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ﺼﺮاخ .ﯾّﺘﺨﺬ ﺻﻮﺗﻲ ﺷﻜﻞ ُﻛﺮّﯾﺔ ﺣﺠﺮّﯾﺔ وﯾﻈّﻞ
أﺧﺎف ﻣﻦ اﻟﻜﻮاﺑﯿﺲ اﻟﺘﻲ أﻓﻘﺪ ﻓﯿﮭﺎ ﺻﻮﺗﻲ وﻻ أﻛﻮن ﻗﺎدرة ﻋﻠﻰ اﻟ ُ
ﺴﺎ ﻋﻤﯿًﻘﺎ ﯾﻨﺘﻔﺦ
ﻋﺎﻟًﻘﺎ داﺧﻞ ُﺣﻨﺠﺮﺗﻲ .أﻓﺘﺢ ﻓﻤﻲ ﻣﺜﻞ ﺗﻤﺴﺎح راﺑﺾ ﻓﻲ اﻟﻮﺣﻞ ﯾﺴﺘﻌّﺪ ﻟﻠﻘﺒﺾ ﻋﻠﻰ ﻓﺮﯾﺴﺘﮫ ،آﺧﺬ ﻧﻔ ً
ﺼﺮاخ دون ﺟﺪوى .أﺧﺎف ﻣﻦ اﻟﻮﺣﺪة .اﻟﻮﺣﺪة ﺛﻘﯿﻠﺔ وُﻣﻮﺟﻌﺔ .أﺻّﺪ ﻛّﻞ اﻟُﻤﻘّﺮﺑﯿﻦ ﻣّﻨﻲ
ﺑﺴﺒﺒﮫ ﺑﻄﻨﻲ اﻟﺨﺎوي وأﺣﺎول اﻟ ُ
ﺑﺎﻟﺘﻘﻮﻗﻊ واﻻﻧﻌﺰال وﻻ أﺷﺎرﻛﮭﻢ ﻛﺜﯿًﺮا ﻣﺨﺎوﻓﻲ .ھﺬا ﻻ ﯾﻌﻨﻲ أّﻧﻨﻲ ﻏﯿﺮ ﻗﺎدرة ﻋﻠﻰ اﻟﺒﻮح وﻟﻜّﻨﻨﻲ أﺟﺪ ﺻﻌﻮﺑﺔ ﻓﻲ
ﺲ ﺑﺄّﻧﻨﻲ ُﻣﺮ ّ
ﺷﺤ ﺔ
اﻟﺤﺪﯾﺚ ﻋﻦ ﻣﺸﺎﻋﺮي واﻟﺘﻌﺒﯿﺮ ﻋﻦ ﺟﺤﺎﻓﻞ اﻷﻓﻜﺎر اﻟﺘﻲ ﺗﺪور داﺧﻞ رأﺳﻲ .أﺧﺎف ﻣﻦ اﻟﺰھﺎﯾﻤﺮ وأﺣ ّ
ﺟّﯿﺪة ﻟﮭﺬا اﻟﻤﺮض اﻟّﻠﻌﯿﻦ .أﻧﺴﻰ اﻷﺳﻤﺎء واﻷﺷﺨﺎص واﻟﻨﻤﺎﺋﻢ واﻷﺣﺪاث واﻟﺘﻮارﯾﺦ .أﻧﺴﻰ أﯾﻦ وﺿﻌﺖ ھﺎﺗﻔﻲ اﻟﺠّﻮال
وﻣﻔﺎﺗﯿﺢ ﺷّﻘﺘﻲ .أﻧﺴﻰ ﻛّﻞ ﺷﻲء ﺗﻘﺮﯾًﺒﺎ .ﺻﺤﯿﺢ أّن ذاﻛﺮﺗﻲ ﺑﺼﺮّﯾﺔ وﻟﻜّﻨﮭﺎ اﻧﺘﻘﺎﺋّﯿﺔ وھﺬا ﻻ ﯾﻌﻨﻲ ﺑﺄي ﺷﻜﻞ ﻣﻦ اﻷﺷﻜﺎل
ﻀﯿﺖ أﻛﺜﺮ
أّﻧﻨﻲ ﻋﺒﻘﺮّﯾﺔ أوذﻛّﯿﺔ .أﺧﺎف ﻣﻦ اﻟﻤﻮت رﻏﻢ أّﻧﻨﻲ ﺣﺎوﻟﺖ اﻻﻧﺘﺤﺎر أﻛﺜﺮ ﻣﻦ ﻣّﺮة .اﻟﻤﻮت ﻣﺮﯾٌﺮ وﺳﺎذج .ﻗ ّ
ﻀﺔ وﻟﻢ
ﻣﻦ ﻧﺼﻒ ﻋﻤﺮي وأﻧﺎ أﻋّﺪ ﻧﻔﺴﻲ ﻟﻤﻮت ﺟّﺪﺗﻲ ﻣﺒﺮوﻛﺔ ﻋﻮض اﺳﺘﻨﺸﺎق رواﺋﺤﮭﺎ اﻟُﻤﻌّﺘﻘﺔ .ذھﺒﺖ اﻟﺠّﺪة اﻟﻐ ّ
ﺗﻌﺪ وأﻧﺎ اﻵن أﻋّﺪ ﻧﻔﺴﻲ ﻟﻤﻮت أدوﻧﯿﺲ ،ﻛﻠﺒﻲ اﻟﺼﻐﯿﺮ اﻟﺬي اﺷﺘﺮﯾﺘﮫ ﻣﺜﻠﻤﺎ أﺷﺘﺮي ﻓﺴﺎﺗﯿﻨﻲ وﻛﺘﺒﻲ وأﻗﻼم اﻟﺰﯾﻨﺔ اﻟﺘﻲ
ﺖ اﻟﻜﺜﯿﺮ ﻣﻦ أطﻔﺎل اﻟﻤﺪﯾﻨﺔ ﻣﻦ أﺟﻞ ﻛﻠﺒﻲ وﻗﺒﻠﮭﺎ ﻗﺘﻠ ُ
أﻟّﻮن ﺑﮭﺎ أﺣﻼﻣﻲ .ﻗﺘﻠ ُ
ﺖ ﻛّﻞ أطﻔﺎل اﻟﻘﺮﯾﺔ ﻣﻦ أﺟﻞ ﺣﻔﺼﺔ ،أﺧﺘﻲ
اﻟﺘﻲ ُوﻟﺪت ﺑﻤﺘﻼزﻣﺔ داون ﺣﺎﻣﻠﺔ ﻣﻌﮭﺎ وﻋًﺪا ﺟﺪﯾًﺪا ﺑﺎﻟﺨﻮف.
ُوﻟﺪت ﺣﻔﺼﺔ ﺑﻌﺪي ﺑﺴ ّ
ﺖ ﺳﻨﻮات وﻟﻢ أﻛﻦ أﻋﺮف ﺷﯿًﺌﺎ ﻋﻦ إﻋﺎﻗﺘﮭﺎ وﻟﻢ أﻧﺘﺒﮫ ﺣّﺘﻰ إﻟﻰ اﺧﺘﻼﻓﮭﺎ ﻋﻦ ﺑﺎﻗﻲ اﻷطﻔﺎل.
