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After a long pause, Za’faraan zine is back with a broader set of media, experiences, and
narratives. The last year has been a steep learning process for Za’faraan’s internal and public
process, setting it to support a realistic, anti-capitalist way of building. In the past year,
Za’faraan’s community has grown across geopolitical borders and identities, and allyship support
has become more tangible. With the support of Fenway Health, Za’faraan was able to uphold
some of its values and offer modest compensation to its contributors, as the creative work of
those denied equitable access to expression platforms should never go without some form of
recognition. Za’faraan has also been blessed to have the magic of Kayan, an inspiring queer
Yemeni writer, activist, and dreamer, join as the publication’s newest co-editor & translator; and
craft her critical vision into this ever evolving project.

From struggle is born brave imagination, one that deconstructs oppressive social assumptions,
does not fear the transformative power of vulnerability, and lets personal narrative lead what
reality is, rather than the other way around. This issue challenges my own doubts when I started
this project, tells me we are here, resilient, persistent, and set to keep imaging realities we can
relate to. With words and images, this issue’s contributors challenge the contextual unspoken,
unpacking toxic masculinity and body agency in Saudi Arabia, transgender narratives in Jordan
and Egypt, and decolonizing personal relationships with ancestors, culture, religion, and self
using powerful internal dialogues.

I hope Za’faraan will continue to grow and create the spaces necessary to present our stories,
thoughts and work. As for people who find themselves living in the multitude of intersections

this zine hopes to affirm, every story is critical, and every thought is a birthplace, as we engage
in creating the spaces we need for our dreams to become realities.

Layle Om

Editor & Translator



To all,

When I first came across the first issue of Zaafaran, I was taken aback by the use of queer/trans
terms in Arabic. I had gotten used to defining my identity in a Western tongue and in my own
tongue, I ceased to exist. The process of training my tongue to become comfortable with my
queerness was difficult, but the voices that I found in Zaafaran gave me solidarity and acceptance
in my solitude. What I found in Zaafaran was familiarity in foreignness, resilience in struggle
and intimacy in fear. I am honored to join this issue as a co-editor, and I can’t wait to see
Zaafaran grow more and become a home for many others, especially those voices that are often
excluded from the popular queer narratives in SWANA.

Kayan

Co-editor
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Untitled - Amal
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Confession (original in English) — Anan Cloud

As a child I would confess to the Jasmine flowers in my garden
Each secret was pressed delicately into their petals
They swore to never betray me

They withered away

I wish I pressed them

In my book that is stained with tea and poetry
Smeared with blood

Sometimes I can still taste the sound of the athan
Something sacred

How do I confess to you when you are not a flower
How do I explain how scared I am

The sins of my ancestors belong to me

This burden of existence

The prophet sweated rose petals

My sweat just stinks

It is hard to breath

My lungs are filled with petals

Will you be my garden

And

Hear this hurt
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Fragility (series of three photographs) - Khaled

Toxic masculinity is enforced on males of all ages in a variety of cultures, thus males are obliged
to hide their vulnerability, which makes them “humans.” This has a

negative, ever-lasting impact on their lives and affects their journeys of self-exploration.
Therefore, this project tries to defy this phenomenon in MENA, particularly in Saudi Arabia, as
this is how I was raised and many other males, regardless of how they define themselves on the
gender spectrum. Arabic synonyms of the English word “Fragile” where used in the
photographs, highlighting the beauty and richness of Arabic, which is another objective of

this project.
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Embracing Myself (original in English) - Anan Cloud

Lately its been hard to breath

It feels like I’'m back in the desert
Buried under the sand

Suffocating on the sins

And poetry

That are my ancestors words

Is this what homesickness feels like
How can [ miss a home that is not physical
My ancestors spirits are all around me
And I wish I could scream

