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CCB.7™ FLOOR PLAN

Fig.8.32. 7" Floor Plan.
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1 Block Lobby (Above)
2 Theater Landing

3 Theatre Observation Deck

Fig.8.35. 1t Floor Plan.
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CCB . SUNKEN ENTRANCE TO SUPERMARKET Fig.8.37 Sunken entrance to supermarket.
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1 Down Ramp

2 Up Ramp

3 Display Wall

4 Film Archive Reception

5 Interactive Projection /
information Terminals

6 Video Editing / Viewing Suites
7 Sound Booth

8 Film Archive

9 \Void

10 Fabrication Studio

Fig.8.40. -4 Floor Plan.
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CHAPTER EIGHT

Fig.8.42. View east into Space of the Voice.
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1:500 Fig.8.43. -5" Floor Plan
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Fig.8.44. -6" Floor Plan
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Fig.8.45. Level of the Space of the Voice
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Fig.8.47 Night view during a public celebration

Fig.9.0. (Next Page) Graffiti adorning the hoarding walls of
the construction sites adjacent to Place des Martyrs left by
mourners and protestors during the March 2005 Indepen-
dence protest. Photograph by author on September 2005.






CONCLUSION: BY WAY OF...

You Have Your Lebanon and I Have My Lebanon
Gibran Khalil, Gibran (1883— 1931)

You have your Lebanon and its dilemma. Ihave my
Lebanon and its beauty.

Your Lebanon is an arena for men from the West and
men from the East.

My Lebanon is a flock of birds fluttering in the early
morning as shepherds lead their sheep into the mead-
ows and rising in the evening as farmers return from
their fields and vineyards.

You have your Lebanon and its people. T have my
Lebanon and its people.

Yours are those whose souls were born in the hospi-
tals of the West; they are as a ship without rudder
or sail upon a raging sea . . . . They are strong and
eloquent among themselves but weak and dumb
among Europeans.

They are brave, the liberators and the reformers, but
only in their own area. But they are the cowards,
always led backward by the Europeans. They are
those who croak like frogs boasting that they have
rid themselves of their ancient, tyrannical enemy, but
the truth of the matter is that this tyrannical enemy
still hides within their own souls. They are the slaves
for whom time had exchanged rusty chains for shiny
ones so that they thought themselves free. These

are the children of your Lebanon. Is there anyone
among them who represents the strength of the tower-
ing rocks of Lebanon, the purity of its water or the
fragrance of its air? Who among them vouchsafes to
say, “When I die I leave my country little better than
when I was born?”

Who among them dares to say, “My life was a drop of
blood in the veins of Lebanon, a tear in her eyes or a
smile upon her lips?”

Those are the children of your Lebanon. They are,
in your estimation, great; but insignificant in my
estimation.

Let me tell you who are children of my Lebanon.

They are farmers who would turn fallow field into
garden and grove.

They are the shepherds who head their flocks through
the valleys to be fattened for your table meat and your

woolens.

They are the vine-pressers who press the grape to
wine and boil it to syrup.

They are the parents who tend the nurseries, the
mothers who spin silken yarn.

They are the husbands who harvest the wheat and the
wives who gather the sheaves.

They are the builders, the potters, the weavers and the
bell-casters.

They are the poets who pour their souls in new cups.
They are those who migrate with nothing but courage
in their hearts and strength in their arms but who re-
turn with wealth in their hands and a wreath of glory

upon their heads.

They are the victorious wherever they go and loved
and respected wherever they settle.

They are the ones born in huts but who died in pal-
aces of learning.

These are the children of Lebanon; they are the
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lamps that cannot be snuffed by the wind and the salt
which remains unspoiled through the ages.

They are the ones who are steadily moving toward
perfection, beauty and truth.

What will remain of your Lebanon after a century?
Tell Me!  Except bragging, lying and stupidity? Do
you expect the ages to keep in its memory the traces
of deceit and cheating and hyprorisy? Do you think
the atmosphere will preserve in its pockets the shad-
ows of death and stench of graves?

Do you believe life will accept a patched garment

for a dress? Verily, I say to you that an olive plant

in the hills of Lebanon will outlast all of your deeds
and your works; that the wooden plow pulled by the
oxen in the crannies of Lebanon are nobler that your
dreams and aspirations.

I say to you, while the conscience of time listened to
me, that the songs of a maiden collecting herbs in the
valleys of Lebanon will outlast all the uttering of the
most exalted prattler among you. I say to you that
you are achieving nothing. If you knew that you are
accomplishing nothing, I would feel sorry for you,
but you know it not.

You have Your Lebanon and I have my Lebanon






APPENDIX 1: INTERVIEWS

May 6, 2005. 12:00pm

Hamilton, ontario

FARID: In English as best as you can.

DALAL: What do you want? (Aggressively)

FARID: Could you please tell me about... tell me about Leb-
anon before the war... when you were growing up,
like where you were born and where you grew up.

DALAL: You are talking about Lebanon in the sixties and the
seventies. Lebanon in the seventies was on the peak.
It was the best. All torurism, it was open every sum-
mer they make big festival. Lots of tourism comes to
Lebanon. You go everywhere... its day and night...
there is no night, nobody sleep.

FARID: Ok. Tell me a typical day that you would have.

DALAL: What do you mean?

FARID: Tell me a typical day, where you hung out what you
did.

DALAL: My typical day was like everybody... I was in school.

FARID: Ok

DALAL: I was going to... to Lebanese University.

FARID: Where was it?

DALAL: it wasn’t too far from home... it was in Nakash,
New Nakash

FARID: New Nakash, is that down near Beirut proper?

DALAL: No it was in the Beirut suburb. It was down under...
under Rabieh station.

