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Why this zine:

Written by Wissam and Zakaria

In September 2022, Qorras’s team organized a writing workshop focusing on
trans joy in an attempt to present an alternative to the ongoing discourse
addressing trans issues from the perspective of violations and victimization
to the joy in collectiveness and shared pain. The writing workshop was
facilitated by a team from Perspectivity, based in the Netherlands, who
follow a unique methodology of writing guided by facilitators over a 2-day
process.

The workshop brought together 22 trans individuals from different gender
expressions for a weekend of writing and creativity during which many
issues were brought to the surface, including the lack of preparation from
the organizing team to handle such a gathering, which was the first of its
kind t. For this very reason, we all had to take a step back and re-evaluate
the process of the workshop in a way that gives justice and space to the
participants. It was an unspoken but also a very vocal agreement that as a
community, we all needed different mediums of creativity, mediums that
spark belonging, openness and unexpected connectedness, which was felt
from the honesty and adaptability of the participants.

As organizers, we also needed to reflect on the situation as it arose, and
despite the trust our community and peers placed in us, and their
acknowledgement to our adaptability and responsiveness towards their
concerns, it was paramount that we address accountability from our
position of power and the responsibility attached to it. Working on
identities is never easy and there is no one-size-fits-all in how we approach
our work with peers and just because we are trans ourselves it is not enough
of a reason to bring in a group of trans individuals together and assume
their trust in a space that wants to talk about joy.

The writing workshop was an eye opening experience that highlighted our
shortcomings in preparing for this gathering and it placed our capacity in
question. Questioning our capacity doesn’t come from a place of shortage
in skills, expertise or care for the community, it comes from a place of
realization that workshops



such as this, require full time dedication and employment, when in reality,
all of Qorras’s team work on a volunteering basis and are minimally
compensated due to constraints of project-based funding. Taking on a
project-based funding means that it will be labor intensive and does not
factor in human efforts with all the donor requirements, meeting deadlines
and targets without giving due value for the process and the efforts put
along the way.

Another shortcoming worth mentioning is the way we accounted for the
language barrier amongst participants and between the facilitators and
participants. Seeking a creative space where people can write and express
freely should not be disrupted by instantaneous translation and rigidity of
structures. Inclusivity in language goes beyond preparing documents and
paperwork and using correct pronouns, it transcends to the attitudes,
comfort and momentary state of being that individuals should feel in a
certain space and time.

characters and sense of solidarity that can truly help us build a community
together. Which leads to the tre-evaluation of Qorras’ values when it comes
to opening such spaces for people.

When conceptualizing the writing workshop and establishing the process,
the excitement of the team was evident in having a weekend spent with a
group of trans folks where we can connect, bond and be creative. In our
excitement, we underestimated the enthusiasm of other peers in sharing a
similar space, the need for community support and connectedness
exceeded the needs of the writing workshop’s outcome itself. People
wanted to get to know each other and us. Our peers were curious about us,
as Qorras, but also as older trans individuals who have been in the Queer
movement for over a decade now. They were also curious as to why we
chose the writing workshop when the most needed conversation to have is
a conversation across gender, generation and movements, therefore it was
important for us to adapt and respond to this rather than entertain the
project itself.

Our shortcomings as organizers prompted Qorras’s team to conduct a post-
workshop evaluation session in the form of a group after taking some
distance from the workshop. It also allowed for Qorras’s team to do the
necessary reflection to voice some of the problems and how to move
forward in the future. Furthermore, it made us acknowledge that if we had
the knowledge then of what we know and learned now, we will still have



shortcomings and something will somehow go wrong. This is not to say that
we are unable to prepare and organize, this is to say that we recognize the
particularity of the trans experience and how it reacts in certain spaces.

With this being said, we also wanted to give our peers and ourselves some
credit for the mutual trust. The workshop was a one-of-a-kind gathering,
and as trans individuals, we acknowledge the scarcity of spaces where we
can bond and connect in an enabling setting. Despite the mishaps, the
constant communication and responsiveness between us as organizers and
our peers created a foundation of collectiveness and willingness to
collaborate and organize together in the upcoming period. It also brought to
fruition this very zine that encompasses the drawings, writings, the art and
emotions captured and developed throughout the process. This zine serves
as an alternative form of documentation as well as a symbol of extended
trust that Qorras values, knowing that there is no legitimacy for our work
without the trust and support of our peers.