But my lungs are heavy

Who knew grains of sand

Would be the death of me

Who knew sacrificing myself

Would hurt so much

APIS e - (4l (e ad i) (oidd (il

13 50 Laa |yl il s

el yaall e ulS e
Jl bl aa U shae

il il

PP

el CllS g 53

(b sll) Ginl i 1a s il da
isale e ohy J oal of J s
2 aad G )

&l o s il

Ol (sl (S

Ja il s o plad OIS (e

(e o5

(il (Pt of S (e
saall 6dgs ol g



Untitled; 210 Days of Fasting/Coptic Fasts - Mena Kamel
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Self Portrait - Ya Shoosh
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Wedding - Ya Shoosh




Queer blue (original in English) - Anan Cloud

I asked the ocean why she was so salty

And

She said immigrant child it is because

I hold your ancestors tears

And I wept

I wish I could understand what they would say
They speak to me in my dreams in my mother’s tongue
The language my mother never taught me
Everytime I speak to the ocean

I am filled with regret

How can I communicate

When I know my ancestors are ashamed

How many times must I apologize

When i feel the shame of being me
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I am not exotic, I am exhausted - Layla
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Him, in Amman... Her, in Beirut (original in Arabic) - Maya
Anwar

Many people are living burdened with worries; living each day carrying mountains of fatigue and
worry on their shoulders. And every worry differs from the other, and every fatigue - even if the
causes differ - still holds the same name and meaning to those who carry it.

Some people’s worries revolve around providing food for themselves and their children while
others search for warmth against the winter cold. There’s a university graduate who graduated
years ago and couldn’t find a job to start their life with, and that whose worry is the last few
Dinars to pay off the car loan. And that who drives their car with their mind occupied with
worries about paying the house loan they just bought. We also have this who can’t figure out the
dilemma of their next family summer vacation, or perhaps where they’ll spend their new year’s
eve.

As for me, my exhaustion and worries are different from all of those. My anguish comes from
my gender identity, my body, my societal role, that I am compelled to perform. My anguish and
exhaustion are who I am.

My name is Maya, but my official documents have a different opinion, as they refer to my
gender as male. But [ know myself more than that person who issued my identity papers. [ am a
female. A transgender woman. [ am a Maya; a trans woman.

My early childhood exists in my memory in the form of limited scenes. Scenes, that I perceive as
if they were images that were taken of me in a foggy atmosphere, as they are not vivid nor are
they invisible. But what these images make clear to me, is that I was lost, confused, fluttering
between my inner feeling and the way people perceived me. This perception was the cause of the
cluster of questions in my small head. Why do people insist on treating me as a boy, while I feel
that [ am a girl. Where did this feeling come from? How was the decision of me being a boy
made? Who made that decision? Why am I completely convinced that it’s wrong? I lived my
childhood with my head filled with hundreds of questions, and I was unable to find answers to
them. The thought of revealing those questions to anyone seemed like I was looking for ridicule,
or maybe even punishment, as I was raised in religious and patriarchal environment, that taught
me that a boy is better than a girl, and that it’s haram for a boy to be like a girl. Not only
shameful, but religiously forbidden (haram). He who acts as women is cursed. But I am not
acting as a woman, [ am absolutely confident and sure that I am a woman. Even if boy is better
than girl, so what? [ am a girl, just like any other girl in this world. Living and accepting the fact



that they are girls. What I grew up learning created a sense of guilt for me. Guilt for a sin, that I
never committed, except the feeling that something is wrong with me, and at that young age, this
guilt made me feel like I was committing a sin, even if I did not do anything, the mere presence
of this idea in my head caused me to feel that way.

And with every year that I grew older, this feeling grew older with me. Given that [ was born in
the early 80’s, I passed teenagehood and began college without having any resource to provide
answers to my questions. Indeed, those days didn’t witness technological inventions such as the
internet, facebook or even TV channels. Life was very simple. Too simple that it made my
problem as far from simple as could be.