FARID: Under Rabieh station. Ok.

DALAL: You remember Lafoulier down there. Ingiliegh...
hada(next to in Arabic)

FARID: Next to the Ingelieh and you lived on the top of
Metaileb mountain? Which was just the next moun-
tain over.

DALAL: Yeah.. Yeah...Next mountain over Lebanon...
Beirut.

FARID: so you used to go to school there... so tell me your
typical day.. what time you got up?

DALAL: You know... You get up in the morning and you get
yourself ready to go to school and you go to school
and then you hang out with your friends... you
know... having a beautiful weather most of the time
we used to go out after school have coffee what-
ever... you know... go around... The weather helps

the society helps everything you know is provided
for you to have fun... Lebanon is very open mind,
very liberal, very accepting... very hospitable.

FARID: so tell me where you guys used to hang out?

DALAL: We go to café places, café trotroare places... we to
£o some restaurant... we go movies sometimes..

FARID: were these all places in Beirut...

DALAL: Some of them were Beirut, Some of them on the
Mountain... Some of them in Junieh... like next
cities.

FARID: Did you drive...

DALAL: Yeah I used to dive. I have my car for sure...

FARID: what kind of car did you have?

DALAL: Well I have very modern car... it was brand new
car... it was those days... it was a Pontiac Lemon...

FARID: Pontiac...

DALAL: Lemon

FARID: Lemon.

DALAL: ...yeah... two three years old it was brand new...

FARID: And you lived at home with...

DALAL: I lived at home with mom and Dad and my
brother....

FARID: and your brothers?

DALAL: One brother...

FARID: One brother... which brother did you live with?

DALAL: Pierre...

FARID: Pierre?

DALAL: Yeah... he had his supermarket...

FARID: He had a supermarket in the front of the building?

DALAL: Yeah...

FARID: Did you guys used to dress up and go out down to
Beirut?

DALAL: Of Course.. of course...

FARID: Tell me about a time you did that...

DALAL: ...you know Saturday and Sunday it was party
time... Friday night Saturday and Sunday... your

... yeah...

part starts 11 o’clock... 12 o’clock and it doesn’t
finish up until early morning...

FARID: So tell me what would happen after you would come
back from school... you come home from school
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around three...

DALAL: No... we come up from school around 1:30

FARID: Around 1:30

DALAL: School starts early...

FARID: Around 7

DALAL: Yeah seven thirty... You come have lunch you have
some siesta... nap and then... when you wake up
four five o’clock.. you have enough time to go out..
study and go out...

FARID: So you would get up around five, do your home-
work.. get dressed call your friends and go out...

DALAL: Yeah... Yeah... around seven... eight.. you full
shape you have enough time to go out... Catch up
with your sleep in afternoon.. you finish your home-
work and... like I said the weather is more energetic
over there.. no much humidity... the most you could
have humidity over there is 80 percent... all dry.. you
have this pine weather.. all trees you are in a mood
to do things... lots of oxygen...

FARID: And so you would go out. You leave the house
around what time?

DALAL: Yeah... if you are going out you would always leave
the house around 11 o’clock... sometimes we pick
up friends and sometimes you meet... depends.

FARID: Would you guys go dancing... would you guys go
eat out...

DALAL: No.. we would like to go places were you would eat
and dance... major restaurants in Lebanon you eat
and dance... you barely just eat... unless it is very
prestige one where you would only eat and come
which it wasn’t so popular... people would like to
go out and have fun around... you know... you eat
from eleven to twelve to one and then one the dance
floor start and two it’s mixed between... it starts
with Lebanese song, Arabic song... popular one...
and then goes within maybe half an hour 45min
then maybe you have 15min half an hour European
song like you know... slow dance or jazz or what-
ever... then you go back to Arabic... then the party
is mixed... until two three o’clock 4 o’clock...



FARID: 4 o’clock it would finish...?

DALAL: Yeah... yeah... you have people they don’t like
to leave. Like they are having fun because your
barbecued meal comes around two three... so...your
second meal... first you start with a meze... like you
know...tartar meat... you know small small plates
all kinds... kebbe, tabouleh, hummus...

FARID: Finger foods.

DALAL: Yeah finger foods... snasal... everything... all kinds
of pastries all kinds of vegetable salads... every-
thing...

FARID: So these restaurants would open specifically at ten
o’clock.

DALAL: Yeah... we usually. what I like the most it used to be
the big dish in the middle of the table provided with
all fresh vegetables, all variety... you know what
I’m saying.. so fresh and so good that you feel like
to grab and cut and share. Big tomatoes... with the
piece of tomato is around two pound three pound...
big one where you can slice it and you can put alco-
hol in it and soak it and it tastes really good... while
you are drinking you just snack...

FARID: And at four o’clock when the party ends... if the
party ends... where does everyone go...

DALAL: Oh some crazy like ... on the weekend we used to
go to some sweet places...

FARID: Like Bakeries?

DALAL: No no no... it’s like specially pastries... like patis-
serie... sweets...

FARID: Pastry shops?

DALAL: Yeah... we go out for coffee and some sweet chat
and then go home to bed... Once you go home...
you sleep few hours and you get back on your feet...
it doesn’t take you much to just catch up on your
sleep... because you are having fun and nice ambi-
ance, nice food and nice weather... it helps you...
plus ...nice company...

FARID: And who did you used to go out with... your school
friends or the neighbours

DALAL: I usually go with my school friends.. but to stay

late I go with my family friends... cousins brothers,
sisters... go together...

FARID: And so you would go to these pastry shops... and
you would be there from 4 o’clock till...

DALAL: Yeah.. we stay maybe half an hour an hour once the
day starts to come out we just go home...

FARID: Around five...

