rooted,
I dedicate this letter to you,

From a grandchild of the pomegranate,
writing to the children of the olive.
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CAREN HAMZEH

SINCERELY, A WOMAN.

For all the women throughout history...

For women who were silenced, who fought, who raised their voices despite being told not to,
who walked this path before us, who spent their lives in silence, who invented, who created, who
breathed life into existence, who died for us, who were erased from history, who led revolutions,
who led nations, who rebelled, who changed the course of history, who wrote history itself, and

who never gave up.

For women who will continue this path, who will lead generations, who will lead revolutions, who
will continue to fight, who will continue to raise their voices, who will empower other women, who

will write history, whose names history will remember, and who will never give up.
For all women.

As I sit and write, | remember the women who came before me, those who wished they could write
but couldn’t, who were burned for thinking, who wrote but whose writings no one reads. I write for
those whose basic rights of literacy were taken away from them, those who raised families instead
of chasing their dreams, those who were never allowed to write, and those who were never allowed

to speak out.

I write for you, for the dreams you never chased and for the lives you never lived. I write for you,

for who am I without you?

Your names may have fallen through cracks in history, your stories written in the margins, your
names forgotten, your gravestones left unnamed, your dreams folded and forgotten, but now I write
for you, because what history tried to erase was never truly erased. Instead, it still lingers in unspo-
ken words, in defiant looks, in the gaze that doesn’t flinch, in a head that refuses to bow down, and

in a back that refuses to bend.
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TVIN HERGELIAN

THE FALL OF
THE SPRING HEARTBEAT

Hello, my love. How have you been?

If you are reading this, it means my words have finally found you. I am in gut-wrenching pain,
and I have nowhere else to put it. I am in complete shock at how life can transform certainty into
a brutal lesson. Just when I thought I had learned them all, life delivered its cruelest surprise at my
highest moment of flourishing. The happiness I cherished since last Spring has come at a cost |
never anticipated. It is time to grieve the love I lost and sit with my deep regret. The betrayal feels
all too familiar, and the unfairness of it all is a weight I can barely describe. If I tried to capture
every feeling, I would write a book, so instead, I will try to summarize the ache that words can
never fully express.

I keep wondering to myself, how many Springs do we have to live through to realize love does not
bloom in April? Have you noticed the eerie coincidence of all of the falls happening in April? Isn’t
the irony funny, too? It feels like a prank God keeps playing with us. We fall for it every time!

The first fall was a mistake. A friendship ruined for a chase that ended in utter disappointment. We
survived. Chapter closed.

The second fall was a beautiful delusion. We knew it wasn’t meant to be, so we let it last until the
white flowers bloomed before we ended it. Chapter closed.

But the third fall... it should’ve ended in April.

It should have ended in April, the night I lay awake after he told me, for the first time, that he wasn’t
sure about me, or ready to commit. I watched the sun rise from my bed, a clear and silent witness
to my own demotion. I was no longer a priority, yet I stayed. I still answered his video calls each
morning. | still absorbed his pain, swallowing my own. It should’ve ended before I started crying
myself to sleep. Before I began the slow, quiet work of abandoning myself for someone who would
never have done the same for me. (Please forgive me)

It should have ended in April, before I could memorize the taste of his lips. Before his scent became
the drug that I craved. Before I could drown in his sparkling eyes. Before his embrace felt more
like a home than any other place. It should have ended before he put “Coming Back to Life” in
my ears, kissing me somewhere he shouldn’t have, before I could feel like the luckiest girl, as if
had won the lottery in love. Before we could dance together in the dimly lit room, our heartbeats
synced, while the universe watched and witnessed our falling. Before I could give him my heart
and start imagining a future built on his empty promises. Before he taught my soul its own native
tongue, a dialect I thought was lost, before he started using the keywords I was starving to hear.
He fed them to me, reaching into my silence and naming everything he found, and I mistook his
fluency for love. (Please forgive me)
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It should have ended before I had to walk past a stranger who carries my secrets, whose heartbeat
I memorized like a favorite song. Before I caught a glimpse of a past that was never my burden to
bear. Before he could take a part of me that could never be replaced. Before he could look at me and
say, “I’'m not capable of loving you as you love me,” making a crime out of my devotion. Before
his ghost became engraved in every corner of Beirut, his shadow lurking in the spaces we used to
share our memories. (Please forgive me)