ﺐ اﻟﻠﻌﺐ ﻣﻊ اﻟّﺪﺟﺎج اﻟﺬي ﯾُﺮّﺑﯿﮫ أﺑﻲ ﻓﻲ ﻛﻮخ ﺧﺸﺒّﻲ ﺑﻨﺎه ﺑﻨﻔﺴﮫ .ﻛﻨﺖ أﺗﺄّﻣﻠﮭﺎ
ﻛﺎﻧﺖ طﻔﻠﺔ ﺟﻤﯿﻠﺔ وﺣﺎّدة اﻟﺬﻛﺎء .ﺗُﺤ ّ
ﺑﺎﻧﺒﮭﺎر ﺷﺪﯾﺪ وھﻲ ﺗﺤﻤﻞ ﺳﻄﻼ ﺑﻼﺳﺘﯿﻜّﯿﺎ أﻛﺒﺮ ﻣﻦ ﺣﺠﻤﮭﺎ ﺗﻀﻊ ﻓﯿﮫ ﺑﺤﻜﻤﺔ ﻓﻄﺮّﯾﺔ ﻛﻤّﯿﺔ ﻣﺪروﺳﺔ ﻣﻦ اﻟﻘﻤﺢ ﺗﻮّزﻋﮭﺎ
ﺑﻌﺪل ﻋﻠﻰ اﻟﺼﯿﺼﺎن اﻟﺼﻐﯿﺮة اﻟﺼﻔﺮاء .ﻟﻢ أﻏﺮ ﻣﻨﮭﺎ ﻷّﻧﮭﺎ ﺻﺎرت ﻓﺘﺎة اﻟﻌﺎﺋﻠﺔ اﻟُﻤﺪّﻟﻠﺔ ،ﻓﻘﺪ اﺳﺘﺤّﻘﺖ ﻋﻦ ﺟﺪارة ﻟﻘﺐ
"ﻗﺮّﯾﺪ اﻟﻌﺶ" .ﻛّﻨﺎ ﺑﯿﻦ ﻓﺘﺮة وأﺧﺮى ﻧﺄﺧﺬھﺎ إﻟﻰ اﻟﻌﺎﺻﻤﺔ ﻛﻲ ﯾﻔﺤﺼﮭﺎ اﻟﻄﺒﯿﺐ وﻛﺎﻧﺖ أّﻣﻲ ﺑﻌﺪ ﻛّﻞ زﯾﺎرة ﺗﻌﻮد إﻟﻰ

اﻟﻘﺮﯾﺔ ﺣﺰﯾﻨﺔ وﻣﻨﻜﺴﺮة .ﻟﻢ أﻓﮭﻢ ﺳّﺮ ﺣﺰن أّﻣﻲ اﻟﺪاﺋﻢ واﻟﺬي ﺗﺤﺎول ﺟﺎھﺪة إﺧﻔﺎءه ﻋّﻨﺎ وﻟﻢ أھﺘّﻢ إﻟﻰ طﺮﯾﻘﺔ ﻧﻄﻖ ﺣﻔﺼﺔ
ﻟﻠﻜﻠﻤﺎت .ﻣﺎزاﻟﺖ طﻔﻠﺔ ﺻﻐﯿﺮة واﻷطﻔﺎل ﻓﻲ ﺳّﻨﮭﺎ ﻻ ﯾﻘﻮﻟﻮن اﻟﺸﻌﺮ وﯾﻐّﻨﻮن اﻟﻤﻮاوﯾﻞ وﯾﺘﻜّﻠﻤﻮن ﺑﻔﺼﺎﺣﺔ وﺑﻼﻏﺔ
إﻣﺎم اﻟﻘﺮﯾﺔ .ﺟﻤﯿﻊ اﻷطﻔﺎل ﯾﺘﻌّﺜﺮون ﻓﻲ اﻟﻨﻄﻖ وﯾﺼﻌﺐ ﻋﻠﯿﮭﻢ ﺗﺤﺪﯾﺪ ﻣﺎ ﯾﺮﯾﺪوﻧﮫ ﻟﻜّﻦ ﺣﻔﺼﺔ ظّﻠﺖ إﻟﻰ ﺳﻦ اﻟﺨﺎﻣﺴﺔ
ي ﺷﻲء ﺳﻮى ﺑﻌﺾ اﻟﻜﻠﻤﺎت واﻟﺘﮭﺘﮭﺎت .أذﻛﺮ ﺟّﯿًﺪا اﻟﯿﻮم اﻟﺬي ﻋﻠﻤﺖ ﻓﯿﮫ ﺑﺈﻋﺎﻗﺔ أﺧﺘﻲ اﻟﻤﻜﺘﻨﺰة
ﻏﯿﺮ ﻗﺎدرة ﻋﻠﻰ ﻗﻮل أ ّ
واﻟﻄﺮّﯾﺔ .ﻛﺎن ﯾﻮًﻣﺎ ﻏﺎﺋًﻤﺎ ﺣﺰﯾًﻨﺎ ﻧﮭﺮﺗﮭﺎ ﻓﯿﮫ ﻟﺴﺒﺐ ﻣﺎ ﻓﺼﺮﺧﺖ أّﻣﻲ ﻓﻲ وﺟﮭﻲ ﺑﺎﻛﯿﺔ" :أﺧﺘﻚ ُﻣﻌﺎﻗﺔ" .ﺧﺮﺟﺖ ﻣﻦ
اﻟﺒﯿﺖ ﻣﺮﻋﻮﺑﺔ .ﻣﺎذا ﯾﻌﻨﻲ أن ﯾﻜﻮن اﻟﻤﺮء ُﻣﻌﺎﻗًﺎ؟ ھﻞ ﯾﻌﻨﻲ ھﺬا أّن أﺧﺘﻲ اﻟُﻤﻜﺘﻨﺰة واﻟﻄﺮّﯾﺔ ﺳﺘﻤﻮت ﻗﺮﯾًﺒﺎ؟
ﻛﺒﺮت ﺣﻔﺼﺔ ودﺧﻠﺖ إﻟﻰ اﻟﻤﺪرﺳﺔ ﻓﻲ إطﺎر ﺑﺮﻧﺎﻣﺞ اﻟﺪﻣﺞ اﻟﺒﯿﺪاﻏﻮﺟّﻲ ﻟﺬوي اﻹﻋﺎﻗﺔ .ﻟﻢ ﯾﻜﻦ ھﻨﺎك ﺑﻘﺮﯾﺘﻨﺎ اﻟﻨﺎﺋﯿﺔ
اﻟﺘﻲ ﺗﻘﻊ ﻋﻠﻰ اﻟﺤﺪود اﻟﺠﺰاﺋﺮّﯾﺔ أطﻔﺎل ﻣﺼﺎﺑﻮن ﺑﻤﺘﻼزﻣﺔ داون ﺳﻮى ﺣﻔﺼﺔ وﺟﮭﺎد ،ﺟﺎرﻧﺎ اﻟﺬي ﻛﺎن ﻋﻨﯿًﻔﺎ ﻣﻊ
اﻷطﻔﺎل "اﻷﺳﻮﯾﺎء" وﻟﻢ ﯾﻘﺪر ﻋﻠﻰ اﻻﻧﺪﻣﺎج ﻣﻊ ﻋﺎﻟﻤﮭﻢ اﻟﻐﺮﯾﺐ ،ﻟﺬﻟﻚ ﻛﺎﻧﺖ أﺧﺘﻲ اﻟﺼﻐﯿﺮة ﺑﻤﺜﺎﺑﺔ اﻟﻜﺎﺋﻦ اﻟﻔﻀﺎﺋّﻲ،