DALAL: yeah... you just go home... you hit the bed in the
morning... just for a few hours... but this is the
days on the weekend when you have no school... In
the weekdays maybe you go eat and dance and you
would come home earlier...

FARID: You would go out on the weekdays?

DALAL: Weekdays yes... but not often... only on special
occasions.

FARID: Would you hit any kind of bakeries on the way
home...

DALAL: Yeah.. in Lebanon the bakeries are open in the
nighttime... anytime you go you pick up the fresh
bread, cookie, the fresh ka’ak and shee... you want
to have a fresh one you go night... during the week
it’s good to go for a drive...

FARID: For a drive around the city..

DALAL: Yeah it’s for a drive to get ice cream some sweet...
it’s fun you know nice breath... you go around you
have an argileh... sometimes we order some lahmeh,
a sandwich jebneh... it’s more then enough... you
come home happy...

FARID: Did you do anything during the day on weekends?
Or did you go out only at night...

DALAL: During the day yes you go out... you go out... but
usually more crowded... mainly in the afternoon...
in the morning you mostly work...

FARID: Yeah... and you would work on the weekends...

DALAL: No... No work... some people they do... people
that have their own business they work... Most
works in Lebanon is a family business, like mom dad
father son... they take after each other they release
each other... everybody know what he is doing they
don’t have to worry too much about paper work
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money wise... they all ditch in and grow up ditching
with each other...

FARID: So on the weekend did you ever make it down to the
beaches?

DALAL: I'm sorry?

FARID: Did you go down to the beaches...

DALAL: On the weekend in the afternoon... Friday after-
noon, Saturday afternoon... and sometimes after
school, when it’s too hot, you feel like going down to
the beach for a few hours...you go around two three
when the UV is less and enjoy it for few hours...

FARID: And you would come home and have a nap before
going out...

DALAL: Yes yes... | have to go... sorry 'm late...

FARID: Thanks mom.. we’ll continue this when you get
back?

DALAL: Yes... sorry...



May 14t 2005. 3:00pm

Hamilton, ontario

FARID: Okay — I interviewed you each separately about grow-
ing up in Lebanon. Can we... (interrupted by Joseph)

JOSEPH: I still have a few things about growing up in Lebanon

FARID: Yes — you will have time to give me your thoughts.

I will give you the recorder. Mama — I want you to
give me your thoughts as well.

DALAL: About?

FARID: Well about recording your thoughts about what you
remember.

DALAL: About?

FARID: About Lebanon...about anything you can remember
that comes to mind. We are going to begin to build a
dialogue about this. ’'m curious to see your memory
about the place. But right now while [ have you two
together — I'd like to talk about.....I'd like you guys
to talk a bit about during the war, how you met,
your wedding, where you ended off, and so forth....
so if you could start.

DALAL: Me??

JOSEPH: While originally my grandfather and her grand-
father are cousins — not sure if you mentioned that
earlier...So, kind of far relatives. We met during
the war because of our political believes. We both
believed in the same people, the same party, and the
same Lebanon. We start getting together after we
stopped getting attacked by the Palestinian and pro-
Syrian group and we start getting together to see
how we can protect our areas and how we can form
a center for the political parties or an office for the
parties at the time.

FARID: That was you and mom? Or just the family?

JOSEPH: At the time it was myself, her brother, herself, the
father, because we needed the financial support. So
her father, my father, her brother were pitching in
and we start getting other people in our town to get
together with us. We ended up first donating money
to our headquarter and after we decided we’re going
to open up on office in our town.

JOSEPH: A little bit back to the years where we used to be in
school together — where we met.

FARID: What year was that?

JOSEPH: Oh Jesus, uh, 1978 maybe, 772

DALAL: 1977

JOSEPH: Yes 1977. Those years were funny. We didn’t live
them as a teenager or young adult because we felt
like we had to be mature fast enough and respon-
sible fast enough and involved in the political life
faster than any normal people/kids living in a
different country. This is basically why we had to
try and grow faster and we didn’t realize we were
missing our teenager days, our university time - it
was burned with the political situation in Lebanon.
We were more in training with camps and political
issues to survive and worrying about tomorrow if
we’re still going to be in our homes or fleeing, or
being attached. Then really worrying about living a
love story, or a normal situation as a teenager.

JOSEPH: When I met (pause) (you ask your mother some-
thing in Arabic) (she responds in Arabic)

DALAL: What can I say?

JOSEPH: Do you agree? Disagree?

DALAL: I agree with what you’re saying. As a teenager we
only see life in a teenager’s way. We just want to live
and just to keep our dignity, our family and area’s
dignity and supporting eachother. We didn’t realize
how much we missed in our own life. Considering
when you see our friends or distant cousins who
got hurt during the war — life is becoming more and
more realistic and we hit the reality of life — which
is you can die, lose things, miss your friend or what-
ever. We kept sticking together to support our goals/
our belief of Lebanon and for our rights.

JOSEPH: Regarding the way I met your mother. We were in
highschool at the time. I used to have my car and pick
up my sisters with me in the morning and take them
to their school and then go to my school and this is
why I met your mother. We weren’t friends. We knew
we were relatives. We used to take casually until we
start knowing eachother more. I knew my mother
used to follow me in a cab to try and spy on me to see
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whether or not [ was going to school after I dropped
off my sisters or whether [ was just going to the head-
quarters or whatever. Especially more and more with
the party, going on checkpoints....so what I used to
do was park my car in front of the school in a visible
place where my mom could see it and I used to ask
your mom to borrow her car. So I borrowed her cars
and go the extreme and wild things that we did when
we were teens is used to take your mother’s car and
with a girlfriend, a friend, and his girfliend — go to the
mountains, or to lunch or for a drink and spend the
whole day and then come back to school at the end of
the day to return the car to your mother. And I think
we used to do that once every 10-15 days where we
skipped school. T had a very good relationship with
the teachers and they let me do certain things without
really raising issues with the Principal’s office — and
this is how we met. She knew most of my girlfriends
and before we didn’t have anything in common except
being relatives. It was after those things happened.