It should have ended before I learned that even if he came back, he would never change. Before he
used his trauma as a weapon to drain my soul. Before he ended our story before it was over, leaving
me to grieve him for longer than I ever knew him. (Please forgive me)

It should have ended in Spring. In April. Before May, before June, before the summer of my life. I
should have had all that time to myself. I should have made my own summer, not one that belonged
to him. It should have ended before I had to forcefully let him go, leaving my claw marks on a heart
he hid with such success. (Please forgive me)

It should have ended before these questions could take root and bloom in the quiet of my mind. The
mundane ones that ache with a familiar care: How is he doing? How is his family? Is he sleeping?
And then the others, the ones that tear something open, rushing in to drown out the rest: Did he
find someone new? Does he love them the way he loved me? Is he fighting for them more than
he fought for me? Was I even his exception to keep? The most painful ones always follow, sharp
and unanswerable: Why did he throw me away so easily? Why was I not enough for him to stay?
Why didn’t he want me anymore? Why did he need space only from me? 1t should have ended in
April, before these wonderings, before the silence became filled with his ghost. (Please forgive me)

It should have ended in April, before I listened to his heartbeat and knew, with a sinking certainty,
how deep I had fallen, before I could cry at the thought of it stopping because of the depression he
was living in. It should’ve ended before he could die on our anniversary six months later by trying
to erase me with someone new. The cruelest irony is that he became exactly what I had warned
myself about. He became what failed him in the first place. I thought he was someone who took
life seriously, but he had no respect for me or for himself. He was performative. He wasn’t the man
we fell in love with. Perhaps he’s been this way all along, and we just saw the good in him because
we so desperately wanted him to be good to himself. Our story has officially ended. The familiar
betrayal closed this chapter, too. No more going back. No more dancing. We lost the rhythm, and
he found it in someone else. (Please forgive me)
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My beautiful, beautiful soul, you must listen now. This letter is not addressed to him; he no longer
deserves you. It’s for you. It’s for you to realize your worth and forgive yourself. As you read
through what you allowed yourself to go through, no matter the unforgettable memories and the
truest love, remember, he was the poison you needed to suck and spit out from your veins, no mat-
ter how good it tasted. He was no different from the other cold Aprils, and you, my love, deserve
warmth. I know that for every bad time, there was a good one that made leaving an agony. I know,
you don’t just mourn him; you mourn the life you had, the hope that after so many failed Aprils,
this one would be different, because real love is rare and sacred. (Please forgive me)

It remains incomprehensible to me how a person can love another so deeply and authentically,
only to suddenly turn away and discard them as an inconvenience. I know the sting is deep, seeing
someone you loved so completely walk away and appear with someone new. However, you must
remember, his actions are never about you. They’re a reflection of who he truly is when he’s no
longer performing for you. Staying would have required him to face his own reflection, and he was
too weak to look. You are the strong one. You carried yourself to this moment. His failure to hold
on doesn’t diminish your worth; it confirms it. (Please forgive me)

My heart, let him go. Let him choose someone else, let him try to erase you, let him move on. Your
purpose now is to turn inward and focus on the life within you. You are light. You are the rare and
sacred love. There is too much of that life to be wasted on anyone. You loved with a full and fierce
heart, but you were always built for more than he could ever offer. A heart like yours deserves the
entire universe, and he knew it. You deserve nothing less than the absolute best. (Please forgive me)
I hope this letter finds you on a day when its words feel light, and the memories of him no longer
bring regret. [ hope you have made peace with the love you so freely gave and have forgiven your-

self for it all.

Please write back and tell me we have made it through this, stronger than we imagined, for the
prospect of it feels impossible now.

I am waiting for the day you regain your golden glow and open your heart to life once more. And
when you do, remember me, this letter, and how far we have come.