While 2022 is now wrapping up, all the events that took place throughout
the year, and the constant demands on trans visibility while also dealing
with an economic and security crisis, it is safe to say that we are an
exhausted bunch. 2022 further demonstrated the fact that trans efforts are
taken for granted and the price of accessibility provided to us in spaces is
the extraction of labor that leads to our burn out. Nonetheless, we are
aware that the work should not be halted as the need for these spaces is
vital for the community. We want to ensure that we are creating and
providing access in ways that answer to the community’s demands and are
rooted in the connection that we create together and not for the sake of
grants or funds.
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Trans Joy

A state of emotion, or conflict, that is
conceptualized from the already
recurring existence of a greater emotion,
Trans Pain.

So, is it possible that Trans Joy is as
genuine of a concept as Trans Pain? Or is
it just aresponse, a mere breather, from
Trans Pain?

Through the Zine, we (trans folk) aim to
navigate through these emotions, and

break the barriers that of which keep us
away from honesty and self expression.
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| am writing this for myself,
and for whoever could be
interested in hearing my
story; maybe there's nothing
too specific, maybe it's just a
list of my emotions, or my
wants and desires, if there's
ever any sense of hoe?
Maybe there is something
that someone else wanted to
hear?

Maybe there is something
that | needed to say?

Maybe | should listen to
myself, with no means of
judgement, with no means of
self destruction, just to put
up with what everyone
wants you to be in their
everyday life.

What do | need in my life?
And could | ever have the
means?




2926l Gwlwsd GwlSail 2uexll
Sl 8l o gyl &)lae JS
selive tagy JS sl )l lape
o2 &)l oo JS lghost il pasill
sl gy Wled  Lulsll

" Ablas

§gall Lo sleicdl e @) S
3 €

ole @ Slgiouws ,:g)|£Q| ey Al

Sms 2l b wdl d)lée

oRed Jeol gl Sy 3 @

Sduolll

ol Lo Ll g aisi Ol ez @

§69 V>3l

0o Somds el ol I OoSay i
Sd=all zli>l 13log Sla> U

Everyone is a reflection of
my own sense of being;
every comparison that |
make, is the mirror for which
is how | see myself everyday;
the feelings of admiration
that | have for every person
that | see, is a reflection for
the possibilities for such
emotions to be perceived
onto me.

But why should | count on
how | should e perceived?
Why should | ever compare
myself to anyone other than
me?

why can't | have my own
identity?

Why should my identity have
to depend on what others
see of me?

How could | ever consider
myself? Who am 1? And what
do I really need?







Am | writing this for you?
Or me? What do you want
from me?

| am here to learn, | am
tired of needing to answer

questions..
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"But who are you though?
Really?”
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When | write about trans joy,
my own experience
somehow is also expected to
gentrified, where the
average cis joe anticipates
me to write about how |
"transitioned"; how wearing
a binder was such a eureka
moment, or how in reality a
lot of our joy stems from tiny
happenings between each
other...

a funny coincidence...
finding a new job...

not getting evicted...

in other words, a lot of our
joy comes from a place of
being able to claim basic
human rights.
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The cool breeze rustled
through my curtains that
concealed the love rituals
that we did each friday, |
trace mountains and hills on
the side of your arm; as |,
once again, take in the
features of your face.

"Is that a new birthmark?"
you asked, affirming the idea
| had that, you, too, studied
each blemish and mark on
my skin.

| never really could stand the
sun until i witnessed your
skin bask in it.

And | felt bliss, for that
moment, | wasn't thinking
about whethera man or a
woman was in your arms; |
think | just felt secure in
knowing that, someone on
this planet knew me, and saw
me for who | am, and
happened to also share my
love with them.
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| always found relationships
a living nightmare, and only
through you did | realize |
only couldn't stand it thru a
cis-heteronormative rose
tinted lens.

eventually, | found bonding
with trans folk much easier
on myself, as the language
barrier | once had while
conversing with cis people
simply faded.