ﻣﺜﯿﺮًة ﻟﻠﻌﺠﺐ واﻟﺪھﺸﺔ .ﻛﺎن اﻟﺠﻤﯿﻊ ﯾﻌﺮﻓﮭﺎ وﯾﺤّﺒﮭﺎ ﻷّﻧﮭﺎ طّﯿﺒﺔ اﻟﻘﻠﺐ وﺗﻀﺤﻚ ﻓﻲ اﻟﻮﺟﻮه اﻟﻌﺎﺑﺴﺔ وﻣﻊ ذﻟﻚ ﺗﻌّﺮﺿﺖ
إﻟﻰ اﻟﺘﻨّﻤﺮ ﻣﻦ ﻗﺒﻞ ﻣﺠﻤﻮﻋﺔ ﻣﻦ اﻷطﻔﺎل اﻷﺷﺮار اﻟﺬﯾﻦ ﯾﻨﺘﻈﻤﻮن ﻓﻲ ﺷﻜﻞ ﻋﺼﺎﺑﺎت ُﻣﺤﺘﺮﻓﺔ ﻓﻲ ﺳﺮﻗﺔ أﺷﺠﺎر
ﺼﺎ
اﻟﻤﺸﻤﺶ واﻟﻌﻨﺐ وﺗﻌﺬﯾﺐ اﻟﺤﯿﻮاﻧﺎت .طﻠﺒﺖ ﻣﻨﮭﺎ ﻣﺮاًرا أن ﺗﻜﻮن ﻗﻮّﯾﺔ وﺗﺮّد اﻟﻔﻌﻞ ﺣّﺘﻰ أّﻧﻲ ﺧ ّ
ﺼﺼﺖ ﻟﮭﺎ ﺣﺼ ً
ﺗﺪرﯾﺒّﯿﺔ ﻓﻲ ﻓﻨﻮن إﺟﺮام اﻷطﻔﺎل وﺣﺎوﻟﺖ ﺗﻌﻠﯿﻤﮭﺎ اﻟﻀﺮب ﺑﺎﻟﺤﺠﺎرة وﻟﻢ ﯾﻨﻔﻊ ﻣﻌﮭﺎ ﺷﻲء .اﻟﻤّﺮة اﻟﻮﺣﯿﺪة اﻟﺘﻲ رﻣﺖ
ﻓﯿﮭﺎ أﺣﺪھﻢ ﺑﺎﻟﺤﺠﺎرة ﻛﺎن أﻧﺎ وﻷﺳﺒﺎب دﻓﺎﻋّﯿﺔ ﺑﺤﺘﺔ .ﻛّﻨﺎ ﺟﺎﻟﺴﺘﯿﻦ ﻓﻲ ﺣﻘﻞ اﻟﻌﺠﻮز اﻟﺸﻤﻄﺎء ﻗﻤﺮة ﻧﻨﻈﺮ إﻟﻰ اﻷﺑﻘﺎر
وھﻲ ﺗﺮﻋﻰ ،اﻗﺘﺮﺑﺖ ﻣّﻨﺎ ﺑﻘﺮة ﺳﻮداء اﻟﻠﻮن وﺿﺨﻤﺔ ،ﺧﺎﻓﺖ ﺣﻔﺼﺔ اﻟﻤﻜﺘﻨﺰة واﻟﻄﺮّﯾﺔ وﻋﻮض أن ﺗﻀﺮب اﻟﻌﺪّو
اﻟﻘﺎدم ﺿﺮﺑﺘﻨﻲ أﻧﺎ ﻋﻠﻰ رأﺳﻲ ﻓﺨﺮج اﻟّﺪم ﺣﺎًرا ﻣﺘﺪﻓًّﻘﺎ .ﻟﻢ أﻏﻀﺐ ﻣﻨﮭﺎ ﺑﻞ ﺿﺤﻜﺖ ﻟﺴﺬاﺟﺘﮭﺎ وﻣﻦ وﻗﺘﮭﺎ أﻟﻐﯿﺖ
ﺣﺼﺼﻲ اﻟﺘﺪرﯾﺒّﯿﺔ وﻗّﺮرت أن أﺗﻮّﻟﻰ ﺑﻨﻔﺴﻲ ﺣﻤﺎﯾﺘﮭﺎ ﻣﻦ اﻟﻌﺼﺎﺑﺎت اﻟُﻤﻨﻈّﻤﺔ .أﻋﻠﻨﺖ ﻋﻦ ھﺬا اﻟﻘﺮار اﻟﺨﻄﯿﺮ أﻣﺎم ﻛّﻞ
ﺶ ﻻ ﯾﻠﯿﻖ ﺑﻄﻔﻠﺔ رﻗﯿﻘﺔ" :اﻟﺤﺮب
أﺑﻨﺎء وﺑﻨﺎت اﻟﺤّﻲ ،وﻗﻔﺖ ﻣﻨﺘﺼﺒﺔ ﺷﺎﻣﺨﺔ رﻏﻢ ﻗﺼﺮ ﻗﺎﻣﺘﻲ وﺻﺮﺧﺖ ﺑﺼﻮت أﺟ ّ
ﺑﺪأت ﯾﺎ أﺑﻨﺎء اﻟﻘﺤﺎب".
ﻛﻨ ُ
ﺖ أﺗﻨّﻘﻞ ﺑﯿﻦ اﻷﺣﯿﺎء واﻷزﻗّﺔ ﻛﻜﻠﺐ ﻣﺴﻌﻮر ﺑﺎﺣﺜﺔ ﻋﻦ اﻷطﻔﺎل اﻟﺬﯾﻦ ﯾﻀﺮﺑﻮن أﺧﺘﻲ أو ﯾﻨﺎدوﻧﮭﺎ ﺑـ"اﻟﻤﺠﻨﻮﻧﺔ" .ﻟﻢ
أﺗﺮك طﻔﻼ ﺣﻘﯿًﺮا ﺷّﺮﯾًﺮا إﻻّ وﺿﺮﺑﺘﮫ أو ھّﺪدﺗﮫ ﺣّﺘﻰ ﺻﺎروا ﯾﮭﺎﺑﻮﻧﻨﻲ وﯾﺮﺗﻌﺒﻮن ﻟﻤﺠّﺮد ﺳﻤﺎع اﺳﻤﻲ اﻟﺬي ﻻ ﯾﻠﯿﻖ
ﺑﻮﺣﺶ ﻣﺜﻠﻲ .ﻛﺎن ﻟﺤﻔﺼﺔ ﺻﺪﯾﻘﺎت ﻛﺜﯿﺮات ﯾُﺤﺒﺒﻨﮭﺎ ﺑﺼﺪق وﻟﯿﺲ ﺧﻮﻓًﺎ ﻣّﻨﻲ ،ﯾﻠﻌﺒﻦ ﻣﻌﮭﺎ وﯾﺪاﻓﻌﻦ ﻋﻨﮭﺎ ﺑﺸﺮاﺳﺔ
ي ﯾﺸﯿﻦ ﺑﻜّﻞ طﻔﻞ أو ﺷﺨﺺ ﯾُﺰﻋﺞ ﺗﻠﻚ اﻟﻤﻜﺘﻨﺰة واﻟﻄﺮّﯾﺔ .ﻛﻨﺖ أﺳﯿﻄﺮ ﻋﻠﻰ اﻷﻣﻮر وﻛﺎن ﻛّﻞ
وﺻﺮن ُﻣﺨﺒﺮات ﻟﺪ ّ
ﺷﻲء ﯾﺴﯿﺮ ﻋﻠﻰ ﻣﺎ ﯾُﺮام إﻟﻰ أن ﺟﺎء اﻟﯿﻮم اﻟﺬي ﻋﺎدت ﻓﯿﮭﺎ ﺣﻔﺼﺔ ﻣﻦ اﻟﻤﺪرﺳﺔ وﻗﺎﻟﺖ ﻷّﻣﻲ" :ھﻨﺎك دم ﻓﻲ ﺗّﺒﺎﻧﻲ".

