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Our names are not important, because we didn’t
choose them. The most important thing is what
we do and that we are real.

We were gathered by the moonlight, and were
drifted by the waves of the sea into a place where
WE can express our views.

Every king among us encouraged us to take a
new path. To tell those around us, we are here.

We carry in our hands the white rose as a weapon.

With our writing we light a burning fire, which
light up the trail of the butterfly dreaming of
hope within us.

Our hearts are getting stronger and braver.

We are not afraid of the future, because we are
strong.



yall gadel g o 838 30 -yulis 3lg)

(Eloiay i-“JL) Su.b Jaow d.:UJ (S yl W) u.'a.&i’”
(SLsy 3095)

| N u_')SA.v |_@_'>! aJg-4all odgs ‘u\—" Q' QJ)‘
& ey oL..o.Jl —Olas egire> Oyl J)@)N ;)15_@
N"LAJ‘ dg>lgl Sloally |90 32llg buL_'

Q." 5‘v_iluﬂ<mgl|w_le}.’||.4.¢_>m3
Jb‘&_,mbd)a.fb(a_s_abm © my‘& <o

.3.2_').'

/o

sty e Faiaic e SR el Sl =
Mﬁ}—»‘ﬂ)ﬁﬁwﬂtuba|e‘u_wwg

s le US B9 Sle S 13,88 e dile g9y
LS M (30 el 488 Hgelay adMS (ped JLby
O9eblos (ygomoadd (YlEe A SV Jagaig W ilals
251 L) ) dailall £l SlEgl g 1iSag jl s
£S5 19

JGLYL 3lazs 2l eollly Easlgan] 6 53 a9l L pac b
Loy Ao agdl (ponid Dilgadl US (e Lide ool




Rawan Abbas, program director, The Young Journalist

“I would give half of my years to whoever put a smile
on crying child’s face” (Taufiq Zayyad)

I wanted to open with this quote because it reminds me
of the laughter of these kids, brought together by the
hardships of life. But they won’t despair, they continue
to laugh and address the challenges before them.

In our society today, it doesn’t matter who you are or
where you come from. The only thing that matters is
only what you do, and even more so when we talk about
innocent souls.

The Young Journalist Program opens the door for every
boy or girl participating in it to express their feelings,
negative or positive, as they may be. The idea was to put
on the paper everything that comes to our mind. They
learn to express themselves in writing and transform
events into articles, and they become young reporters.
Hours of idleness yield a wonderful innocent success.

These days, we hear everywhere about troubles and
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tragedies involving children. We live experience heavy
physiological pressures and these pressures affect our
children. Lately we see them involved in events of killing,
theft and the use of weapons.

Our program’s goal is to give children the weapon of words,
instead of knifes or guns.
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By: Brave Heart \w

You should know that you hurt your family more than
you hurt yourself.

The world has no mercy, and when someone sees a
father using drugs they say: “The son will be a drug
addict like his dad, because he sees his father using
drugs.” But people don’t know that the son is sad when
he sees his father using drugs, and he says to himself:
“I don’t want to be like him. I don’t want my children
to despise me like I despise him today.”

This son will never forget what his father looks like
when he gets back home, red eyed and unaware of his
actions or words.

Even in the simplest things: when he watches TV
and wants to change channels, he starts screaming
and says: “Where is the remote?” when actually he’s
holding it. Or when he promises us we’ll go for a walk.
When we ask him to go like he promised he screams:
“I have a headache now. Don’t lie. I didn’t promise
you anything!”
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This son will never forget the times when his father
was “healthy”, and he was a real father, who corrected
his son when I did wrong. We were a happy family.
He wanted his father to be a man that controlled every
aspect of the household: financial and social, and he
was always understanding.