My love, this time, you must fly.
Yours truly and forever,

Tvin Hergelian
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CINDY TOPEYAN

WORDS LEFT UNSPOKEN

The human mind can think of up to hundreds of words per minute, yet most of these thoughts
remain unspoken. One of the most universal human experiences is communication, but ironically
so much of what we feel is never voiced. This silence often stems from a misconception we have

about time—we wait for the ‘right moment’, believing it will come without our intervention.
However, that perfect moment does not exist; on the contrary, it is you who creates that moment
with imperfect timing and meaningful words. Like many, I am a person who does not act quickly

enough, and due to that, I have missed countless opportunities to express myself. A year ago, |
went through the biggest loss of my life. I deeply regret the words that were left unsaid before
this unexpected tragedy. It pains me to this day that I was not able to say goodbye, not just to the
person, but to every little action or behavior that she had. From the sound of her laughter to the
way she sat—all the simple things I once took for granted. It scares me that, as years pass, I might
forget the specific traits of her personality that made her who she was. But what I will forever
know is that I would give anything for one more day with her—to hear her voice, feel her warmth,

and sense her presence around me. This silence has truly intensified my appreciation for her.

Although millions of words have been left unspoken by me, I will carry their weight wherever I

go. [ will forever think of the conversations that never came to be and use my imagination to cre-
ate memories that don’t exist. But after all this grief and agony, I’'m still thankful, because I vya§
blessed to know her deeply. I would gladly endure that pain again if it meant that I could 3
with her all the words buried within me, and hear her unique laughter once more. I wil
earch for you, Grandma, especially when it rains, when I go to church, and y_v_henever _

| again someday, perhaps in tl
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MOHAMAD CHEHAB

——————==TALES OF WHAT COULD BE

To you my friend, I write words so free
Unburdened by the horrors we see
Unshackled by what came to be

Away from the sorrow and debris

Into a world filled with glee

A world like the open sea

With every endless possibility.

To you, who withstood the pain

Stood mighty in face of the devil’s reign

In this never ending game

Where life becomes a tedious strain

Dragged through shards just to sustain

To survive in a world of disdain

Looking at what was, it’s difficult to stay sane
All you knew, destroyed and slain

Nothing is left, a life lived in vain.

Forgive me, I couldn’t but reflect
I failed you, am I correct?

You hoped to hear of a world so perfect
A world of beauty without neglect
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' JEANNE D’ARC DAVOULBEYUKIAN

UNDER THE HEARTHSTONE TREE

The box sits where The Hearthstone Tree weeps,
its ancient crown holding up the sky— a green and soundless rain, forever falling.

This is the only place the letter could live—a land of simple, firm repose.
It is addressed to no one, and thus, contains everyone.

The ink does not care who it confesses to.

Inside, the names have merged, a quiet con

Other letters start tc')‘;‘iSe,
unwilling past.
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SERLY TOPEYAN

68

I was looking for love,
Until I noticed

How I smile at strangers,
Wave at babies,

Pray when an ambulance passes by.

[ am love.

What a privilege it is to be named after the most powerful emotion any human being can experi-
ence; Ser which means Love.

At the end of the day, we are all human beings wanting to feel safe and loved. But today, I want to
talk about the power of self-love and self-appreciation.

I don’t usually follow trends, but the “Hug my Young Self” Al trend made me think of how much
love and appreciation I owe to the little girl I once was. Ever since, I’ve been thinking about how
many words have been left unsaid to her, to my sunshine.

As we age, we often tend to keep looking forward toward the future, but never to the past. I have
never understood the reason behind that. It’s like we want to escape everything that reminds us of
where we came from.

But today I want to look back at my childhood, my young self, my sunshine. I want to honor that
little girl who fought battles alone, who was curious to learn new things, who was a dreamer and,
most importantly, a believer.

My current self is nothing without my past self. It took me a long time to realize that, and I have
nothing but love and gratitude for that little girl who kept on trying, even as she failed multiple
times, struggled, and some days wanted to give up.

Every woman chasing her goals today carries the voice of her younger self, the one who said,
“Don’t stop until we become everything we prayed for.”