ﻛﻨﺖ ﻣﺮاھﻘﺔ أﻋﯿﺶ ﻣﻊ ﺟّﺪﺗﻲ ﻣﺒﺮوﻛﺔ ﻓﻲ ﺑﯿﺖ ﻏﯿﺮ ﺑﻌﯿﺪ ﻋﻦ ﺑﯿﺖ أھﻠﻲ اﻟﺬي ﺧﺮﺟﺖ ﻣﻨﮫ ﺣﺎﻧﻘﺔ ﺑﻌﺪ أن ﺳﻤﻌﺖ اﻟﺨﺒﺮ
اﻟﻤﺸﺆوم .ﻛﻨﺖ أﺻﺮخ وأﺷﺘﻢ وأﺑﻜﻲ وأﺗﻨّﻘﻞ ﻓﻲ اﻟﻐﺮﻓﺔ ﻛﺜﻮر ھﺎﺋﺞ .ﻟﻢ ﺗﻔﮭﻢ ﺟّﺪﺗﻲ ﺳﺒﺐ ﺣﺎﻟﺘﻲ اﻟﮭﺴﺘﯿﺮّﯾﺔ ظّﻨﺖ أّﻧﻨﻲ
ﺗﺨﺎﺻﻤﺖ ﻣﻊ أﺑﻲ اﻟﺬي ﻟﻢ ﯾﻘﺒﻞ اﻧﺨﺮاطﻲ اﻟﻤﺒّﻜﺮ ﻓﻲ اﻟﺴﯿﺎﺳﺔ وأﺳﺌﻠﺘﻲ اﻟﺒﺪاﺋّﯿﺔ اﻟُﻤﺸّﻜﻜﺔ ﻓﻲ وﺟﻮد ﷲ وﻓﻲ ﻣﺎھّﯿﺔ اﻟﺪﯾﻦ
اﻹﺳﻼﻣﻲ .ﻟﻢ أﻛﻦ أﻋﺮف ﻏﯿﺮه وﻗﺘﮭﺎ .ﺧﺮﺟﺖ اﻟﺠّﺪة ﻣﺘﺄﻛﺔ ﻋﻠﻰ ﻋﺼﺎھﺎ اﻟﺨﺸﺒّﯿﺔ ﻣﻦ اﻟﻐﺮﻓﺔ وﻧﺎدت ﺻﺪﯾﻘﺘﻲ راﻧﯿﺔ
اﻟﺘﻲ ﺗﻌﺮف ﻛﯿﻒ ﺗﺘﻌﺎﻣﻞ ﻣﻌﻲ .ھﺪأت ﻗﻠﯿﻼ وﻗﻠﺖ ﻟﮭﻢ ﺑﺼﻮت ُﻣﺨﺘﻨﻖ" :ﺣﻔﺼﺔ ﺻﺎرت اﻣﺮأة وھﻲ ﻓﻲ ﺳّﻦ اﻟﺘﺎﺳﻌﺔ".
رأﺳﻲ ﯾﺪور ﻓﻲ اﻟﻔﺮاغ اﻟﻜﺒﯿﺮ .ﻛﯿﻒ ﺳﺘﺘﻌﺎﻣﻞ ﺗﻠﻚ اﻟﻄﻔﻠﺔ اﻟﺼﻐﯿﺮة ﻣﻊ دم اﻟﺤﯿﺾ وآﻻم اﻟﺒﻄﻦ .ﻛﯿﻒ ﺳﺘﻀﻊ ﻓﻮطﺔ
ﺻﺤّﯿﺔ وﺗﺬھﺐ إﻟﻰ اﻟﻤﺪرﺳﺔ دون أن ﺗّﺘﺴﺦ ﻣﻼﺑﺴﮭﺎ ﺑﺎﻟّﺪم .ﻛﯿﻒ ﺳﺘﺘﻌﺎﻣﻞ ﻣﻊ اﻷطﻔﺎل ﺑﻌﺪ ھﺬه اﻟﻔﺎﺟﻌﺔ وﻗﺒﻠﮭﺎ ﻛﯿﻒ
ﺳﺘﺘﻌﺎﻣﻞ ﻣﻊ ﺟﺴﺪھﺎ اﻟﺠﺪﯾﺪ اﻟﺬي دﺧﻞ ﻟﺘّﻮه إﻟﻰ ﻋﺎﻟﻢ اﻟﻜﺒﺎر .ﻟﻢ أﻋﺪ أﺗﺤّﻜﻢ ﻓﻲ اﻷﺷﯿﺎء وﻓﻘﺪت ﺟﺰًءا ﻣﻦ ﺳﻠﻄﺘﻲ
اﻟﺮﻣﺰّﯾﺔ .ﻟﻢ ﺗﻌﺪ اﻟﺤﺮب ﺑﯿﻨﻲ وﺑﯿﻦ ﻋﺼﺎﺑﺎت اﻷطﻔﺎل اﻟُﻤﻨﻈّﻤﺔ ،ﺻﺎرت ﺑﯿﻨﻲ وﺑﯿﻦ إﻟٍﮫ ﺑﻌﯿﺪ ﻏﯿﺮ ﻋﺎدل.
