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أرض اﻟﻜﻼم

ﻣﺎ ﺮﻣﺴﻌﻮد – ﺳﻮر ﺎ
ﻣﺠﻠﺔ "ﻃﻠﻌﻨﺎ ﻋﺎ ﺮ ﺔ"
 8آذار/ﻣﺎرس 2016
ً
ﻟﻢ ﺗﻔﺎرق ﻣﺨﻴﻠ ﻣﺸﺎ ﺪ ﻓﻴﻠﻢ "وداﻋﺎ ﻟﻴﻨ ن" ،وأﻧﺎ أراﻓﻖ أﻣﻲ اﳌﺼﺎﺑﺔ ﺑﺎﻟﻠﻮﻛﻴﻤﻴﺎ ﻣﺸﻔﻰ اﻟﺒ ﺮو ﻲ دﻣﺸﻖ ﻋﺎم  .2011أﻣﻲ
اﻟ ﻛﺎﻧﺖ ﻌ ﺶ أﳌﻬﺎ ﺑﺼﻤﺖ ،وﺗﺮاﻗﺐ اﻧﻄﻔﺎء ﺎ ﺑﺼﻤﺖ ،رﺣﻠﺖ ذﻟﻚ اﻟﻌﺎم اﻟﺬي ﺑﺪأت ﻓﻴﮫ ﺳﻮر ﺎ ﺗ ﺘﻔﺾ ،وﺗﺨﺮج ﻋﻦ
ﺻﻤ ﻬﺎ.
اﻟﻔﻴﻠﻢ ،ﻗﺎم اﻷوﻻد ﺑﺎﳌﺴﺘﺤﻴﻞ ﻟ ﻲ ﻳﺨﻔﻮا ﻋﻦ أﻣﻬﻢ اﳌﺼﺎﺑﺔ ﺑﻤﺮض ُﻋﻀﺎل ا ﻬﻴﺎر ﺟﺪار ﺑﺮﻟ ن ،وا ﻬﻴﺎر اﻟﻨﻈﺎم اﻟﺸﻴﻮ
ً
ً
اﻟﺸﻤﻮ أﳌﺎﻧﻴﺎ اﻟﺸﺮﻗﻴﺔ ﻣﻌﮫ ،ﻓﻘﺪ أرادوا أن ﺗﺮﺣﻞ أﻣﻬﻢ دون أن ﺗﺮى ،أو ﻌﺮف ،أن ﻋﺎﳌﻬﺎ اﻟﺬي ﻛﺎﻧﺖ ﺟﺰءا ﻋﻀﻮ ﺎ ﻣﻨﮫ ﻳ ﻬﺎر.
أﻣﺎ ﻧﺤﻦ ،أوﻻد ا ﻮف ،ﻓﻘﺪ ّ
ﻛﻨﺎ ﻧﻠﻌﺐ ﻣﻊ أﻣﻨﺎ ﻟﻌﺒﺔ اﻹﺧﻔﺎء اﳌﺘﺒﺎدل ،ﻛﻨﺎ ﻧﺨﻔﻲ ﻋ ﻬﺎ ،ﺑﻄﺮ ﻘﺔ ﺗﺒﺪو ﺳﺎذﺟﺔ ،ﻃﺒﻴﻌﺔ ﻣﺮﺿﻬﺎ،
ﻋﻨﺎ أ ﻬﺎ ﻌﺮف و ﺴ ﺸﻌﺮ اﻷﻣﺮّ ،