FARID: Is there anything else you want to add? How did
you guys get married? The proposal? The wedding?
Open up a little.

DALAL: What proposal?

DALAL: Well, we start university. He started his own field at
university and we were apart for awhile.

JOSEPH: I think maybe what brought us together is since we
start getting more involved with the political party
— we elected her brother to be president and I was
the secretary at the time and I was very young. We
start gathering people and I think your mother was
responsible at one point...

DALAL: I was head of the feminine perspective

JOSEPH: Yes, the female views in the party. And her father
donated a location to have the office in one of his
homes and we opened the office - the political party
office and we start getting more and more young
people involved. I think at one point we reached a
good number — Do you remember?

DALAL: Compared to other places we were in high number



JOSEPH: I mean....stuttering

JOSEPH: I think 40-50 people within a few months. We were
very active — always dividing ourselves into groups
and we had more people joining and the group of
6 or 7 used to go the front togheter and we used to
designate that those people would go on certain
days to the front and those guys used to go for
(interrupted)

DALAL: I used to think it was service military for 15-20 days
to learn to serve...the training bootcamp

JOSEPH: Yes — the trainging bootcamp. When we had to
start getting involved in the front, we used to com-
mit ourselves to feed the front with a certain number
of people for a certain number of days. We had a
couple fo times where our guys got hurt, got shot..
(interrupted)

DALAL: Member some of our kids were missing for a few
days too!

JOSEPH: Yeah and when you go to the front sometimes you
get cut off from — it was an attack and a counter-
attack and the enemy will attack us and you end up
having some of your people that couldn’t withdraw
and they would stay there for a day or two and we
had to draw another attack. We had to pull them
back to keep more ground and Uh....

JOSEPH: Going back to how we got married and I proposed
and all that...because of this bureau, and her
brother and my family — she had a three brothers
that used to live in Africa and they came to visit and
met my sisters and this is where the two brothers
wanted to marry my twin sisters. They were very
young at the time so we had to hold it a year or
two so because they were still teenagers when they
got engaged. Before they got engaged [ was getting
more and more involved in the party and my parents
were worried about me because I’'m the only boy in
the family. You have to keep the name of the family
running traditionally — so therefore they wanted
to protect me. So they decided they want me out
of Lebanon and it was a big debate. [ wanted first

to go to Italy to continue my studies and to be an
architect and go to Florence. My dad was worried
about that so he would like to see me getting mar-
ried, established and then going wherever I want.
He wanted me to get established and go to Africa to
start working anywhere, doesn’t matter where. The
talks started then that your mother was single and
we just started seeing eachother and getting used to
eachother. My sisters were seeing her brothers so 1
started going with them to visit at her brother’s su-
permarket. From one thing to another — she stopped
coming with her brothers, and I stopped coming
with my sisters.

DALAL: He proposed to me at the beginning it was a little
bit of shock. I wasn’t planning to get married. [ was
the last girl in the house. I was enjoying my school-
ing and my living. I never thought to settle down. I
had my mom and my dad around me supporting me
and enjoying myself. So then what happen Zuzu??

JOSEPH: So what happened — each one of us started univer-
sity until Summer 79 when we were heavily attacked
by the Syrians

DALAL: No — in ’79 were married

JOSEPH: Yes, was it in *78..When did we have the big attack??
(long pause)

DALAL: 77??

JOSEPH: They were in Lebanon during 75-77 but we were
heavily attacked in Lebanon during some tests or
something. I don’t remember.

DALAL: You’re talking about 77 when you were in school.

JOSEPH: Yeah but I think in *79 when we decided to get
married the situation was getting more and more
tough. We decided to get married and to get out
of Lebanon. First my oldest sister got married 6
months before us and then the twin sisters married
her two brothers in the August before. Then we
planned our wedding for August 11th —a week
later. After we got married — my sisters decided to
leave to Africa, right?

DALAL: No. They left for their honeymoon — to Italy and
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then to Africa ahead of us. A few weeks ahead?
Within 6-7 weeks we left Lebanon.

JOSEPH: Yes we got married August 11th and we spent a few
days out of the house on honeymoon. We came back
home. We spent...

DALAL: Did you tell what happned on our honeymoon?
(laughing)

JOSEPH: What? (laughing)

DALAL: The bombarding!

JOSEPH: Oh yeah! We had a reservation I think at the
mountain.

DALAL: No it wasn’t

JOSEPH: Yes — it was a rented chalet on the mountain used
for skiing and nice weather in the summer. It’s in a
touristic attraction town/area. So they had during
the summer — nice clubs in restaurants. I think we
spent 5 days??

DALAL: No — we got married Saturday and the Sunday
morning I woke up. I went home. I start crying. I
felt awkward. You said lets go home and visit your
parents. Remember we got out our summer clothes
to come home. We left around 7-8 a.m.?? We start
driving down the mountain to buy gifts for the
family. We bought our gifts and we reach home and
in your parents home there is no one. Then we went
to my parents home and everyone was panicked and
scared. They were shocked that there was an attack
between the armies at where we had been and saw
some bodies and they thought — maybe we had been
hit by the bombs. They weren’t even sure if we were
one of the bodies. So they were very anxious to see
us and asking us which way we came and what we
heard. We weren’t aware of any of this but we had
left just a few minutes before the attacks started.
They saw the problem. We didn’t see anything.