ﻀﺎ ﻓﻲ إدارة
ﻓﺎﺟﺄﺗﻨﻲ ﺣﻔﺼﺔ ﺑﺤﻜﻤﺘﮭﺎ اﻟﻔﻄﺮّﯾﺔ اﻟﺘﻲ ﻟﻢ ﺗﻮظّﻔﮭﺎ ﻓﻘﻂ ﻓﻲ ﺗﻮزﯾﻊ اﻟﻘﻤﺢ ﺑﻌﺪل ﻋﻠﻰ اﻟﺼﯿﺼﺎن ﺑﻞ أﯾ ً
اﻷزﻣﺎت اﻟﻄﺎرﺋﺔ .ﻋﺮﻓﺖ ﻛﯿﻒ ﺗﺘﻌﺎﻣﻞ ﻣﻊ اﻟﻌﺎدة اﻟﺸﮭﺮّﯾﺔ رّﺑﻤﺎ أﺣﺴﻦ ﻣّﻨﻲ .ﻟﻢ ﯾﻜﻦ ﺣﺪﺛﺎ دراﻣّﯿﺎ ﻓﻲ ﺣﯿﺎﺗﮭﺎ وإﻟﻰ اﻟﯿﻮم
ﺗﺘﻌﺎﻣﻞ ﺑﺼﺒﺮ وﻗﻨﺎﻋﺔ ﻣﻊ ﻛّﻞ اﻟﻨﻮاﺋﺐ واﻟﺸﺪاﺋﺪ ﻣﺜﻞ ﺷﯿﺦ ﺟﻠﯿﻞ .ﻛﺎﻧﺖ ﻓﺘﺎة ﻛﺘﻮﻣﺔ وﻻ ﺗﺘﺤّﺪث ﻋﻦ ﻣﺸﺎﻋﺮھﺎ رﻏﻢ أّن
ﻛﻞ ﺷﻲء ﻓﯿﮭﺎ ﺣّﻲ وﻧﺎﺑﺾ .أﺣّﺒﺖ أﺳﺎﻣﺔ ﺟﺎرﻧﺎ وزﻣﯿﻠﮭﺎ ﻓﻲ اﻟﻤﺪرﺳﺔ ﻓﻲ ﺻﻤﺖ .ﻋﻠﻤ ُ
ﺖ ﻣﻦ إﺣﺪى ﺻﺪﯾﻘﺎﺗﮭﺎ اﻟﻨّﻤﺎﻣﺎت
أّﻧﮭﺎ ﺗﺤّﺒﮫ .ﻟﻢ أرد إﺣﺮاﺟﮭﺎ ﺑﺸﻜﻞ ﻣﺒﺎﺷﺮ ﻓﻜﻨﺖ أﻏﻤﺰھﺎ ﺑﺨﺒﺚ ﻋﻨﺪﻣﺎ ﯾﻤّﺮ أﻣﺎم ﺑﯿﺘﻨﺎ أو ﯾﺄﺗﻲ ﻟﻠﻌﺐ ﻣﻌﮭﺎ .ﯾﺤﻤّﺮ وﺟﮭﮭﺎ
اﻟﻤﺪّور وﺗﻀﺤﻚ أو ﺗﻘﻮل ﻟﻲ ﻣﺘﺼّﻨﻌﺔ اﻟﺠﺪّﯾﺔ" :ﯾّﺰي" .ﻛﺎن أﺳﺎﻣﺔ طﻔﻼ ھﺎدًﺋﺎ ورﺟﻼ ﺻﻐﯿًﺮاُ ،ﻣﻜﺘﻨًﺰا وطﺮ ًّﯾﺎ ﻣﺜﻞ
ﺣﻔﺼﺔ اﻟﺘﻲ ﺗﻔﺮح ﺑﻮﺟﻮده وﺗﻨﻈﺮ إﻟﯿﮫ ﺑﺠﺮأة ﻓﻲ ﺑﺆﺑﺆ ﻋﯿﻨﯿﮫ .ﻛﺎﻧﺖ ُﻣﺴﺘﯿﻘﻈﺔ اﻟﺤﻮاس وُﻣﻨﻄﻠﻘﺔ ،ﺗﻠﻌﺐ وﺗﺠﺮي وﺗُﻘﮭﻘﮫ
ﻣﻊ رﻓﯿﻘﺎﺗﮭﺎ وﺗﺮﺳﻢ وﺗﺪرس .ﻣﻮاﻋﯿﺪ زﯾﺎراﺗﮭﺎ إﻟﻰ ﺑﯿﺖ ﺟّﺪﺗﻲ ﻣﻀﺒﻮطﺔ ﻣﺜﻞ ﻣﻮاﻋﯿﺪ اﻟُﻤﺬاﻛﺮة .ﺗﻔﺘﺢ ﻛﺘﺒﮭﺎ وﻛّﺮاﺳﺎﺗﮭﺎ
وﺗﻜﺘﺐ أﺷﯿﺎء ﻻ ﻧﻔﮭﻤﮭﺎ وﻟﻜّﻨﮭﺎ ﺗﻜﺘﺐ ﺑﮭّﻤﺔ وﻋﺰم .ﻻ ﯾﻤّﺮ ﯾﻮم إﻻّ وﺗﺰور ﻓﯿﮫ ﺟﺎرﺗﻨﺎ زھﺮة اﻟُﻤﻘﻌﺪة ،ﺗﺠﻠﺲ إﻟﻰ ﺟﺎﻧﺒﮭﺎ
وﺗﻨﻘﻞ ﻟﮭﺎ أﺧﺒﺎر اﻟﺤّﻲ .وﺣّﺘﻰ ﻋﻨﺪﻣﺎ اﻧﺘﻘﻠﺖ ﻣﻊ ﻋﺎﺋﻠﺘﮭﺎ إﻟﻰ ﺣّﻲ آﺧﺮ ظّﻠﺖ ﺗﺰورھﺎ ﺑﺎﺳﺘﻤﺮار إﻟﻰ أن ﻣﺎﺗﺖ .ﺗﺘﻌﺎﻣﻞ
ﺣﻔﺼﺔ ﻣﻊ اﻟﻤﻮت وﻓﻖ ﻣﻌﺎدﻟﺔ ﺑﺴﯿﻄﺔ :ﺟﻤﯿﻊ ﻣﻦ ﺗﺤّﺒﮭﻢ ﺳﯿﺸّﯿﺪون ﻓﻲ اﻟﺠّﻨﺔ ﻣﺪﯾﻨﺔ ﺻﻐﯿﺮة وﯾﻌﯿﺸﻮن ﻓﯿﮭﺎ ﺑﺴﻼم آﻣﻨﯿﻦ.
ﺗﺘﺄّﺛﺮ ﻟﻤﻮت أﻗﺎرﺑﻨﺎ وﺗﺒﻜﻲ ﺑﺤﺮﻗﺔ ﻋﺠﻮز ھﺮﻣﺔ ﺛّﻢ ﺗﺴﺘﻌﯿﺪ أﻟﻘﮭﺎ وﺗﺨﺮج ﻟﻠﻌﺐ .ﻛّﻨﺎ ﻧﺨﺎف أن ﺗﻀﯿﻊ أو أن ﯾﻐﺘﺼﺒﮭﺎ
أﺣﺪ ﻓﻜﺎﻧﺖ أّﻣﻲ ﺗﻮّﺟﮭﮭﺎ ﺑﺒﻌﺾ اﻟﻨﺼﺎﺋﺢ أھّﻤﮭﺎ" :ﻻ ﺗﺄﺧﺬي اﻟﺤﻠﻮى ﻣﻦ أي ﺷﺨﺺ ﯾُﻌﻄﯿﮭﺎ ﻟﻚ" .اﻟﺤﻠﻮى طﺮﯾﻘﺔ ﺳﮭﻠﺔ
ﻹﻏﻮاء اﻷطﻔﺎل واﻏﺘﺼﺎﺑﮭﻢ أو اﻟﺘﺤّﺮش ﺑﮭﻢ ﺟﻨﺴ ًّﯿﺎ.