Even though I still have a long path ahead of me to fulfill my dreams and desires, and sometimes I
feel frustrated, deep down I know that I am not alone, because my sunshine will help me outshine
my fears.

Learning to hug my young self will forever remain my best achievement, my favorite experience,
and my motivation to keep going, knowing that all this time I was searching for love, when it was
hidden inside myself, in my sunshine

To my sunshine,

You are my only Sunshine.



ALIK SARKISSIAN

AN UNSENT LETTER ACROSS TIME

Dear Future Me,

Does the ghost of your past still linger? Can you still picture the stack of textbooks scattered on the
floor? Does the sound of your alarm still evoke an anxious feeling within you? Remember those
days where you almost stopped trying, almost gave up? That fight, that sheer refusal to surrender,
1s the sacred contract that built you. I picture you sipping tea, watching the rain with an open book
and nowhere urgent to be. Your mornings aren’t filled with the chaotic dread of deadlines; perhaps
they are, but you face them with a calm that settles over your shoulders like a familiar, comforting
blanket.

I have been meaning to write to you for a while now, but I was reluctant. I was afraid my words
might cause more harm than good, but they need to be said. There are so many responsibilities
weighing on me. The quiet voice transformed into a constant hum of doubt that follows me into
every exam room. It is a cruel companion that whispers “You’re not gonna make it”. People say
that success comes with hard work, but that doesn’t seem to be accurate. Despite all my effort, I will
always find those who are better than me. [ am afraid I’ll never reach your level.

You, on the other hand, must have it all figured out. You probably know how to confidently handle
problems and not to stress about the small worries, such as grades or external validation. Most
importantly, [ assume you’ve stopped observing other people’s success and comparing yourself to
them. You are enough for yourself. You have found your balance, your peace.

I wish I could ask you how you did it. Perhaps the reason I won’t send this letter is because there
is no instance where I become you. Just as I am being built right now, you are too. Every time I
choose to move forward instead of giving up, a new spark of growth ignites within you. You’re not
a stranger waiting for me in the distance; you are me, blossoming from these uncertainties.

I’'m starting to understand that success has no final destination. It is a quiet shift that occurs when
one begins to know their worth. Maybe one day, when I get there, I won’t realize it at all. I’ll just

feel at peace in my own skin; it will simply feel like home.

So, 1 won’t send this letter, because it isn’t really for you, it’s for me. I need this as a reminder that
struggle turns uncertainty into understanding, and effort into peace.

And if you,by any chance, see this, Future Me, I hope you are still true to yourself. I hope you’re
still in love with what you do and that you’re grateful for the journey that led you here.

I had faith in you long before youever existed.
With love,

Me, the unfinished draft
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CELESTA KOUKEJIAN

A KIND REMINDER

To the people who felt swallowed by doubt and uncertainty, to those always trying to prove them-
selves to others... this is for you.
Dear You,

As time passes, you find yourself wandering through the echoes of your choices. Through the silence
that keeps replaying your thoughts. Through the reflection of who you’ve become in everything
you touch.

Doubt creeps in. Not with fire, not with ruin, but quietly.

You are only as worthy as what you give.

Only as strong as what you endure.

And you...believed it.

Doubt never needed to destroy you; it simply kept you busy. You kept busy, chasing approval,
helping, proving your worth, saving others so you wouldn’t have to save yourself...until you for-
got how to breathe. Until you started mistaking burnout for purpose. Until being “the strong one”
meant never breaking. Until there was nothing left... nothing left... nothing left for you.

You mistook exhaustion for purpose because being needed felt safer than being alone. And now
you’re left stranded in the silence. Grief. Exhaustion. Red-hot anger. Persistence. Now you realize
that you built your worth around how well you could carry others.

You called it strength, but it was survival. Being unbreakable didn’t make you good; it made you
vanish.

You gave your all to others; your time, your strength, your care, never receiving anything in return.
The familiar yet abhorring feeling sets in. It whispers: Why did you give so much?

Why not yourself first?

Another quiet ache surfaces, one you’ve held close for years.

The dream you once carried so vividly.

The one where you were seen. Where your joy was loud, undeniable, unstoppable.