FARID: Wow

DALAL: They were happy to see us and since then we were
scared to go back so technically we stayed home and
tried to have fun and sleep. It wasn’t safe to go far
anymore.



FARID: Right.

DALAL: What’s happen again?

JOSEPH: I think we started to get ready for Africa. We left
within a month?

DALAL: Well — about 6 weeks.

FARID: So, you moved to Africa — what did you take with you?

DALAL: Just our personal things

JOSEPH: Very minimal.

DALAL: We were lucky there was a house open for us.

JOSEPH: Yeah — what we did, was in Africa — I went with
your mother. Before our arrival — your uncle rented a
villa there and it has 4 bedrooms. 3 bedrooms and a
guest room and a living room/dining room.

DALAL: It was a huge house.

JOSEPH: So we rented a big villa and we went straight to
that place where we lived together on the second
floor for a couple of years. When I arrived there
we decided to split the business and open another
division. So I went with your uncle Slemin and we
opened another branch for the alcohol and John and
Antonine stayed in the main store.

DALAL: The year you were born your dad and uncle were
working together and they were booming. They
made good money. They were young, very dynamic,
working together, understanding eachother. Then I
had you and BJ and then Mona. Before I had Mona
actually your dad decided to have the jewellery
business. And then Uncle Simon and Anthony can’t
handle it alone so he went back to them and they
closed the second store and your dad did the jewel-
lery business by himself.

JOSEPH: But prior to that the reason we closed the second
branch the business started getting worse and worse.
It’s not as your mom said. The business was booming
the year we arrived and we reached a point where we
used to sell 65 containers a month. We used to order
(interrupted)

DALAL: I remember they week Fred was born you made tons
of money.

JOSEPH: Yes — like $100,000 that week. But after 6 months

the business was booming and we were importing
alcohol from all kinds 64-65 containers per month.
And we were selling twelve containers/ month of
AA batteries. We used to export our merchandise
to Benin, mostly to Nigeria, to Ghana and to Mali.
At the time it used to be Upper Volta, - today it’s
called something else. After a few years, the business
started getting less and less so we started worrying.
The government created a company to monopolize
the agencies from us and they started this company
to import themselves and to sell to us what we
marketed in the Togolese, Nigerian markets. So
that cut a lot of sales because the prices went up
and this company wanted to make their profit. The
company respected us so they cut our price at the
original country and keep our cut there — then sell
to the government — the government sold to us and
we make money. By the time it reached the customer
— it’s way more then we sold for so we start losing
business from Nigeria, etc. This is why we closed
the second branch and move Simon to original one.
We decided if we open jewellery business we can
keep our money and buy raw gold. It’s easier for us
to transport these things and take money out of the
country. We reduced the stock and got a presidential
degree to export raw gold from Togo to Geneva and
we started exporting with Calla and we combined
with another guy to export 200Kg of gold to Swit-
zerland who cleaned it and kept it for us wheteher
we go and buy it or sell to them.
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FARID: How old were you guys when you were there, and
Mom were you always in Africa or were you flying
back and forth?

DALAL: No, no, as a Lebanese your goal is first come your
family and kids and think to provide best education
and best support, best schooling, best medical for
our kids (says emphatically)...Anyways, for every
time whenever I’'m pregnant I had to go deliver back
home it is better hospitals, better care and better
environment.

JOSEPH: He’s asking how old you were when you went?
(talking to Dalal)

DALAL: Well, I was 21 I guess... [ was around 21/22.

JOSEPH: You were 22 because when we were married you
were 21, I was 19.

DALAL: So, within two years I had BJ and then we start to
have problems with his eye.

FARID: BJ was born in Africa?

DALAL: BJ was born in Africa.

FARID: Why was that? Did you miss the flight?

DALAL: No — we didn’t miss the flight — the situation in
Lebanon at the time was not really stable.

FARID: What was happening in Lebanon?

JOSEPH: June, 1982 we couldn’t use the airport or fly
straight to Beirut. Sometimes we used to drive to
Togo, from Togo to Benin, sometimes from Benin
we used to take the airflow which is a Russian
company. We used to go from Benin to Moscow — to
Cyprus — sometimes to Europe — from Greece to
Cyprus, and sometimes from Lagos — to Egypt — to
Cyprus — sometimes straight to Lebanon if airport
was open. Sometimes we flew to the Ivory Coast to
France — and then to Beirut if the situation permit.
All the flights to Cyprus, we used to take the boat to
Jounieh— sometimes it was faster boat then others.
Sometimes 12 hours, sometimes 8 hours.

DALAL: Oh, you know when B] was born the situation wasn’t
good in Lebanon — but when we had the situation
with his eye — we decide to go back home to get
checked by the doctors because the medical is better



there. I got B]’s eye checked and it was very bad time
because there was bombs everywhere. It was a very
scary moment (sighs)...I’'m trying to remember.

FARID: How long did you stay in Africa?

JOSEPH: From *79 to ’85 or ’84....DALAL: It was ’84 that
you went to Canada. So Mona was only 1/5 years.

FARID: Tell me about when Mona was born.

DALAL: Mona was born in Lebanon. Actually we start to
have in Africa, the yellow fever and I was pregnant
and it was very dangerous for pregnant women so we
packed and went back to Lebanon to be with better
medical and family. We went there and Auntie Nidal
was too skinny — she was pregnant with Danny? You
weren’t with me. BJ was with me. I went to Lebanon
like usual. I planned to have the baby there. I had to
get checked by the doctor, get blood tests and every-
thing. Lucky I want. We ran the tests between Auntie
Nidal and myself and I wasn’t too skinny and I was
feeling okay. I'm a good eater and nothing bothered
me. [ lived my normal life. The blood test showed I
was very anaemic. The doctor was surprised and at
first they thought there was a mistake between my
blood and my sister-in-law’s blood.