وﻃﺒﻴﻌﺔ ﻣﺎ ﻳﺤﺪث ﺳﻮر ﺎ ،وﻛﺎﻧﺖ ﺗﺨﻔﻲ ّ
ﻛﻨﺎ ﻌﺮف و ﻌﺮف أن ﻣﺮﺿﻬﺎ ﻗﺎﺗﻞ ،وأن ﻣﺮض ﺳﻮر ﺎ
ً
ﻟﻴﻼ ﺑﻮﺟﻞ ﻟﺼﻮت اﻟﺮﺻﺎص ﻣﻦ ﻧﺎﻓﺬة ﻏﺮﻓ ﻬﺎ اﳌﺸﻔﻰ ،اﻟﺬي ﻻ ﻌ ﺳﻮى
ﺑﻨﻈﺎﻣﻬﺎ اﳌﺘﻮﺣﺶ ﻣﺨﻴﻒ ﻛﺎﻟﺴﺮﻃﺎن .ﻛﺎﻧﺖ ﺴﺘﻤﻊ
أن دﻣﺸﻖ ﺗﺤﺖ اﻟﺮﺻﺎص .ﺗﺨﻔﻲ ﻣﺨﺎوﻓﻬﺎ وﻧﺤﻦ ﻧﺒﺎدﻟﻬﺎ اﻹﺧﻔﺎء ،ﻟﻜﻦ اﻷﻣﻞ ﻛﺎن ﺠﻦ ا ﻮف ﻟﻴﻈﻬﺮ إ اﻟﺴﻄﺢ ،واﳌﻮت
ً
ﻛﺎن ﻮ اﻟﻄﺮ ﻖ ،و ﻮ اﳌﻌ ﺮ إ ﻋﺎﻟﻢ آﺧﺮ ﻟﻢ ﻧﻜﻦ ﻟﻨﻌﺮف ﻋﻨﮫ ﺷ ﺌﺎ.
ُ
ﻋﻨﺪﻣﺎ رﺣﻠﺖ أﻣﻲ اﻟﺸﻬﺮ اﻟﺘﺎﺳﻊ ﻋﺎم  ،2011ﻟﻢ ﺗﻜﻦ ﻌﺮف أ ﻲ ﻗﺪ ﻓﺼﻠﺖ ﻣﻦ ﻋﻤ  ،وأن رﻓﺎ اﻟﻌﻤﻞ ﺟﺎزﻓﻮا ﺑ ﻬﺮ ﻣﻦ
أﻳﺪي اﻷﻣﻦ ﻋﻨﺪﻣﺎ ﺟﺎؤوا ﻟﻠﻘﺒﺾ ﻋ ّ ﻣ ﺎن ﻋﻤ  ،وﻟﻢ ﺗﻜﻦ ﻌﺮف أ ﻲ ﻛﻨﺖ أﺧﺮج اﳌﻈﺎ ﺮات دﻣﺸﻖ ،وﻻ أ ﻲ أﻛﺘﺐ
ً
اﻟ ﻒ اﻟﻠﺒﻨﺎﻧﻴﺔ ﺿﺪ "اﻣ ﺮاﻃﻮر ﺔ ا ﻮف" اﻟ ﺑﺪأت ﺗﺘﺼﺪع ﻗﻠﻮﺑﻨﺎ ،وﻻ أ ﻲ ﻛﻨﺖ ﻣﻄﻠﻮﺑﺎ اﻟﻮﻗﺖ ذاﺗﮫ ﺪﻣﺔ اﻻﺣﺘﻴﺎط
ﺳﻮر ﺎ :ﻓﺮع اﻤﻟ ﺎﺑﺮات ا ﺠﻮ ﺔ ،وﻋﻨﺪ ﺳﻬﻴﻞ ا ﺴﻦ )ﺻﺎﺣﺐ ﻓﻜﺮة اﻟ ﺮاﻣﻴﻞ