ﻛﺒﺮت ﺣﻔﺼﺔ وﻛﺒﺮ ﻣﻦ ﺣﻮﻟﮭﺎ وﺑﺪأت ﺻﺪﯾﻘﺎﺗﮭﺎ ﯾﺘﺨّﻠﯿﻦ ﻋﻨﮭﺎ ﺗﺪرﯾﺠ ًّﯿﺎ .أﻛﻤﻠﻦ ﻣﺸﻮارھّﻦ ﻛُﻤﺮاھﻘﺎت ﯾُﺮدن اﺳﺘﻜﺸﺎف
ﻋﺎﻟﻢ اﻟﺬﻛﻮر واﻧﻘﻄﻌﺖ ھﻲ ﻋﻦ اﻟﺘﻌﻠﯿﻢ ﻷّﻧﮭﺎ ﻟﻢ ﺗﻜﻦ ﻗﺎدرة ﻋﻠﻰ اﻻﻧﺘﻘﺎل ﻣﻦ اﻟﻤﺪرﺳﺔ اﻻﺑﺘﺪاﺋّﯿﺔ إﻟﻰ اﻟﻤﺪرﺳﺔ اﻹﻋﺪادّﯾﺔ.
ﻛّﻨﺎ ﻛّﻞ ﺳﻨﺔ وﻣﻊ دﺧﻮل اﻟﺘﻼﻣﺬة إﻟﻰ اﻟﻤﺪارس واﻟﻤﻌﺎھﺪ ﻧﺸﺘﺮي ﻟﮭﺎ ﻛﺘًﺒﺎ ﺟﺪﯾﺪة وﻛّﻞ اﻟﻠﻮازم اﻟﺘﻲ ﺗﺤﺘﺎﺟﮭﺎ ﻟﺘﺪرس ﻓﻲ
اﻟﺒﯿﺖ .ﻧﻈﺎم ﺗﻌﻠﯿﻤّﻲ ﻗﺎﺋﻢ ﻋﻠﻰ اﻟﺤﺸﻮ واﻟﺘﻠﻘﯿﻦ وﻣﺪّرﺳﻮن ﻻ ﯾُﻤﻜﻨﮭﻢ اﺳﺘﯿﻌﺎب ﺧﺼﻮﺻّﯿﺔ أﺧﺘﻲ ،ھﻜﺬا ﻛﻨ ُ
ﺖ أﻗﻮل ﻟﻨﻔﺴﻲ
ي ﻋﻦ اﻟﺘﻌﻠﯿﻢ .ﻟﻢ ﻧﻜﻦ ﻧﺜﻖ ﻓﻲ ﻣﺮاﻛﺰ إدﻣﺎج ذوي اﻹﻋﺎﻗﺔ ﻷّﻧﮭﺎ ﻻ ﺗﻘّﺪم ﻟﮭﻢ ﺷﯿًﺌﺎ
ﻛﻲ أواﺟﮫ ﻏﻀﺐ اﻧﻘﻄﺎﻋﮭﺎ اﻹﺟﺒﺎر ّ
ُﻣﻔﯿًﺪا ﺑﻞ ﺗﺰﯾﺪھﻢ ﻋﺰﻟﺔ واﻧﺒﺘﺎًﺗﺎ .ﻟﻢ ﺗﺘﻐّﯿﺮ ﻋﺎدات ﺣﻔﺼﺔ ﻛﺜﯿًﺮا ظّﻠﺖ ﺗﺪرس ﻓﻲ اﻟﺒﯿﺖ وﺗﺰور اﻟﺠﯿﺮان وﺗﻠﻌﺐ ﻣﻊ
أﺻﺪﻗﺎء ﺟﺪد وﺗﺠﻠﺲ ﻣﻊ ﺻﺪﯾﻘﺎﺗﮭﺎ اﻟﻘﺪاﻣﻰ ﻋﻨﺪﻣﺎ ﺗﺘﻮﻓّﺮ اﻟﻔﺮﺻﺔُ .ﻣﻨﻰ ھﻲ اﻟﻮﺣﯿﺪة ﻣﻦ ﺑﯿﻦ ﻛّﻞ ﺻﺪﯾﻘﺎﺗﮭﺎ اﻟﺘﻲ ظّﻠﺖ
وﻓّﯿﺔ ﻟﺤﻔﺼﺔ اﻟُﻤﻜﺘﻨﺰة واﻟﻄﺮّﯾﺔ إﻟﻰ اﻟﯿﻮم اﻟﺬي اﻧﺘﻘﻠﻨﺎ ﻓﯿﮫ ﻣﻦ اﻟﻘﺮﯾﺔ ،ﻋﻨﺪھﺎ اﻧﻘﻄﻊ ﺣﺒﻞ اﻟﻮّد ﺑﯿﻨﮭﻤﺎ.
ﻧﻌﯿﺶ اﻵن ﻓﻲ ﻣﺪﯾﻨﺔ ﻏﯿﺮ ﺑﻌﯿﺪة ﻋﻦ ﻗﺮﯾﺘﻨﺎ ،وﺻﺮﻧﺎ ﻧﺨﺎف ﻋﻠﻰ ﺣﻔﺼﺔ أﻛﺜﺮ ﻣﻦ ﻗﺒﻞ ﻷّن اﻟﻌﺎﻟﻢ ﺻﺎر أﻛﺒﺮ وأوﺣﺶ
وﻟﻢ ﺗﻌﺪ ﻧﺼﯿﺤﺔ "ﻻ ﺗﺄﺧﺬي اﻟﺤﻠﻮى ﻣﻦ اﻟﻐﺮﺑﺎء" ﺗُﺠﺪي ﻧﻔًﻌﺎ .ﺗﺨّﻠﺖ ﺣﻔﺼﺔ ﻋﻦ ﻛّﻞ أﺣﻼﻣﮭﺎ وﺻﺎرت ﻋﺼﻔﻮًرا
ﻣﺴﺠﻮًﻧﺎ ﻓﻲ ﺑﯿﺖ ﻛﺒﯿﺮ ﻻ ﺗﺨﺮج ﻣﻨﮫ إﻻّ رﻓﻘﺔ أﺑﻲ أو أّﻣﻲ أو أﺧﺘﻲ .ﻛﺎﻧﺖ ﺗﺠﺮي ﺑﺨّﻔﺔ ﻛﻮﻋٍﻞ ﺻﻐﯿﺮ ﯾﺘﻨّﻘﻞ ﺑﯿﻦ
اﻟﺼﺨﻮر وﺻﺎرت اﻣﺮأة ﺗﺸﺎھﺪ ﺑﻨﮭﻢ اﻟُﻤﺴﻠﺴﻼت اﻟﺘﺮﻛّﯿﺔ وﺗُﻌﺠﺐ ﻓﻲ ﺻﻤﺖ ﺑﺄﺑﻄﺎﻟﮭﺎ اﻟﻮﺳﯿﻤﯿﻦ .ﻣﺎزاﻟﺖ ﺗﺘﻌﺎﻣﻞ
ﺑﺤﻜﻤﺔ ﻣﻊ اﻟﻌﺎدة اﻟﺸﮭﺮّﯾﺔ وﻣﻊ اﻟﺘﻐّﯿﺮات اﻟﻜﺜﯿﺮة اﻟﺘﻲ طﺮأت ﻋﻠﻰ ﺟﺴﺪھﺎ وﻟﻜّﻨﮭﺎ ﺑﯿﻦ ﻓﯿﻨﺔ وأﺧﺮى ﺗُﻌﻠﻦ ﻋﻦ ﺣﺰﻧﮭﺎ
ﺴﺎ ﺗﻠﯿﻖ ﺑﺴّﻨﮭﺎ ﺑﺴﺒﺐ وزﻧﮭﺎ اﻟﺰاﺋﺪ .ﺣﺎوﻟﺖ ﺟﺎھﺪة أن ﺗﻠﻌﺐ اﻟﺮﯾﺎﺿﺔ وﺗﺼﯿﺮ ﻣﻤﺸﻮﻗﺔ
وﺗﺬّﻣﺮھﺎ ﻋﻨﺪﻣﺎ ﻻ ﺗﺠﺪ ﻣﻼﺑ ً
اﻟﻘﻮام ﻛﻲ ﺗﺮﺗﺪي اﻟﻔﺴﺎﺗﯿﻦ اﻟﻘﺼﯿﺮة اﻟﺘﻲ ﯾﻨﺒﮭﺮ ﺑﮭﺎ اﻟﺠﻤﯿﻊ وﻟﻜّﻨﮭﺎ ﻓﺸﻠﺖ .ﻣﺎزاﻟﺖ ﺗﺪرس وﺗﺮﺳﻢ وﺗﻜﺘﺐ أﺷﯿﺎء ﻻ
ﻧﻔﮭﻤﮭﺎ .ﻣﺎزاﻟﺖ ﺗﻀﺤﻚ وﺗﺜﺮﺛﺮ وﻟﻜﻦ ﻣﻊ أﺷﺨﺎص ﻏﯿﺮ ﺣﻘﯿﻘّﯿﯿﻦ ﺧﻠﻘﮭﻢ ﺧﯿﺎﻟﮭﺎ اﻟﻮاﺳﻊ .ﻣﺎزاﻟﺖ طّﯿﺒﺔ اﻟﻘﻠﺐ وﺗﻀﺤﻚ
ي ﺗﻌﺘﻨﻲ ﺑﺸﻌﺮھﺎ وﺗﺮﯾﺪه ﻣﺴﺒﻮﻻ وﻋﻨﺪﻣﺎ أﻗﻮل ﻟﮭﺎ" :أﻧﺖ
ﻓﻲ اﻟﻮﺟﻮه اﻟﻌﺎﺑﺴﺔ ورﻏﻢ وﺣﺪﺗﮭﺎ وﺿﯿﻖ ﻋﺎﻟﻤﮭﺎ اﻟﻤﺎد ّ
ﺟﻤﯿﻠﺔ" ،ﺗﺒﺘﮭﺞ وﺗﺮّد ﺑﻐﻨﺞ ودﻻل" :ﻓﻌﻼ؟" .ﻓﻲ اﻟﻤﺪﯾﻨﺔ اﻟﻜﺒﯿﺮة ﻻ ﯾﻮﺟﺪ ﺻﯿﺼﺎن وﻻ دﺟﺎج وﻻ ﻗﻤﺢ ،ﺣّﻞ ﻣﺤّﻠﮭﻢ
ﺴﮫ وﻟﻜّﻨﮭﺎ ﺗﺤﺎول أن ﺗُﺤّﺒﮫ .ﻟﻢ ﺗﻌﺪ اﻟﺤﺮب ﺑﯿﻨﻲ وﺑﯿﻦ ﻋﺼﺎﺑﺎت اﻷطﻔﺎل
أدوﻧﯿﺲ ﻛﻠﺒﻲ اﻟﺼﻐﯿﺮ اﻟﺬي ﻻ ﺗﻘﺮﺑﮫ وﻻ ﺗﻤ ّ
ﺼﻞ ﻣﻦ ﻣﺴﺆوﻟّﯿﺘﮫ ﺑﻞ ﺻﺎرت ﻣﻊ ﻧﻈﺎم ﻗﻤﻌّﻲ ﯾُﺤّﻘﺮ ذوي اﻹﻋﺎﻗﺔ
ﺐ أن ﯾﺘﺨّﻔﻰ وﯾﺘﻨ ّ
اﻟُﻤﻨﻈّﻤﺔ أو ﺑﯿﻨﻲ وﺑﯿﻦ إﻟﮫ ﯾُﺤ ّ
وﯾﺴﺘّﻞ ﻣﻨﮭﻢ ﺣﯿﺎﺗﮭﻢ وأﺣﻼﻣﮭﻢ اﻟﺼﻐﯿﺮة .ﻣﺎزﻟ ُ
ﺖ ُﻣﻨﺘﺼﺒﺔ ﺷﺎﻣﺨﺔ رﻏﻢ ﻗﺼﺮ ﻗﺎﻣﺘﻲ ،وﻣﺎزاﻟﺖ اﻟﺤﺮب ﻗﺎﺋﻤﺔ ﯾﺎ أﺑﻨﺎء
اﻟﻘﺤﺎب.

"There is blood in panties": Hafsa and the damned chromosome
Rim Ben Rjeb – Tunisia
30 June 2019
Jeem.me
I fear nightmares in which I lose my voice and become unable to scream. My voice takes the form of
a little rounded stone and remains stuck inside my throat. I open my mouth like a crocodile in the mud
preparing to catch its prey, I take a deep breath that makes my empty stomach swollen, and I try to
scream, but without success. I am afraid of loneliness. Loneliness is heavy and painful. All those who