FARID: Did they do the test again?

DALAL: He re-did the test and it came out I am very
anaemic. I had to get 15 daily injections before I
delivered. Lucky I went through those injections.
Within 2 weeks in Lebanon I get Mona. The delivery
was fast. 15 minutes. Everything was fine — Mona
was okay — [ was okay. Mona’s problem is checking
baby after 20 days. She was supposed to gain weight
and she wasn’t. She lost weight. I tried to find out
why she lost weight — thinking she was not well fed.
She’s not growing, you know....

FARID: So you took Mona back to Africa

DALAL: No, no — in the beginning they wanted to find out
why Mona was sick. They wanted me to change
her formula. I was breastfeeding. The doctor said
I didn’t have enough nutrition for the baby and I
disagreed because my other kids were good with

nutrition. Apparently she was lazy because she has
to be pushed to eat and wake her up to eat all the
time. After the results came up and she was gaining
weight and everything was back to normal. We came
back to Africa February 28th — your dad’s birthday.
Within 2 months of coming back, everything was
fine. You were with me because the situation was
very bad in Lebanon. It was a big risk to kids.

JOSEPH: I was in Italy the night Mona was born

DALAL: when we came to Africa I left by boat. It was a trip
3-4 days on the road. Nidal came with me. Amo
John went back to get his wife and kids. ’m think-
ing.....it was Simon’s family...John and his family...
Antone’s family...We had a total of 18 people. John
was carrying 16 passports to try and pass the convoy
together. Mona was the only baby in the basket.

JOSEPH: That trip 18 people from the Noufaily family came
in one trip.

DALAL: Yes.

***Phone rings. interrupted***

DALAL: Um, since the situation was unbearable in Lebanon
we couldn’t leave any of the kids, we couldn’t stay to
live. It was very hard. The started bombing at night
time and the kids were crying in their cribs. I forget
the day when they start bombing really bad and the
house was shaking and we had to run to the shelter
and between you and B] — we forgot Mona in the
basket in the house. It was so dark. There was no
light. We had to look for the flashlight to find the
basket. Before I knew it I was crying. I had my boys
with me and then searching for Mona — it was very
tough, scary. [ was alone. That’s it. We decide to leave
as soon as possible. I left Lebanon within 6-7 weeks
of Mona’s birth. Mona was born in 83 — it was
February ’84 that we left. We left Jounieh harbour. It
was not equipped for the big boats so we had to be
transferred by the small boats to the big boats. And if
you weren’t careful, or your foot slipped, you would
fall and end up being in the sea and you’re lost. A
family lost 2 children in the sea a week of ahead of us
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so we had to be careful for the kids. We had to be very
secretive because they would come do checks on the
harbour. We had around 7 children...I don’t remem-
ber...Mostly kids with us. We had to carry bottles,
formula, hot flasks, even water for the kids. We had 3
or 4 cabins in the boat. We spend the night in the boat
reaching Cyprus. We were lucky — we end up being

in hotel for a day. The customs in Cyprus were very
bad to us. They searched every bag. Mona’s crib was
full of diapers and medication, and [ remember they
dumped the crib upside down just to search it. They
were nasty to us. Everything was expensive for us. We
couldn’t buy anything.

JOSEPH: They built Cyprus because of the Lebanese war.
(side note)

DALAL: Yeah — they took advantage of people because
people were desperate to get out and were willing
to pay anything. Then we got out and changed to
the plane. Egypt was very hot. It was very hot to be
in Egypt and it’s not well-organized....so anyways,
we get the plane. It was a Sunday — worst of all
being a weekend. So we reached Canal in Nigeria
and from there we had to go to Lagos. So imagine
how many planes were moving all over the place.
We had to run from the first plane because one of
the wings were on fire. ..... Luckily they gave the first
seat to me because I had Mona. I grabbed her and
tried to grab my beauty case when we were running
out. And the guard said “Lady what are you doing”
and I said “I want to grab my bag” and he said “Do
you want your life or your bag?” — It was so scary
because they were very scared to invade the area of
the plane because it was full of fuel. After we ran
out — we watched the whole thing full of flames and
it was scary. We waited until god knows when we
would leave with another plane because they had
to get another plane for us. So we stayed 4-5 hours
fighting. The airport was empty. They were trying
to find a way to ship us back to Lagos. We end up
drinking hot water from the flasks because there



was no water there. We needed to feed the kids. God
help us — a plane came down to help us. We reached
Lego around 9 p.m. Sunday night....Then; Dad and
your uncle send their cars to pick us up with the
drivers. They had been waiting for us. We tried to
move from one border to another in the cars.

FARID: Which border was this?

JOSEPH: From Lagos to Togolese.

DALAL: And this I’ll never forget — Mona’s back was all
rotten from laying down and the kids — you were
all finding some place to lay your bodies. Driving
happened all night. We had no more water. We
looked for African water to drink because we were
thirsty. We went through the Togolese border. They
were waiting for us at the Togolese border with the
paperwork and here we are just looking for hope
to see someone. Then [ hear your dad and I see two
cars parked. I hear them screaming in Arabic. And
I’m yelling “Yes God — we are here!” and we are run-
ning and trying to catch each other from one border
to another. It’s an unforgettable time. Oh (big sigh)
thanks god — it is over! I could make a book about
this trip. It was quite a trip. It was one of those
adventures in life — you know?

FARID: So the trip took about 4 days? And you took everything?

DALAL: Yes — well you have to get ready for you guys you
know — formula water, we had to fill up as much
as we can to provide for the kids. It was.....um, we
went through it...everything was okay.