ﻟﻠﻤﺸﺎرﻛﺔ ﻗﺘﻞ اﻟﺴﻮر ن ،أﺳﻮأ ﻓﺮع أﻣ
اﳌﺘﻔﺠﺮة ،وﻃﺮ ﻘﺔ اﻷرض اﻤﻟ ﺮوﻗﺔ( .ﻣﺎ زﻟﺖ أذﻛﺮ ﻛﻴﻒ ﻛﺎن ﻳﺠﻤﻌﻨﺎ أﺛﻨﺎء ا ﺪﻣﺔ اﻹﻟﺰاﻣﻴﺔ ﻋﺎم  ،2006و ﻄﻠﺐ ﻣﻨﺎ ﻣﻌﻠﻮﻣﺎت
ﻋﻦ ﻣﺠﻤﻮﻋﺔ أﺣﺰاب "اﻟﺘﺠﻤﻊ اﻟﻮﻃ اﻟﺪﻳﻤﻘﺮاﻃﻲ" ،ﺛﻢ ﻳﻮﺑﺨﻨﺎ و ﺼﺮﻓﻨﺎ ﻷﻧﻨﺎ "ﺟﺎﻣﻌﻴﻮن ﺣﻤ ﺮ" ﻻ ﻧﻔﻴﺪﻩ ء ذي ﻗﻴﻤﺔ
ً
ّ ّ ً
ﺗﻨﺪرا "ﺳﺎﺳﻮﻛﻲ" ،ﻧﻈﺮا ﺠﺴﻤﮫ اﻟﺮ ﺎ اﻟﻨﺤﻴﻞ ،وﺣﺮﻛﺎﺗﮫ اﻟ ﻬﻠﻮاﻧﻴﺔ
ﺧﺪﻣﺔ اﻟﻮﻃﻦ اﻤﻟ ﺎﺑﺮاﺗﻴﺔ .ﺳﻬﻴﻞ ا ﺴﻦ اﻟﺬي ﻛﻨﺎ ﺴﻤﻴﮫ
اﳌ ﻜﺔ رﻏﻢ ﻛﻞ ﻣﺎ ﻓ ﻬﺎ ﻣﻦ ّ
ﺟﺪﻳﺔ ،ﻛﺎﻧﺖ ﻛﻠﻤﺘﮫ ﻻ ﺗﺼﺒﺢ اﺛ ﺘ ن ﻋﻨﺪ رﺋ ﺲ اﻟﻔﺮع "ﺟﻤﻴﻞ ا ﺴﻦ" ﺻﺎﺣﺐ ﻧﻈﺮ ﺔ ﻗﺘﻞ ﻣﻠﻴﻮن
ﺳﻮري ﻷﺟﻞ ﺳﻴﺎدة اﻟﺮﺋ ﺲ ،وﻗﺎﺗﻞ "ﻏﻴﺎث ﻣﻄﺮ" أﺟﻤﻞ أﻳﻘﻮﻧﺎت اﻟﺜﻮرة اﻟﺴﻠﻤﻴﺔ...
ﻟﻜ ﻟﻢ أﻟﺘﺤﻖ وﻗ ﻬﺎ ،وﻟﻢ أﺧ ﺮ أﻣﻲ

ء.

رﺣﻠﺖ ﻋﻦ ﺬا اﻟﻌﺎﻟﻢ ،وأﻧﺎ ﺑﻜﻴﺖ ﺣ ﻓﺎﺿﺖ رو ﺑﻄﻌﻢ اﻟﻔﻘﺪ اﳌﺮ ﺮ ،ﻛﻨﺖ ﻃﻮال ﻋﻤﺮي أﺧ ﻣﻦ ﺗﻠﻚ اﻟ ﻈﺔ ،وأر ﻌﺐ