are close to me are repelled by my isolation in my little shell; I do not share much of my concerns with
them. This does not mean that I am unable to reveal things about myself, but I find it difficult to talk
about my feelings and express the hordes of ideas that are running inside my head. I am afraid of
Alzheimer, and I feel that I am a good candidate for this damned disease. I forget names, people,
gossip, events and dates. I forget where I put my mobile phone and the keys to my apartment. I forget
almost everything. It is true that my memory is visual, but it is selective, and this does not mean in any
way that I am a smart genius. I fear death, even though I have attempted suicide more than once. Death
is bitter and naive. I spent more than half of my life preparing myself for the death of my grandmother
Mabrouka, instead of sniffing her old smells. The young grandmother has gone, not coming back, and
here I am now preparing myself for the death of Adonis, my little dog that I bought just like I buy my
dresses, books, and decorative pens in which I color my dreams. I killed many of the children of the
city for my dog, and before that I killed all the children of the village for Hafsa, my sister who was
born with Down syndrome carrying with her a new promise of fear.
Hafsa was born six years after I was born, and I knew nothing about her disability and did not even
notice that she was different from other children. She was a beautiful, sharp-minded child. She loves
to play with the chicken that my dad raises in a log cabin he built himself. I was contemplating it with
great fascination as she carried a plastic basket larger than her size, in which she innately put a wise
amount of wheat, distributed fairly over the small yellow chicks. I did not get jealous of her because

she had become the family’s spoiled girl, as she deserved the title of "Monkey of the nest". We used
to take her to the capital from time to time for the doctor to examine her. My mother, after every visit,
would return to the village, sad and broken. I did not understand the secret of my mother's permanent
sorrow, she used to try so hard to hide from us, and I did not care how Hafsa uttered the words. She is
still a little girl, and children of her age do not say poetry, sing acapellas, and speak eloquently in front
of the village. All children falter in pronunciation, and it is difficult for them to determine what they
want, but Hafsa remained so until the age of five, unable to say anything but some words and
distractions. I remember well the day when I learned that my chubby and mushy sister has a handicap.