When the internet began taking its first steps in our country, it was chance that I stumbled upon
the most important discovery in my life. [ knew who I was. I knew that I was trans and that [ was
not alone on this planet. There were many others like me all around the globe. That moment was
like a moment of victory in a battle that consumed all the energy that [ had. However, a new
conflict began to ignite inside of me. The concepts of shame, religious restrictions and ‘3aib’ I
grew up on started taking the joy away from my victory, and continued the conflict for many
years of me trying to convince myself that what I feel isn’t just an illusion, and that it is possible
to get rid of these whispers that hover in my head day and night, until I reached the stage of “la
hoan w bekafi” (till here is enough). I will not be able to live the role of a man, because I am not
a man, simply, I am not a man. My body is a big struggle for me, my attempts to accept it and
accept living in it have failed. “It has to change, I have to rest in it.” It became my biggest
nightmare to continue getting older while living the role of the man, and while my body is a
body of a man. “It will be a disaster that I grow older and find myself a man amongst men.”

It was difficult for me to continue with this nightmare, and began to accept myself as a woman
who was meant to be born in a state of gender anxiety, or as it was called, gender dysphoria. I
began the journey of transitioning, and the first step was finding specialized doctors who had
some experience in transgender cases, and after a period of therapy and follow-ups with a
therapist, the next step was starting hormones treatment. That was the most important step at that
time; it was the cause of my happiness, inner calmness and psychological comfort. Because now,
my body will begin to change. It will finally become the comforting place where my soul can
live, and with every change I saw, I felt happier, more comfortable, and was reassured that I'm
on the right track. The first step created hope within me that I would someday rest, and the
second step made me live that hope.

Then, it was time for the next step; the most difficult step; confessing to my family. The amount
of courage required for that step was very big. I dived into memories filled with confusion,



questions, sadness and loneliness. I gathered all of them into my fist and transformed them into
an elixir of courage, and as I expected the result was rejection.

My family’s rejection was not enough to make me give up. “Whoever wants to accept me is
welcome, and who rejects me, may Allah and the Prophet be with them (farewell to them).” So I
continued my hormonal treatment and the desire to live my gender in public was very powerful.
But in my country, Jordan, I am unable to do that. I remain under the “He” field there. Until I
had the opportunity to travel to Beirut, and there, Maya took her opportunity to live. She got
dressed up, put on make up and she went outside to people and said: | am Maya.

The personal and social liberation I experienced in Beirut, reassured me that I am right, that
Allah did not make a mistake in my creation, but on the contrary, he created me to seek
becoming myself. That is my mission in life, to free myself and shape my body to match my
identity. My identity that Allah created too. I have to be a model for the trans woman who was
able to overcome all the obstacles before her, maybe one day, I might be a motivation for any
girl like me to find the power to free and create herself.

Today, after 37 years, my life became divided between two identities; “Him” in Amman and
“Her” in Beirut, and I still try to have only one identity. “Her”, Maya, everywhere, in any
country and any city. My faith in myself and in my right to live makes me confident that this is
not impossible, and that it became closer. But it needs more effort and exhaustion. Physical
exhaustion that eliminates psychological exhaustion, that eliminates the worry that I carry on my
shoulders.



Untitled - Mena Kamel




Sel - Ivy Nasser

Sel

Conceal the notes

Y our voice not heardh
Sink in this destinctpredichion
Way past your bedtim c, my dea1

Be calm, you
This is efernal
It's what you asked for
: Isntit, my dear? ™"




Ode Of Regret - Ivy Nasser

And youre calling upon the names
Of those who diedjin vai

God does foretell the fate
But all of the rest come under
And bleed out to dea
Killed by their own kij

Have you got any sen
Left in your mind
did the worms eat all of yo

o hell with your God f'
ell me, wpo is dying nex
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Untitled (original in English) - Mena Kamel

and if i should tip

soaking in a salty pool

of my own water

of my own production

will you know the answers
to my young questions

to tempt me

from falling through

these changes

that wait as lusciously as a buzzing fly
near the corner of my mouth
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Ihtiwa’ (original in English) - Khaled