ﻣﻦ اﻟﺘﻔﻜ ﺮ ﻓ ﻬﺎ .ﻟﻜﻦ ،ﻣﻊ رﺣﻴﻠﻬﺎ ،اﻧﺘ ﻬﺖ إ ﺷﻌﻮر ﻏﺮ ﺐ راﻓﻖ ا ﺰن ،ﺷﻌﻮر ﺑﺎﻟﺘﺤﺮر ﻣﻦ ﻋﺐء ا ﻮف ﻣﻦ ﻣﻮ ﻲ ا ﺎص .رﺑﻤﺎ
ً
ﻛﺎﻧﺖ ﺗﻠﻚ آﻟﻴﺔ دﻓﺎﻋﻴﺔ ﻻواﻋﻴﺔ ﻷﻗﺎوم اﻷﻟﻢ ،ﻻ أﻋﻠﻢ ،ﻟﻜﻦ ﻓﻜﺮة اﻻﻋﺘﻘﺎل أو اﳌﻮت ﻛﻨﺖ أﺧﺸﺎ ﺎ ﺳﺎﺑﻘﺎ ﺸ ﻞ ﻣﻀﺎﻋﻒ ،ﻟ ﺲ
ً
ﻷ ﻲ "أ ﺠﻞ ﻣﻦ دﻣﻊ أﻣﻲ" ﻓﻘﻂ ،ﻛﻤﺎ ﻋ ّ ﺮ ﻳﻮﻣﺎ ﻣﺤﻤﻮد درو ﺶ ،ﺑﻞ ﻷ ﻲ أﺧ ﻣﻦ ﺣﺴﺮ ﻬﺎ اﻟﻜﺒ ﺮة ،اﻟ أﺷﺒﻌ ﻬﺎ ا ﻴﺎة
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ً
ﺣﺴﺮات ،ﻟﻢ ﻳﻜﻦ ﻟﻬﺎ إﻻﻧﺎ ﻋﺰاء .ﻣﺎ ﻌﺪ ،ﻛﺎﻧﺖ ﺗﻘﺘﻠ أﳌﺎ ﺸ ﻞ ﺧﺎص ﻗﺼﺺ اﻷﻣﻬﺎت اﻟﺴﻮر ﺎت اﻟﻼ ﻲ ﻓﻘﺪن أوﻻد ّﻦ
ا ﺮب ،ﻓﻔﻲ ﺑﻠﺪ ﻣﺜﻞ ﺳﻮر ﺎ ،ﺣﻴﺚ اﻟﻘﻬﺮ اﻟﺬﻛﻮري ٌ
ﻧﻈﺎم ﱞ
ﺮﻣﻲ ﻳﺒﺪأ ﺑﺎﻟﺴﻠﻄﺔ ،و ﻤﺮ ﺑﺎﻟﺪﻳﻦ ،و ﺘﻬ ﺑﺎﻤﻟﺠﺘﻤﻊ ،ﻛﺎﻧﺖ أﻣﻬﺎت
ّ
ﺳﻮر ﺎ ّﻦ ﻣﺤﻂ إﺳﻘﺎط اﻟﻘﻬﺮ ،وﻣﺮﻛﺰ اﻟﺼ ﺮ اﳌﺪﻳﺪ ،وﺑﺎﻤﻟ ﺼﻠﺔ ﻣﺮﻛﺰ اﻟﺘﻌﻮ ﺾ اﻟﺪا ﺊ واﻻﺣﺘﻀﺎ ﻲ ﻋﻦ ا ﻮف واﻻﻏ ﺮاب
اﻟﺬي ﻳﻔﺮﺿﮫ اﻻﺳ ﺒﺪاد اﳌﻨ ﺸﺮ ﻮاء اﻟﺒﻠﺪ وﻣﺎﺋﮫ وﺗﺮاﺑﮫ .