The funny thing about
transitioning is that, we
honestly will face the same
nuances, in a society that
shuns us, classifies us as
outcasts, which only
motivates us trans folk to
band together, finding
strength in our solidarity...

| don't mean to tread on cis-
typical relationships, but i do
find that, when you're in one,
in always boils down to an
"end goal"... good ole' piv cis-
intercourse; and while that's
rosy and dandy, it does put a
strain, an unconscious
boundary, that trans
relationships and friendships
are free form, making us
more comfortable with idea
of platonic intimacy, driving
us to have deeper
connections with each other.



| came to a realization, | don't like sitting with Cis people
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It's amazing how, only in a few days, it fet like we built a family
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Malicious Joy

Itis hard to describe joy in a
seemingly objective manner, as the
way joy is often times experienced
cannot be a blanket expression nor a
universal feeling that we apply to
everyone.

For this reason, whenever | hear the
term “trans joy” | cringe, and for
something to make me cringe it
means that it is deeply rooted in
refusing the duality of feelings, “to be
conditioned by happiness and joy is
to like your conditions” as referred to
by feminist theorist Sara Ahmad. How
can we talk about trans joy in a
system that polices feelings and
enforces morality on everything that
is considered different, and
conditions “joy” as being the norm
while pathologizing rage, unhappiness
and sadness as being the non-typical
standard, a standard specifically built
to cater for the cis, white hetero man.
Within this duality, one cannot help
but coin the word joy to the word
maliciousness, because what we are
not told about joy is that it can be
temporary, conditional and easily
disrupted. In a movement molded
with multiple layers of identities and
complexities, as a trans masculine
person | find myself having to answer
for the joy of “New found privileges”
of passing as a cis-person. In addition,
it is expected to erase the relevance
of my previous and current
experience of an identity that will
always be present and will always be
influenced by spaces, struggles and
triggers.



However, how do | really draw
joy even if temporarily? How do |
allow myself to feel joy even
though | acknowledge its scarcity
and the shortness that it may
present?

Is it from my gender identity that |
feel joyful, oris it from a small
home cooked meal that | know that
| can afford now? Do | derive joy
from being perceived as a “man” or
from being in a bed that | own after
many nights of sleeping on people’s
couches with no stability in sight? |
am in a constant state of trying to
find my joy, and itis not in the pre-
conceived notion that once you
start socially passing that things
become “great” and we can
dissociate experiences and
ourselves once we achieve
conformity.

Maybe this is what malicious joy is
to me, a collective societal
celebration of toxic positivity that
is also found in our movements. For
me, malicious joy is not only a
result of the system that imposes
on us the definition of a boxed,
wall-to-wall happiness, but also the
rigid subtle transphobic positivity
that goes wildly unnoticed as a
common practice within our
movements. Through talking about
embracing bodies in all shapes and
forms creating a distorted
perception that we always have to
accept our bodies while we ignore
and shove our bodily struggles
below the surface because
somehow, we do not consider
bodily struggles and hatred as a
form of self-agency. This stems
from the reveling on sexuality,
sexual and reproductive health and
bodily agencies in our movements
in the form of a binary and a
duality.



Malicious joy is the
condescending celebration of
the resilience and bravery of
trans folks and evaluating the
success of the “transness” of
an individual based on
survivability, achievements
and the subtle expectation,
whether intentional or non-
intentional, in our movement
and our entourage for trans
folks to express genderin a
certain non-hetero non-
conforming way. Re-enforcing
non-conformity of trans
people as an act of bravery
forces us to fall into duality all
over again, and isn’t trans
people’s “conformity” or
“non-conformity” an active
choice of joy? Or does rigid
positivity only view choices of
joy “acceptable” if they fall
within the same lines of its
performativity.

Are we able to shift the
narrative on malicious joy and
actively celebrate ourselves
while admitting that joy is
conditional, temporary and
brief? Can we equate the
never changing layers of joy
with our ongoing changing
perception of ourselves? Or
how malicious joy is exclusive
of trans individuals who are
refugees, undocumented and
seeking asylum? How can we
expect ongoing joy from
individuals who have been
uprooted from their lands and
homes unable to create
stability in a country where
social conformity is mixed
with racism, sexism and
classism even within our
movements that thrived over
the victimization of trans
refugees.



| find myself constantly wondering how
we can frame our experiences and
realities that include bits and pieces of
joy, struggles and obstacles without
celebrating it as an unexpected
achievement. Even within the temporality
of joy, how can we find joy for ourselves in
our small successes without applauding it
as a form of “exceeding expectations” on
an individual and a collective level?