JOSEPH: I remember vividly — quarter to 2 you guys were at
the border.

DALAL: Yes — it’s over. Okay...so Mona is there. We reach
Africa and she started to get back problems. Getting
lazy and everything. We reached Africa in February.
In June — no, in the summer Dad went to Lebanon
and when he went I remember I was looking at
Mona — and Danny was born in April after Mona
4months and come the summer, he started crawling
and sitting and Mona wasn’t doing anything, just
sleeping and not responding much. As a mother I

start to think there is something wrong — how come
my daughter is not moving ahead. So anyways, your
dad was in Lebanon so I asked him, please can you
ask the physician there why my daughter’s not mov-
ing. He had all the birth reports. So he went to him
and he gave him extra vitamin injections and the
doctor told your dad “once she gets these injections
she will have a boost and will be moving ahead” be-
cause Mona wasn’t kicking, standing, anything....so
he came back with those injections and I gave them
to her and she responded a little bit — she started
kicking. So he came back in November....No, not in
November, in August/September....

DALAL: Within a few months I take Mona back to Lebanon
to see myself why she’s not moving ahead because
Mona is almost one now and still like a new born....
So I went to Lebanon in October...

FARID: Of what year?

DALAL: It was October, 1984. Mona was only 10 month
old. Within a week my dad passed away...no, not
even a week. Reaching the airport, I remember
(long pause).....You came with me; the three of
you were with me going back to Lebanon (short
pause). When we reached Lebanon, Mona was in a
very bad situation — high fever, just barely holding
her head up. You could just look at her and know
she was sick. I spent my whole trip refreshing her
because the fever wouldn’t come down and Mona
was looking really tiny. I got to the airport and your
Grandma — as soon as she looked at Mona didn’t
like the way she looked — she was close to one year
old and something was wrong...We went straight
to the hospital. They quickly ask for blood tests
and checking her. They recommended putting her
on vitamins right away so she could catch up with
all the vitamins she had been losing. Anyways, the
next day we went for blood tests and remember the
hospital is close to my sister — in Lebanon nobody
knew I was going though, even my own dad...So my
sister meet me at the hospital door and she gave us
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a call and ask if ’'m there and grandma said yes, I
was there and I had just arrived with the three kids
and the youngest was not good. We didn’t know

if it was long term problem or whatever, or maybe
physically she didn’t have enough immunization.
Perhaps she only needed temporary boost to grow...
we don’t know??... Anyway, my sister she called me
my dad had called Auntie Pierrette right beside and
said I was here — ‘my favourite’ — because I was his
favourite, I was the last one. He said he wanted to
come visit me. Everybody was excited to see me. He
just left the place and he fall down outside. He had
brain damage. He cut his head and ended up in the
hospital in a coma and that’s it....That’s it. Within
two, three days.....

FARID: That’s it — he just cut his head??

DALAL: Yes that’s it — apparently as soon as he fell he was
gone — because he wasn’t responding at all.

FARID: Did he fall by himself? Or was it a seizure?

DALAL: What do you mean??? ....No — he didn’t have sei-
zure. Just brain damage

JOSEPH: Yes it was a seizure...

DALAL: No —it’s brain damage...well, kind of. (speaks
Arabic briefly)

DALAL: Anyway — I was lost between my Mona...thanks
god I had medication for her...and were running cat
scan for Mona and everything....and at the same
time [ was worried about my father in the hospital.
So, within three days I reached Lebanon. [ remember
three days — Saturday/Sunday — your uncles were in
Lebanon??? John? Simon?

FARID: And they went to visit Jido?

DALAL: Yeah — they went to visit Jido and they don’t know
what to do in the hospital. They were dealing with
a body with no hope. They called all kinds of
doctors but there was no hope — he was gone. Like,
technically I didn’t see him die but he knew [ was
there....So it was a big hurt to me because I was
there and it was a big mess. So (pause) Monday they
announced the death on All Saints Day. I will never



forget it was All Saints Day (October 31). After the
funeral and everything — your uncles left and I start
to deal with Mona — put her on the medication and
taking care of her- she started to respond. With the
weather in Lebanon it’s wintertime — it’s cold and
strong weather. It boosts Mona to become... aware
of what’s going on and make her more active and
respond for almost everything, you know. She was
moving normally ahead until October... like I stayed
in Lebanon until November, December. December
was when your dad’s cousin passed away from a car
accident — not even 40 days past my dad’s death ???
Your dad’s cousin — Patrick — his uncle had a car
accident and died. Well, It was a big problem in the
family because he was only 21 and girl shes in coma

FARID: His girlfriend?

DALAL:
DALAL:

yes his girlfriend.

It was a shock to everyone. The funeral went to
around a week — we had to deal with it... and it was
a bad struggle in Lebanon because it was a time
when the Lebanese money started to drop very bad.
I will never forget it — you guys were getting sick ev-
ery week because of the weather change. Every week
we have a child sick... antibiotic is jumping from $
pound to 50 pound to 10...

..... end of tape

Evening of May 7, 2005

Hamilton, Ontario

FARID: Tell me your experience of Lebanon before the war.
Tell me a typical day of growing up in Lebanon.

JOSEPH: As a student? Weekends?

FARID: Start with Lebanon before the war.

JOSEPH: Well before the war, as you probably read, Lebanon
was called so many names, the Swiss of eh the
Middle East, the jewel of the middle east... you know
all those countries because it was the eh... still ill
now, we don’t know how long it is going to stay that
way... it was the only Arab country with a Christian
president and they had a kind of democracy... it was
the only country in the middle east with a true de-
mocracy, where president was elected every six years.

When I grew up... unfortunately... it was until
maybe thirteen fourteen... when [ was thirteen four-
teen when things started to chance.