ﺳﻦ اﻟﻌﺎﺷﺮة ،ﺷ ﺎ ﻲ ﻣﺨ ﺮ ﺻﻐ ﺮ اﳌﺪرﺳﺔ ﻟﻠﻤﺪﻳﺮ ،وأﻋﻄﺎﻩ رﺳﺎﻟﺔ ﻣﺰ ﻔﺔ ﻗﺎل إ ﻲ ﻛﺘﺒ ﻬﺎ ﻟﺰﻣﻴﻠ  ،ﺣﺒ ﺒ وﻗ ﻬﺎ ،وﻣﻌﺮوف
ُ َ
أن ﻣﺪارس اﻟﺒﻌﺚ ﻛﺎﻧﺖ ﻣﺼﺎ ﻊ ﻟﻠﻤﺨ ﺮﻳﻦ واﻟﻮﺷﺎة اﻟﺬﻳﻦ ﺗ ﺎﻓﺄ وﺷﺎﻳ ﻬﻢ ﺑﺄن ﻳﺼﺒﺤﻮا ﻋﺮﻓﺎء ﻟﻠﺼﻒ .وﻋﻨﺪﻣﺎ أرﺳﻞ اﳌﺪﻳﺮ ﺧﻠﻔﻲ
ً
إ ﻏﺮﻓﺔ اﻹدارة ﻟﻠﺘﺤﻘﻴﻖ ،ﻛﺎن ﻬﺪد ﻲ ﺑﺎﻟﺸﺮﻃﺔ اﻟ ﻛﺎﻧﺖ ﻟﻠﻤﺼﺎدﻓﺔ ﻓﻌﻼ ،ﻣﻮﺟﻮدة اﻟﺒﻠﺪة وﺗﻈﻬﺮ ﻣﻦ ﺷﺒﺎك اﻹدارة ﺸ ﻞ
ً
وا  ،واﻋ ﺮﻓﺖ ﺑ ﻞ ء أﻣﺎم ﻚ اﻷﺳﺎﺗﺬة وﺧﻮ  ،وﺑﺎﻟﻔﻌﻞ ﻟﻢ أﻋﺪ إ اﻟﻜﻼم ﻣﻌﻬﺎ أﺑﺪا ،ﻟﻜﻨ ﻌﻠﻤﺖ ﻣﻦ وﻗ ﻬﺎ أن ا ﺐ
ً
ً
ذﻧﺐ ،وأﻧﮫ ُﻣﺮاﻗﺐ ﻣﻦ اﻟﺴﻠﻄﺔ ،وأن اﻻﻋ ﺮاف ﻟ ﺲ ﺧﻼﺻﺎ ،ﺑﻞ وﻗﻮﻋﺎ ﻓﺦ ا ﻀﻮع وا ﻮف وا ﻌﺪام اﻟﻘﻴﻤﺔ ،ﻟﺬﻟﻚ أﺻﺒﺤﺖ
ً
ﺳﺮي ،واﻟﻘﻬﺮ ّ
ﺷﻜﻼ ﻣﻦ أﺷ ﺎل اﻟﺘﻤﺮد ..ﻛﻞ ء ﻛﺎن ﺳﺮ ًﺎ "ﺳﻮر ﺎ اﻷﺳﺪ" :اﻷﺣﺰاب ﺳﺮ ﺔ ،وا ﺐ ّ
ّ
ﺳﺮي؛ ﻮ
اﻟﺴﺮ ﺔ ﻋﻨﺪي
ﻌﺎﻗﺪ اﺟﺘﻤﺎ ﻋ اﻹﺧﻔﺎء ،إﺧﻔﺎء اﻟﻮاﻗﻊ و ﺠﺒﮫ وإﻇﻬﺎر آﺧﺮ ﻣﻐﺎﻳﺮ ﻟﮫ .اﻟﻮاﻗﻊ اﳌ ﺠﻮب ﻛﺎن ﻮ اﻟﻮاﻗﻊ اﳌﻄﻠﻮب ﻣﻦ اﻟﺴﻠﻄﺔ
ً
داﺋﻤﺎ اﻻﻋ ﺮاف ﺑﮫ وﻋﻨﮫ ،وا ﺮة اﻷ ﻢ ﺳﻮر ﺎ أن ا ﺠﻤﻴﻊ ﻣﺬﻧﺐ ﺣ " ﻌ ﺮف" و ﺜ ﺖ ﺑﺮاءﺗﮫ ،اﻟﻀﻤﺎﺋﺮ ﻣ ﻬﻜﺔ ﻣﻦ ﺠﻢ اﻟﻜﺒﺖ
و ﺠﻢ اﳌﺮاﻗﺒﺔ اﻟﺬاﺗﻴﺔ ﻗﺒﻞ اﻟﻜﻼم وﺑﻌﺪﻩ وأﺛﻨﺎءﻩ .ﺗﻠﻚ اﻟﺜﻘﺎﻓﺔ اﻟﺴﺮﱠ ﺔ اﳌﻠﻌﻮﻧﺔ اﻟ اﻧﻔﺠﺮت ﻋﺎم  ،2011و اﳌﺎرد اﻟﺬي ﻣﺎ
زال ﺴﺘﻌ ﻋ اﻹﻋﺎدة إ اﻟﻘﻤﻘﻢ؛ رﻏﻢ ﻛﻞ ا ﺮب واﻟﻘﺘﻞ واﻟﺘﺪﻣ ﺮ ،ﻌﺪ ﺧﺮوﺟﮫ اﻟﻌﻈﻴﻢ .