You are too fat,", "Beware, you're about to cause an earthquake!", "Stop eating and lose some"
weight!" are all phrases I
grew up listening on a daily
basis. The struggle with my
body started at an early age,
and even if I fully persuade
myself that [ have overcome
it, the consequences of the
constant bullying continue to
affect my confidence
occasionally. In this work, I
have captured the state of
embracing one's body, which
will help in accepting its
flaws and seeing what is
beyond. The following lines
by the Syrian poet Adunis

were on my mind throughout
the duration of the painting
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Departure between myself and myself
I walk on my body
I see everything
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Artists and Writers of Za’faraan’s Issue 111

Amal Amer
Amal Amer is a Yemeni-Lebanese diaspora babe living in Paris. She photographs, paints, and
performs. Follow her on instagram at (@youcandoithabibi

Anan/ Cloud

Anan/ Cloud is a queer Arab artist and poet. Their artwork is colorful and their poetry is emo.
Their focus is integrating their culture into their contemporary work that is deeply personal and
passionate. Their work has been used as covers for various chapbooks written by Arab poets
such as George Abraham. You can contact them through: anancloud06@gmail.com

Ivy Nasser

Ivy Nasser, a young writer/poet/translator born on March 18, 1999 in Cairo, Egypt. Ivy is a
young transgender woman, living in the conservative city of Cairo, and is an introvert at heart,
who strives for freedom, empathy, care and equality. Ivy has self published her first book
“Blackheart” in 2016. Ivy also volunteers as a translator for “Transat - <l 5 the first Arabic
speaking transgender literary website.

She aims to create literary work that can deliver raw emotion, capture the reader, and connect to
those concerned.

Khaled

Khaled is an 18-year-old Saudi queer artist and storyteller in progress. He does not limit himself
to a particular technique and tries to learn more about himself and the world through art.
Nonetheless, he is captivated by STEM and endeavoring to complete his studies in a
Biology-related field. Writing has and continues to heal him. Therefore, he curated Ehki, a
platform that offers the opportunity to share stories that are unspeakable in MENA. It tries to
discuss and spread the awareness about a variety of issues that are denied or rarely discussed in
our communities, i.e. sexual harassment and depression. Additionally, he is currently collecting
artworks by artists based in Saudi Arabia for the 10th issue of Ward, an e-mag for artists of all
ages.

Website Link: instagram.com/khaledoalq & twitter.com/khaledopr

Layla
Layle is a queer, semi feral, latinx/middle eastern child of immigrants who lives all over turtle
island.



Maya Anwar

I'am a 37 year old trans woman from Jordan, who started transitioning 3 years ago. [ have a
degree in mechanical engineering and more than 10 years of experience in the project
management field, but I've been unemployed for 2 years now. My passion has always been
writing, translation, and making movies. During the past 4 years I have wrote articles related to
the transgender issues and published in Planettransgender.com, Transatsite.com, My.Kali
Magazine and Arab trans magazine, I also have a YouTube channel where I upload videos
related to the same.

M. K. (cover artist)
M K. is an anthropologist trying to subvert the discipline’s colonial tendencies, and doodles in
every other empty inch in notebooks.

Mena Kamel
Mena Kamel is a queer Egyptian-American artist and writer living in the Bay Area.

Ya Shoosh

Ya Shoosh is a queer Arab visual artist, using Arabic calligraphy and mixed media to create
portraiture. All of her work is rooted in and informed by global/ transnational struggles for
justice.

skksk

This is a Za’faraan Collective publication. Za’faraan is an immigrant-centered
collective based in Massachusetts that builds around gender and sexuality for
people from the South West Asia and North Africa region across the spectrum of
migration. If you would like to know how to support us or have questions, please
contact za3cme@gmail.com. One way to support this work is spreading it through
your circles.
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