This son just wants his father to know that he, the son, is
a man now, and he can manage everything without his
father. Of course, he needs him, but enough is enough!
The son just wants to tell his father: “I’ve had enough!
[ want you to be a real father so I can be proud of you.”
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By: Asil \w

You, the absent for so many years  the sad heart longs for you
You, the absent for so many years  oh, prisoner, please return
You, the absent for so many years  how deep is our wound
The eye shed a tear the heart hurts

A father in jail a child in distress

You, the absent for so many years  the sad heart longs for you

Come back to us as a free man

We promise we’ll all be happy, amen

We promise we will go back to the life we had
look and see what had happened to us

You ,the absent for so many years

A mother cries a brother yearns

In times of despair we say: “we shall forget™
“When will he be back?”

You, the absent for so many years...

but people ask us:
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By: Hiba \@

I am now 15 years old. Most of my girlfriends are
busy meeting boys and falling in love... For me, this
‘love’ is silly. Of course, we are teenagers and it’s
only natural to be ‘in love’, but in my opinion it isn’t
that important and what matters most to me now is
studies and school.

I am in high school now, and it takes a lot of attention
and effort to fulfill my ambitions, make my dreams
come true and achieve my goals.

In the future I want to become a social worker. I like
this job because I feel it’s humane and ethical. I like
helping people and trying to solve their problems or
helping them to find solutions.
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By: Marah \w

One evening I was walking with my family in
Nazareth, my city. We got to a beautiful place,
packed with locals and tourists. Everything was
beautiful: the trees, the roads, and the street lamps
that shed lights around us.

Suddenly I smelled a foul scent. I turned around and
saw some garbage on the ground. I was shocked by
the sight.

A few days later, when I returned from school, I saw
kids throw garbage in the street. A woman peeped
out of a window and started yelling at them, asking
them: “Why do you throw garbage? Shame on you!
Would you do it in your own homes?”

The kids stopped and hurried away, scared and
embarrassed. But I still wonder: Do you think they
learned anything from that experience?
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By: Rahma s

We are students in The Young Journalist program.
Every Friday we write articles, but we also have fun
and laugh and learn new things.

Sometimes we argue and fight over our opinions,
and we even decide to leave! But we stay because
we like Fridays, the program and the new things we
learn.

I also wanted to leave, but I didn’t because I love
Fridays and I love Rawan. I said: “I don’t have
to leave. I will finish the program, have fun and
interview my friends”. Rawan encourages us to
come and write.

For me, Friday is the most important day of the
week. I wait for it eagerly because I want to write
down my ideas and meet my friends and Rawan.
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By: Zuhad \w

One day I was walking with my mother in the street
and noticed that most people were smoking. I was
disturbed.

The fact itself wasn’t the only shock. Smoking is
unhealthy, not just for the smoker himself, but for
those around him. Smoking also makes Nazareth
dirty, especially since smokers throw their cigarette
butts on the ground and litter our city.

In the family, when the father smokes in front of his
children, they imitate him and start smoking.

I hope there will be a way I can convince people not
to smoke.
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By: Jalal w )

Like every kid, I like to play. I particularly like riding my
bike and playing football, but the playground is very far
and I need to walk a long way to get there. That’s why
I prefer playing in the street, but playing in the street is
dangerous for us, because cars come from all directions
while we play, and the street is narrow.

Once, when I rode my bicycle in the street, there was
an oil spill on the asphalt and I slipped and fell on the
ground. I stood up, pulled up the bicycle and went home,
where I told my father that I slipped and hurt my right
leg and he hurried me to the hospital. The doctor said
my leg was broken and asked my father: “How did it
happen?” And my father said: “He fell from his bicycle
while playing in the street.”

My leg was broken because we don’t have a playground
to play in. We, the neighborhood kids, can’t ask the city
council to open up a playground in the neighborhood,
because the answer will be: “There is no place to build
a playground in the neighborhood.”
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By: Fares w /

Once I was sitting on the verge of my house’s porch
when I saw a man giving a piece of candy to a
child and tell him: “Son, go to your mother.” The
child answered: “No, I don’t like her.” There were
many kids around him so he ran away crying and
screaming: “I don’t want to! I don’t want to!”

After half an hour I heard that the father and the
mother were searching for the kid. I don’t know
what happened after that.