رﺑﻤﺎ ﻓﺸﻠﻨﺎ ﻳﺎ أﻣﻲّ ،
وﺗﻜﺴﺮت ﺛﻮرﺗﻨﺎ وﺣﺎﺻﺮ ﺎ اﻟﻈﻼم ،و ﺸﺘ ﻨﺎ ﺑﻘﺎع اﻷرض ،ﻟﻜﻨﻨﺎ ﻟﻦ ﻌﻮد إ إﻣ ﺮاﻃﻮر ﺔ اﻟﺼﻤﺖ اﻟﻘﺪﻳﻤﺔ.
ً
ﻞ ﺗﺘﺨﻴﻠ ن ﻣ ﻣﺎ أﺻﻌﺐ اﻟﻜﻼم ،وﻣﺎ أﻛ ﺮ أﺛﻤﺎﻧﮫ ﻋﺎﻟﻢ ﻳﺮ ﺪﻧﺎ أن ﻧﺼﻤﺖ؟ ﻓﺄﻧﺖ ﻋﺮﻓﺖ وﺧ ﺮت ﺟﻴﺪا ﻣﻌ اﻟﺼﻤﺖ وﻗﻬﺮﻩ.
أﻇﻨﻚ ﺣﺰ ﻨﺔ ،وﻟﻜ أﺳﻤﻊ ﺻﻮﺗﻚ داﺧ ﻳﻨﺎدي :ﺗ ﻠﻤﻮا!
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Speech Land
Maher Massoud – Syria
Tloana Al-Horriya website
8 March 2016
There were still pictures of the movie “Good Bye Lenin” that kept coming to my mind when I was
staying with my mother, the Leukemia patient and that was in Byruni hospital in 2011. My mother
who lived her pain silently watched herself fading away also silently. She passed away in that very same
year when Syria, my home, started to rise up and breaking its silence.
I still remember the patient mother in that movie and how her kids tried the impossible to hide the
breaking down of the Berlin wall from her, which was so hard to avoid, as was their other hard task:
hiding the end of Communism in eastern Germany at that time as well. All what they wanted was to
let their mother leave this world without seeing or knowing that the world she knew has gone for
good, and she is not a part of it any more.
But we, the “sons of fear” were actually playing a hide-and-seek game with our mother. We were
hiding the nature of her disease in addition to what was going on in Syria, using silly ways doing so
actually. In her turn she was hiding from us what she knew and that she had feelings about what was
going on. Both of us knew that she had a fatal disease; both of us knew also that Syria our home had
its own barbarian regime which was in itself, a fatal disease.
I saw her listening with a little bit of fear to the sounds of bullets coming from the hospital room’s
window. We couldn’t do anything about it, or even change what the sound was, it only echoed one
thing: that the city of Damascus was under fire. She hid her fears and so we did, but hope kept floating
to the surface. Despite the fear, death was the way; the pass to another world we knew nothing about.
When my mother passed away in September 2011, she didn’t know that I got fired from my job, and
that my colleagues there took the risk of helping me escape from the regime’s Intelligence forces when
they came to arrest me in my workplace.