You remember the freedom of it, the way the world seemed to disappear, the way your body and
heart spoke in ways words never could.

But reality pressed in. Harsh. Unyielding.

It said, Be practical. Be realistic. Let this go.

And so you did. You buried that dream quietly, carefully, in the same place you hid pieces of your-
self while chasing what the world demanded.

For a moment, the ache of what could have been wants to take you, and it almost does...

The tears. The trembling. The longing.

The shadow of that lost joy pressing against your chest.

And then...you remember the part of you that never stopped waiting.



It says: You deserve rest. You deserve peace.

You deserve softness.

You deserve to shine just for you.

Forgiveness seeps slowly, like warm sunlight through storm clouds.

You don’t need to apologize for trying, for loving, for giving too much. You shouldn’t need to lose
yourself trying to be enough. You’ve always been.

Every sleepless night, every swallowed tear, every “yes” is proof:

Proof of a heart that wanted to be known.

Proof of a soul that refused to stop giving.

And now, allow yourself to breathe fully, to stretch and expand into the world as though the weight
of everything you carried has lifted.

Allow yourself to live again.

Allow yourself to laugh wholeheartedly without the weight of proving anything to anyone.

Let the sunlight reach into every corner of your being, filling the hollowed spaces with warmth and
light.

Remember the joy of movement, of creation, of expression. The freedom of speaking without
apology, of letting yourself move as you’ve always wanted.

Feel your own light shining, stretching beyond yourself, touching everything around you with
warmth and grace.

Allow exhaustion to loosen its grip. Only then will you realize that true strength comes from letting go.
Let every small choice become a spark.

Let your laughter ripple across spaces you once feared.

You are seen. By yourself. By the world.

And it feels astonishing.

And it feels possible.

Find your way back, not for doubt, not for anyone, but for the self you left behind: the part of you
that’s been waiting to rest without needing to prove anything.

Breathe.

Let movement and song fill your being.

Move through life with joy, curiosity, and courage.

Let love penetrate through the armor that once protected you..

Live like sunlight, flowing freely, unafraid and unapologetic.

Live fully, openly, without hesitation.

Love,
The part of you that’s never going to stop loving Y%
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UNSENT ARCHIVES:

REFLECTION OF MEMORIES.




GORUN KAZEZIAN

—— A LETTER TO THE YOUTH
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Dear youth and schools of Lebanon,

HUMUN encourages you to let your voices be heard and to be the best versions of yourselves.
Our next conference is the perfect opportunity to do so. Whether you are students from Haigazian
who want to help organize the event, students who wish to participate and debate with peers, or
schools that aim to enhance a variety of skills in their students, the HUMUN conference is the best

platform to achieve these goals.

Studying the politics and diplomacy of various nations allows students to learn about differ-
ent cultures, be informed about specific issues nations face, and expand their knowledge through
diverse research and country representations, all of which can be experienced at our conference.
HUMUN’s focus on influential discussions, research, diplomatic approaches, and public speaking
helps cultivate the future leaders of Lebanon. What makes us unique in Lebanon is providing a per-
sonalized experience for each school and each student, ensuring that participation is both fun and
educational. Although MUN can be challenging for younger students, HUMUN strives to ensure

that students of all ages learn from this experience and improve themselves.

Thus, we would like to leave you with a question and the answer: In the current Lebanese
political and economic climate, where is hope found? The answer is you, the youth. Through par-
ticipating in conferences, building social networks, and educating yourselves on world issues and

their solutions, you are going to take charge of this country and create hope for future generations.

Our struggle will end because we will show our HUMUNITY THROUGH ADVERSITY.




BISSAN EL HASSAN

== THE THINGS LEFT UNSAID

With every event we hold, countless words remain unspoken—words we wish we could say to the
people we meet, those we hope to help, and those who have endured more than words can ever
express.

Through our Empowered Campaign, we learned that sometimes the most powerful messages are
the ones that remain unsaid. Our “unsent letters” were written not in ink, but in moments of care,
painted smiles, laughter shared, and simple gestures that whispered, “You are seen, and you are
loved.”