As important as collectiveness is, finding
joy in a collective manner can be
triggering and dare | say scary. | found
myself in a space | occupied 11 years ago,
except this time from a different
positionality. | am older, with more
experience and definitely with more
authority over people that | once
considered myself in their shoes. Trying
to find my truth, taking part of a collective
that endorses me and somehow in this
space from where | stand in this very
moment | represent a source of comfort
safety and trust for many people.
However, regardless of the joyful
moments that we shared within this
space, it was hard to shake away the many
triggers and disappointments linked to
this setting and how it made me hyper
vigilant to not let those around me in this
moment fall through the cracks of a short
lived joy. It is not often that we talk about
trust and power dynamics within our
movements. Yes we brush over it briefly,
but we never got so far into
deconstructing the illusion of trust that
we have created among ourselves and
how it re-enforced the power dynamics
and the rigidity in co-learning and
questioning our habits and internal
reflections. Within this space, even if
unspoken, trust is knowing that even if we
spoke different languages and used
different terminologies we will be
acknowledged. It’s knowing that trust is
not only acquired and reciprocated; it is
also learned and taught through
observing with self and collective
accountability.



It was perplexing but also
understood that in this very
space; we found solace in
knowing that we struggle
collectively. This revelation of a
collective struggle brought
temporary joy, because even if
contradictive, eliminating the
factor of loneliness within a
struggle is a joyful act, for
loneliness is a wild act of violence
imposed on us by a system
heavily dependent on individual
gain and isolations and is
constantly re-enforced through
means of production and the
perception of success.

If there is a lesson | can
take away from this
experience is that joy,
malicious or not, is a
language imposed on us,
and just like all
languages, it has its
structure, vocabulary
and rules. One can take it
as face value and roll
with it, or we can do what
we do best, joyfully
reconstruct its meaning
and use.
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The story of self-reclamation
Andrej Nehme

Everything is tense.
| could feel energy reflecting off of me to
my surroundings.

| am Lebanese Bosnian. | was born and
raised in the South of Lebanon, where it
always felt grey and gloomy.

It was a place of struggle, | could see
people suffering around me, though in my
head it seemed so far away...

For me | wasn't sure | belonged. It felt cold
and intrusive. All of that was reflected
inside of as | was in the process of self-
realization. It was me looking for clarity in
the midst of what | was stuck in.

| was lost inside of my own mind. There
were thoughts of who am 1? | remember
feeling very self-aware. | was thinking how
dare | change from what society thinks of
me. This society that gaslights us into

believing that we are not who we are but

what society wants us to be.

It felt like this clarity I'm seeking would
break so many walls u had against my own
self a d against society.

This feeling stemed from the confusion
and absolute obscurity inside of my mind.
Who am I?

What am | going to be?

What makes "A" the person who he is
now?

It started with my birth gender. | never
related to it, so | knew | had to find
another one. It made sense to start
looking for a name. In Grammar,
everything has a name. To not have one
means to not exist. | knew | had to look. |
looked everywhere, baby name guides,
videos, articles of what you can yourself. |
looked in Arabic, | couldn't see myself
there. | looked in English, it felt fake. It
took so long to find my name because in
fact | didn't know who | was.

| was hooked on letter "A", even though
my legal name doesn't start with that
letter. l used "A" as a temporary name for
myself. It was the name of one of the
characters in astory | read as a teen. The
character was genderless. That was what |
was feeling at that time. | couldn't
comprehend the binary-ness of the world.
| was rediscovering myself, my gender and
my sexuality.

That character was not only similar to me
but we shared same beliefs. It was
refreshing. To me, it was just like being lost
and finding yourself for the 1st time.

Here's where the journey of finding myself
started. | stumbled on the name Andrej.
This name means someone who is always
fighting and is very careful; as if that's not
my experience as a trans person. | for one
was rejecting society's impact on me, and
for us us trans people that's the bravest
thing one can do.



That name sat on my backburner, when |
was finally started self-conceptualizing
myself. It started first by telling my
closest friends and they were very
understanding.

My friends and | are very close and alike
even though we can be very different. It
always felt like we shared the same brain,
and sometimes we joke about it too.
However, | was always scared if their
opinions, especially on coming out as
Trans, and with sharing my name. Telling
them was an absolute scare.

| wanted to be understood. If | ever had a
personal agenda, it was that | wanted to
make sense of who | am. All | wanted was
to feel more in check and content with
myself.

| was afraid of confronting anyone in this
society- including my friends, with the
truth of who I am.