She didn’t know that I was involved in demonstrations in Damascus; or that I was writing in Lebanese
newspapers against the “Empire of fear” that began showing cracks in our hearts and minds as well.
She didn’t even know that I was wanted by the regime’s military and in particular by the the worst part
of its departments: the air force intelligence department, to carry out my “duty” and be a part of the
killing of the Syrian civilians under the orders of Suheil Al-Hassan, the man behind the use of
“explosive barrels” idea the “burnt land” strategy. I won’t forget when I was still in the military service
in 2006 how he was gathering us and telling us to bring him information about the “National
Democratic Assembly,” then after that he would always yell at us and dismiss us saying words like
“stupid useless college boys, no use of you serving our country” in very inelegant terms.
We used to tell jokes about him between each other and we gave him a nickname: “Sassuky” due to
his skinny, Athletic body, and his funny Acrobatic moves despite how serious it was.
He was the right hand and of the head of the department’s favorite guy, Jameel Al-Hassan, the man
behind the “killing one million Syrians for Mr. President’s sake” theory and the killer of Ghayath
Matar, one of the most beautiful icons of the peaceful Syrian uprising.
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But eventually, I haven’t responded or joint them… And of course I haven’t told my mother about
all of that.
She has gone from this world, and I cried until my soul overflowed with the bitter taste of loss. I have
always been afraid of this moment coming. I was terrified of the idea of losing her, but now, with her
absence I have noticed as if my grief was mixed with another strange feeling; a feeling of breaking free
of the fear of my own death. It might be one of the self-defense mechanisms to handle the pain, I
don’t know. But the thing I am sure of is that the idea of getting arrested or dying was very frightening,
not because “I am ashamed of my mother’s tears” like Mahmoud Darwish once said, but because I
was afraid of her having a big heartbreak because of me; knowing that life had already given her a lot
of heartbreaks, I was her only solace.
I have always been moved by stories of Syrian mothers who lost their sons in war. In a country like
Syria where the male domination is a pyramid system which begins with the authority and then the
religion ending with the society. Syrian mothers were subjected to this dominatkon, and they have
always shown endless patience, and eventually they were the source of compensation of the fear and
exile which were imposed deeply in the air and the water and even the soil of this country.
When I was ten years old, a little informer told the principal about me, and gave him fake letter saying
that I wrote to my classmate (my lover at that time), and it was known that the schools of “Baath”
were informers’ factories where they were rewarded by having great positions (class masters) for their
leaks and stories.
When the principal sent for me to question me, he threatened me with the policemen who were by
chance standing right against his window, so I admitted everything out of fear and because of the
laughter of some school teachers who were there, and indeed I never talked with her after that. I have
learned since then that love is a sin, and it’s been watched carefully by authority, and the confession is
not a salvation and it is nothing but falling in a trap of fear and subjection and worthlessness. Since,
secrecy has become a sign of rebellion sorts for me.
Everything was a secret in “Assad’s Syria;” parties are a secret, love is a secret, oppression is a secret;
it’s like a social contract of hiding: hiding the reality and showing another, different reality. The hidden
reality was the one that you must always admit for the authority, and the most important experience
in Syria is that we were all guilty until we admit or prove otherwise.
People’s minds are tired of suppression and self-cautiousness before and during and after all talking.
This damned secrecy culture was broken at 2011. It is a genie who won’t get back to the magic lamp
again in spite of the war and the killing and the destruction that have followed the uprising.
Mother… Maybe we will fail, or maybe our revolution has been broken and got surrounded by
darkness, and maybe we have sought refuge all over the world, but still, we won’t go back to the old
“Empire of silence” again. Can you imagine how difficult it is to speak? And how much it costs in a
world that wants us to keep silent? No one knows like you the real meaning of silence and how bitter
it tastes.
I think you are sad now… But I can hear your voice inside me whispering: “Speak!”
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