From our visit to IDAD, from children teaching us that strength comes in small, joyful moments,
to our efforts to raise funds to keep their school alive, each encounter became a message from the
heart. A letter we could never entirely write, but one we always meant to send.

Aswe look ahead, we continue this gentle conversation of kindness. Our upcoming visit to the
Armenian Sanatorium of Azounieh will be another page in our story, a day of planting, painting,
and listening to stories that time almost forgot, reminding us of the purpose that drives our club.

And as our first Christmas in two years nears, we hope to bring warmth to families in need and offer
a spark of joy in a season where joy“is especially precious. We may not be able to fix everything,
but perhaps we can remind someone, even for a moment, that they matter.

These are our letters to the world, the thoughts we could never fully voice, yet are always under-
stood. Because sometimes, love doesn’t need to beispoken to be received. It.lives quietly in the
spaces between our words, in the hope we choose to keep alive.

To every volunteer who has walked with us, thank you—for your time, your warmth, and your
unwavering spirit. Thank you for showing up, even during the toughest times and in the shadow
of a devastating war. Thank you for believing that even the smallest act of kindness can ripple into
something greater.

As I write this, I carry each memory, each shared moment as a letter of its own, one I will never
stop reading.

Here’s to all that we’ve said and done, and to the quiet, unspoken acts of love and kindness that
endure.
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UNSENT LETTERS:

WHEN INK ENGRAVES THE SOUL.




DR. CHRISTINE ARZOUMANIAN

DEAR YOU

I never thought I would write to you. For some time, I ran from even saying your name. You were
the storm I didn’t invite, the shadow that crept into my life silently, and then stayed as though it
owned every breath I took. I used to think you arrived to destroy me but now, I see you as the quiet
teacher I never asked for, but somehow needed to acknowledge.

When you first appeared, | felt betrayed by my own body, by time, by the universe. Yet, even while
facing my deepest fears, [ never felt abandoned by God. You arrived with pain and darkness. You
stole the simplest things like my energy, vitality, sleep, comfort, and at times even the air in my
lungs. But the greatest theft happened in the silent, constant battle between good and evil.

You taught me humility, though. To ask for help. To say, “I am not okay today.”

You taught me strength, not the loud and heroic kind but the quiet and patient kind that wakes up
every day and keeps trying. You taught me to cherish the smallest moments more than ever before.
A deep breath without pain, a genuine laugh, time with loved ones, the hands that held mine in
silence. You showed me that love truly heals, and that all the love and kindness you give in life will
return to you when you need it most, in different forms and shapes.

I won’t romanticize you. You hurt me. You left scars and some visible, some only I can feel. I
wouldn’t choose you. But I can choose what I do with you. I can choose to make meaning from the
ashes you left behind.

Today, I don’t write this letter to thank you for coming. I write it because I no longer wish to carry
you in silence. You are part of my story, but not the whole story. You are not my identity. You are
only a chapter, and not the final page.

So here is my truth... You changed me, but you did not end me. I am still here. Breathing, praying,
loving, learning, inspiring, and growing around the broken parts. And for me this is the quietest
form of victory.

Sincerely,
The one who survived you
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Brings me back +o you. 1\) :
And T ache, N
Not just i heart,

But in every iuch of me.

Mewmory pours two cups of coffee,
Though ovly ove grows cold.

And sometimes T wonder who T am/waiting for,
Mou, or the piece of me that left with qom
Hope sets the +able

s
For a guest who never arrives. i\ I/ W
‘i@‘t \BNQ still keep lighting the mvndl@;s
\i\ : Fr;_-“’\ / /

et m E?Wr once, @xcl/mvn@@ the PaHs

How love dlcé‘*ﬂ’ﬁw astorm,
But in the sﬂllm@gs loci’wc@m'l/]"_
T do vot want 4o heal, DRt N
For healing means forget+ing, "
This pain is all T have left,

The ouly, -ﬁ'v‘bof that you were once wmine.
T cradle H— like a fragile flame, S
A ﬂwkar %V\M refuses to die, 4

» ,_A rcmlwdcr Hnm— wl/wﬁ' wc had was r@al

S~ : M

=




If T forgive vou,

Thew it's as if it vever happeved.