When it was all over with, | felt like | was
finally having a glimpse of light in the
middle of a storm. Honestly, it felt like |
was having a breather from overthinking
constantly; and thinking on your own
doesn't make stuff easier for you.

It might have been the first time | felt
Trans Joy. It was the first time | could
make sense of that was happening inside
of me. It made me feel like like there's
there's avalanche happening inside of me.
When | made it out, it was the point of
finally reclaiming myself.



It was time to finally reclaim myself from
all society's shackles and from who | was

supposed to be.
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Evaluation from the collaborators:

Written by Kaliwa

Communication gives birth to community, it creates interpersonal
connections between people. Human connection is what builds a
community.. The writing workshop done by Qorras in collaboration with
Perspectivity is part of this network of communication, which gathered
multiple trans folks from different backgrounds and upbringings to express
and discuss their own understanding of what “Trans Joy” is. Many things
took place during the 3 days, and the partakers of the workshop had a lot of
feedback to share.

Such opportunities aren’t very common, for it is difficult to find a safe
space that allows Trans folks to openly express themselves without
judgement. And so, it feels liberating to let one’s thoughts out; all while
being validated by those alike to them, even if it’s just for a few days.
Especially during a period where the “T” is most of the time left out of many
important conversations. The space allowed those who usually hide away
from the public gaze to be visibly secure in their identity. The comfort of
seeing people express outwardly how they feel within was quite the delight
to the eye. As well as the active listening to people’s point of views and
stories shed light on an abundance of new perspectives and understandings
of different concepts, like: the limits of language when it comes to
describing one’s identity, the possible relation between neurodiversity and
transness, being non-binary and identifying as trans, transmisogyny,
expressing gender in a Cis world and so on. Topics which one wouldn’t
imagine being able to come up with on their own, without the help of the
collective. Although, these conversations mostly happened in private
amongst the participants, Qorras were able to gain the trust of many easily,
which is a strong point of theirs, since it is not common to see organisers
engaging at the same level as participants. However, with that trust also
came high expectations from those involved.

On the other side of the coin, since it’s a “writing” workshop it is important
to take into consideration that people from different socioeconomic status
and diverse neurological behaviour have contrasting writing skills, sentence
construction, distinct pace of expression, et cetera.



Most of us are not professional writers, but rather a small group of people
with a common identity, that found an opportunity to express themselves.
There was built up tension within the writing room, which created an uneasy
atmosphere. From what was understood, several people felt a lack of
experience from the facilitators when it came to interacting with Trans
people. Moreover, it seems that the pace of work didn’t give enough time
for some to properly contemplate, which led to the loss of one’s ideas while
writing, creating unnecessary discomfort that could have been avoided
from the beginning. Facilitators and organizers should have communicated
more pre-workshop on the dynamics of the group and what could have
awaited them. Perhaps this could have been avoided with more vigilance
from Qorras before partnering with anyone.

Fortunately, there was constant communication between the organisers
and the community, which led to a proper handling of the situation. The
participants were patient and displayed maturity when facing certain
issues. They worked together with the team against the problem. Such
experiences help us understand how to prevent them in the future. Qorras’s
Goal is to grow and expand its community. However, it is important to note
that sharing identity (Here, Transness.) is not necessarily a strong enough
basis for community. It is our progressive characters and sense of solidarity
that can truly help us build a community together. Which leads to the re-
evaluation of Qorras’ values when it comes to opening such spaces for
people.

At the end of day, many participants enjoyed the workshop. They
connected with each other on many levels, and the openness of the group
made one feel a sense of belongingness and comfort. The flexibility within
the workshop helped solve certain challenges. Overall, the organisers
listened to the needs of the collective and prioritised them over just
following the Agenda. Such a workshop is an excellent chance for growth,
knowledge gathering and strengthening one’s bond with those of common
interest for future collaboration and events.
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This zine is a documentation encompassing the drawings, writings, the art and
emotions captured and developed throughout the process of a write-shop
organised by Tajassod working group in Qorras.

Design: Xafeer & Eden
Illustrations: Eden
Supported by We Lead Consortium
2022
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*All the participants and collaborators
*Prespectivity team
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