In my opinion, it doesn’t matter what made him
argue with his mother (the child had argued with
his parents because they didn’t allow him enough
freedom, and that’s why he ran away).

Running away doesn’t solve anything. The best
solution is for him to talk to his parents and ask
them why they are so harsh with him.
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By: Qamar w )

A rose, red like pure blood, opens its petals every
morning like the wings of a small bird. The thistles
which grow out of it are like knives, and if you don’t
know how to hold a rose, they will hurt you.

This image 1s exactly like me. I am like a red rose,
and the thistles are the people whose hearts are
full of hate and hostility, and if they won’t change
their attitudes toward others and erase the negative
feelings like hate and hostility from their hearts,
they will hurt others and will in return be hurt.

I think every person should think and write, like me,
an image that describes them and the people around
them.
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By: Mua’nes w )

Every day, when I return from school, I notice some
kids my age that get together and go to a spot on the
side of the road.

Once I couldn’t hold out anymore and I decided to go
and sit with them so I can see what they were doing.
They were gathering money to buy a cigarette so they
can smoke, and what’s worse, they were harassing girls
who walked in the street, calling them dirty names and
other profanities.

At that moment I wanted to hit them, because they
were fools and idiots who disrespected others. A few
moments later, a girl friend of mine went by and waved
me hello. One of the kids asked me: “Who is this babe?”
I told him: “Watch your tongue, you...” He started to
hit me, but my friend came to the rescue and defended
me. We decided to leave them alone and go home so
we wouldn’t make the situation worse.

I’'m 14 years old. We are still young, young even to
smoke. It’s best we live every moment of our lives as
we should, happy and carefree.
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By: Shihab s

Drivers think that traffic tickets are just a sum to be
paid, large or small as they may be. But people don’t
understand that tickets are means to uphold law and
order and to protect society.

For example, when a car is parked in a forbidden
spot, or parked in the wrong way, another car might
come and hit it, and both cars will be damaged.

Parking the car in a forbidden spot will get you a
ticket. If the driver would have parked his car in
the right place no damage would have been caused.
And if a policeman sees the driver and gives him a
ticket, next time the driver might think twice before
parking his car in the wrong way, and that may
prevent damage.

I think that most people are wrong when they think
that a traffic ticket is only a fine. As I described here,
it may have some advantages.
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By: Rahma, Asil and Qamar ( @ )

We went out for a tour to take pictures around the club
and interviewed a disabled man. We approached him and
asked if we could interview him, so he can tell us about
himself, and we were surprised when he was happy to
do it!

He told us he was born with a disability, but in 2002 his
situation deteriorated and now he must use a wheelchair.

We were curious to hear how he copes with his disability
in his everyday life.

Does your disability affect your life?

Not really. The effect is purely physical. My whole
family supports me: my father, my mother and my
siblings. Their support fills me with hope, strength
and self confidence.

Next we asked how he moves around, because he
doesn’t live in Nazareth.

His answer: I have a special car which helps me



Le] 3o Jlall )8 3 asoll (ydlaall dxlie SLf
(e adid e g M e i yall (5
Tea gull Ll Roali S
Sl jls daltly pgenll &l DL 2l ELS Sieed L
oL M e L 8 Al §)S ala s Mia auil] §)S
W gg—m 1515 O Sy (RHLEY) Dilovsl) Lke Cpol
8Ll saalad
SRS YT (593 Lol Jodl ()i o 13Le
o B9lly ity BBl i po OIS Loge o] JSI
W yall GBS Ayl 2

34



35

to move around. Unfortunately, some places have
no parking spaces for disabled. The situation in my
village, Mghar, is very bad and it’s the same in most
Arab villages. There is no accessibility for people like
me.

How do you go about in your daily routine?

I live like everybody else. In the evenings I go out and
watch football games. For example, the football field
in Haifa is accessible for people like me (disabled)
and we can go in easily and watch the tournaments.

What would you like to say to people with disabilities?

Every person, whatever illness he may have, has self
confidence and strength which are weapons with
which you can overcome any hardship.