If the pain is gone,

There is vo living proof

That we ever loved.

But is that what T am,

Living proof that love does vot survive?

Promise me not to hide your pain,

T+ is unfair that we Iamg\n@d together,
But vou cried alove.

If I am to bear this wound forever,

Let it at least remind us both

That we ovce loved deeply enoughn +o hur+.

T will whisper to the wind the words T canot +ell you,
And let the silence answer back.

T will live moments vyou will never witness,

And breathe through days vou vo lovger belong +o.

T dow't want to remember what happivess feels like,
T+ reminds me of you.

T don'+ want to remember you.

T dow't seek peace anymore.

I+ feels +oo much like forgetting,

And forgetting feels oo much like losing you again and agaiv.
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REV. WILBERT VAN SAANE

ALIVING LETTER

There is something deeply personal and intimate about traditional letter writing. Especially if it is
a letter between friends or lovers. The other is always on your mind as you put your pen to paper,

form the sentences, fold the letter, and insert it into the envelope.

The sensory elements heighten the personal nature of the letter: the distinct smell and texture of the
paper, the dipping of the pen in ink, your grip on the pen as you spell the name of your loved one,

the beauty of a stamp that you affix to the envelope, the sealing of the envelope with your saliva.

There is also something definitive about a letter. You cannot take those words back. You feel that
most strongly the moment you drop the envelope into a mailbox. When your fingers release the
precious paper, the words are beyond your control. Now they have to do their work in the life of
the other.

Our letters are private affairs. We don’t intend them to be read by anyone but the addressee. When
archives are opened, and letters from famous historical figures become public, we sometimes feel

as if we are eavesdropping.

Still, private letters made public may have a profound impact. Think of the famous love letters be-
tween Abelard and Heloise or Dietrich Bonhoeffer’s Letters and Papers from Prison. In.our private
correspondence, we open our hearts and express our deepest feelings. Such words may resonate

with others.

The Apostle Paul compares the Christian life to a letter. To his friends in the city of Corinth he
writes: ““You yourselves are our letter, written on our hearts, known and read by all”’ (2 Corinthians
3:2).

The Apostle continues: “You show that you are a letter of Christ, prepared by us, written not with

ink but with the Spirit of the living God, not on tablets of stone but on tablets that are human hearts.”



The Apostle invites us to think of our lives as a letter from Christ to the world. It is a letter of love

that cannot be contained by ink and paper. It can only be communicated by a love-filled life.

We do not write the letter of our own life alone; we do that with God’s guidance. With a firm and
tender hand, God does not carve our lives in stone (like the Ten Commandments), but on our hearts.
There, in the centre of our being, the will of God and our will mysteriously come together, and our

life’s essential choices are forged.

We are living, deeply personal letters. Our lives are not meaningless. Each of us has a unique
mission. (The biblical Greek word for “letter” is closely related to “sending” or “mission.”) This

mission derives from Jesus Christ and is a mission of love and care for others.
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Dear God,

| haven’t written a letter for a long time, but it feels good to do so. | want to
talk about Lebanon with you.

When it comes to Lebanon, | often don’t know what to say. This country is
so different from the country | come from.

You sent me to this country, | believe. You send us. You make us move. Into
directions we would not have chosen ourselves.

For four years now, Lebanon has been part of my life, my coming and
going. My thinking and reflecting.

| have been angry with people in Lebanon, for sure. And sometimes | also
have been angry with you. What is it that causes the suffering here? Isn’t it
enough?

Silence.

| spent hours with students, bright young people, talking about life. Their
life. Their worries, challenges and difficulties. Amid crises and war.

| also have witnessed light breaking into darkness, divine moments of You
reaching out to drowning people. You gave me words to speak. These
moments were real.

| believe you see them. In a mysterious way. You do not end suffering
immediately. And some parts of the world suffer more than others, it
seems.

Give them your grace. They need lots of it.
Give them your light. To end their darkness.
Give them your love. Because they are loved. By you.

Yours sincerely,
Mirjam
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