It was a sad cloudy day; I didn’t go easy on her for some reason, so my mother shouted at me in tears,
"Your sister is disabled." She then went out terrified. What does it mean to be disabled? Does this
mean that my chubby and mushy sister will die soon?
Hafsa grew up and went to school as part of the pedagogical inclusion program for people with
disabilities. Our remote village on the Algerian border had no children with Down Syndrome, except
Hafsa and Jihad, our neighbor who was violent with "normal" children and unable to integrate with
their strange world, so my little sister was an alien, a source of surprise and astonishment. Everyone
knew her and loved her because she was kind-hearted and laughed at the frowned faces. Yet, she was
bullied by a group of bad children who organized as professional gangs to steal apricots and grapes
from the trees and torture animals. I repeatedly asked her to be strong and to respond in kind, I even
gave her training classes in the arts of child criminality and tried to teach her to hit with stones. Nothing
worked for her. The only time she threw a rock at someone, I was that person, and it was for purely
impulsive reasons. We were sitting in the field of the old and mean Gamra; we were looking at the
cows grazing. A black and huge cow approached us, chubby and mushy Hafsa got afraid, and instead
of hitting the approaching enemy, she hit me on my head, and blood came out hot and flowing. I was
not angry with her, but rather laughed at her naivety, and from then on, I canceled my training classes
and decided to take care myself of the organized gangs. I announced this dangerous decision in front
of all the boys and girls of the neighborhood. I stood tall, tall, despite my short stature, and shouted in
a hoarse voice that was not fit for a well-behaved girl: “The war has begun, you sons of bitches!”

I used to move between the neighborhoods and the alleys like a mad dog looking for children who
would hit my sister or call her "crazy." I did not leave a wicked child without beating them or
threatening them until they became intimidated and terrified at the sheer hearing of my name that is
not worthy of a monster like me. Hafsa had many girlfriends who loved her honestly, and not because
they were afraid of me. They even started working for me, telling me about every child or person that
bothers the chubby and mushy one. I was in control of everything and everything was going well until
the day came when Hafsa returned from school and said to my mother: "There is blood in panties." I
was a teenager who lived with my grandmother Mabrouka in a house not far from my family’s home
from which I left in resentment after hearing the dreadful news. I was screaming, cursing, crying and
moving around in the room like a raging bull. My grandmother did not understand the reason for my
hysterical state. She thought I had a fight with my father, who did not accept my early involvement in
politics and my primitive questions questioning the existence of God and the prerogatives of the
Islamic religion. I did not know any other one at the time. The grandmother stepped out of her room,
leaning on her wooden crutch and called for my friend Rania, who knows how to deal with me. I
calmed down a little then said to them in suffocating voice: “Hafsa has become a woman at the age of
nine.” My head was spinning in the void. How will this little girl deal with menstrual blood and
abdominal pain? How to put a sanitary pad and go to school without getting dirty clothes. How will
she deal with children after this catastrophe, and before that, how will she deal with her new body that
has just entered the world of adults. I no longer control things and I lost part of my symbolic power.
The war between me and the organized child gangs are no more; the war is now between me and a
distant unfair deity.
Hafsa surprised me with her innate wisdom, which she not only employed in distributing wheat fairly
to the small chicks, but also in managing emergency crises. She knew how to deal with menstruation,
perhaps better than me. It was not a dramatic event in her life and to this day, like an old guru, she
deals patiently and serenely with all the calamities and adversities of life. She was a secretive girl and
did not talk about her feelings, even though everything was alive and pulsating in her. Silently, she
loved our neighbor her classmate in school Oussama. I learned that from one of her gossip liking
friends. I didn't want to embarrass her directly, so I winked at her secretly whenever he passed by, or

came to play with her. Her round face blushes, and she laughs, or she says to me in a serious way:
"Stop It!" Osama was a calm child and young man, chubby and mushy, like Hafsa, who rejoices at his
presence and boldly looks at him through the pupils of his eyes. She was awake and divine, playing,
running, and giggling with her companions, drawing and studying. The dates of her visits to my
grandmother's house are exactly the same as those of studying. She opens her books and pamphlets
and writes things that we do not understand, but she writes them firmly, and with determination. Not
a day passes without her visiting our crippled neighbor Zohra. She would sit next to her and report all
the news of the neighborhood. Even when she moved with her family to another neighborhood, Hafsa
kept visiting her until she died. Hafsa deals with death following a simple equation: All those she loves
will build a small city in Paradise and live in safety and peace. She is affected by the death of our
relatives and cries with a burning old age, then, she restores her dignity and goes out to play. We were
afraid that she would get lost, or be raped. My mother used to give her some advice, the most important
of them is: "Don't take candy from anyone who gives it to you." Candy is an easy way to seduce, rape,
or sexually harass children.
Hafsa grew older, and so did those around her, and her friends, who gradually gave up on her. They
continued their journey as adolescent girls wanting to explore the male world, while she dropped out
of school because she was unable to move from primary school to middle school. Every year, as
students go back their schools and institutes, we would buy new books and all the supplies she needs
to study at home. It is an educational system based on stuffing in information and indoctrinating
students, and teachers cannot understand the specificity of my sister. That is what I used to tell myself
to face the anger of her compulsory dropping out of school. We did not trust the centers for the
inclusion of people with disabilities, because they do not give them anything useful, rather, they add
to the their isolation and alienation. Hafsa's habits did not change much, she kept studying at home,
visiting neighbors, playing with new friends and sitting with her old friends whenever there is
opportunity for that. Mona is the only one of all her friends who have remained faithful to Hafsa, the
chubby and mushy, until the day we moved out from the village. That was when the cordial friendship
between them was cut.

We now live in a city not far from our village, and we are more afraid for Hafsa than before, because
the world has become bigger and more brutal, and the advice "Do not take candy from strangers" is no
longer useful. Hafsa gave up all her dreams and became a bird imprisoned in a large house which she
can leave only accompanied by my father, my mother or my sister. She used to run lightly like a small
wild goat between rocks, but now she became a woman who voraciously watches Turkish series and
silently admires their handsome heroes. She still deals wisely with menstruation and with the many
changes that occurred in her body, but from time to time she voices her grief and resentment when she
does not find clothes worthy of her age due to her extra weight. She tried hard to play sports and
become a slim figure, to wear the short dresses that everyone is fascinated with, but she failed. She is
still studying, drawing and writing things that we do not understand. She still laughs and gossips, but
with unreal people created by her imagination. She is still kind-hearted, laughing at frowned faces, and
despite her loneliness and the narrowness of her material world, she takes care of her hair and wants it
straight. And when I tell her: “You are beautiful,” she rejoices, and responds in a sassy and pampered
way: “Really?” In the big city, there are no small chicks, no chicken, no wheat. Adonis, my little dog,
has replaced them. She would not come close to him or touch him, but she tries to love him. I am no
longer at war with the organized child gangs, or with a god who likes to hide and disavow his
responsibility, but rather with a repressive system that disparages people with disabilities, and steals
their lives and their small dreams away from them. I still stand tall despite my short stature, and the
war is still on, you sons of bitches.