FARID: what year was that?

JOSEPH: ...I will say seventy. [ was born in nineteen sixty so |
will say seventy... four seventy three the was kind of
started. The war started with the Palestinians going
on the Place-Des-Martyr and trying to do certain
things... certain military things, but before that a
typical day for me [ was a student and I was going to
a private school.

They used to call it the Chan Ville... which is the freres
Marist. We used to wake up in the morning six thir-
ty seven o’clock. We used to get to school for eight,
eight-thirty, we were done around three o’clock. We
used to have... maybe half an hour break and then
we go and do our homeworks, we used to do our
homeworks at school... and by the time... like we...
after an hour and a half or hour, another break...
and we were done around six o’clock... and by the
time we’re home it was around seven, seven-thirty...
and this is... and we had to hand in most of our
homework during what we call etude period, which
is doing our homework at school. We arrive at home
and have supper and we start studying for oral
exams, readings and things like that... I can’t re-
member exactly... but [ know we never home before
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seven thirty. We used to do two hours of study after
class and that was mandatory for everybody.

FARID: What did you do during the weekends?
JOSEPH: During the weekends... I used to... I used to go

watch movies in Beirut and things like that. I used
to have a friend of mine almost my age... and my
advantage they were foreigners. he lived with his
mother... he rented one of the apartments in our
home... downstairs and his mother used to have a
good connections with the university, the American
university of Beirut and we used to go to the univer-
sity and watch kids playing baseball or American
football and things like that... watch some plays at
the university, watch some music, you know, pieces
played by the orchestra, the university orchestra, like
I mean, the student university. We used to go... we
used to go do our... our tours after that in Beirut
and it was mostly walking between the streets of
Beirut, sometimes with his mother... Most of the
time we used to go... autostop... you say it in English
it’s like... (joseph sticks his thumb out in a hitch-
hiker motion)

FARID: Hitchhike?
JOSEPH: Hitchhike Yeah we used to hitchhike as couple of

kids or we used to pay very minimum...like maybe
quarter of a pound to go to Beirut from our area...
We lived 14km. No we lived 12km from downtown
Beirut and we used to go...sometimes we used to
pay ten fifteen what we called piaster... in the bus to
Antilies from there of twenty five piaster, which is a
quarter of a Lebanese pound...actually one dollar
used to equal 2.25 Lebanese pounds...so we... we
used to hitchhike to downtown Beirut to Place-Des-
Martyr or... and we used to sometimes take another
cab to El Hamra, most of the cinema’s used to be on
El Hamra street.

FARID: Where is El Hamra?
JOSEPH: El Hamra Street is in Beirut... it is in the west side

of Beirut. And we used to go to those movies and we
used to sneak in within the crowds... sometimes we



used to arrive and the movie is started and there is no
more seats sold-out... and we used to talk to the guys
at the door and tell them that we are coming from
a far place and we would like to...and we will sit on
the floor to watch the movies and they used to let us
in...Sometimes we used to pay the tickets...After that
we used to go to some restaurants to spend as little
money as we can...and back again on the same route.
I remember we used to be so young and sweet-
talking the cab driver and telling him how much money
we have and how much money lets and what we want
to do and they used to take us for rides for free as well.

FARID: So, in your teens were you active in the university and

with your schoolwork and your friends and you were
getting down to Beirut often?

JOSEPH: Yes we lived in Mtaileb...but as a teenager when

I woke up and start to notice the situation around
me, fourteen fifteen...the war was already started
and everything shifted...we limited our movies, the
minimum we could have gone to the movies was in
our area... we were involved in the political party...
I was seventeen and, believe it or not, I was the
Secretary of the party in Mtaileb...we used to have
like fifty, fifty-four or fifty-seven...and some of them
were married and somewhere kids like myself.

We got involved very young...we didn’t have
much choice because...

FARID: was this before university?
JOSEPH: Yeah... before and during. You didn’t have a choice,

the war is going on... the Syrians were everywhere.
The... the other parties... unfortunately at one point
Lebanon... every embassy had a political party on
the Lebanese soil and every embassy used to get
involved in our politics... it was the war of the other
countries on Lebanon.

We were very young and we end up going to
training camp and it was a little bit scary because it
was the first time when we get involved in arms and
things like that... we used to be trained like... we
used to be trained with the live ammunition getting

shot beside us, you know, beside our feet. And we
were on the floor trying to move and we used to hear
the bullets above our heads. It was a little bit heavy
and...different training. Some of us got involved
more and more and some of us got involved really
only level-one training and others went beyond that.

FARID: Was it mandatory?
JOSEPH: It’s not mandatory but you have to do it because you

belong there... you were like a brainwashed like this is
it, this is the war for your survival, because we heard
what happened to other towns when the other army
or militia got in whether they destroy the churches or
they... they did bad things to the populations... some
of them fled some they burned, some of them had
their houses burned and all this...Syria was heavily
involved and they were on the mountains overlook-
ing our area, so it was difficult for us to live without
thinking too much what was going on... you can’t be
a neutral person living in the middle of all this stories
so we had to go to training camps.

They used to...the party used to, there is no
obligation, everything was volunteer, but when it
comes to the point and you say; “I want to go to the
front”...they usually study your case and if you were
the only boy in the family... they won’t let you. They
keeps you in the back and you end up doing some
ammunition or preparing logistics part of the war
or even doing internal checkpoints in our area. If it
was for, somebody that has more then one kid in the
family boys, it doesn’t matter if it was boys or girls;
everybody goes to the front...

My teens was very disturbing in a way that I lost
a lot of my close friends... during the war on the front
or even a bomb drop on the city. [ was sad to... and
we didn’t, we didn’t have like here you go through
emotions and the school picks it up and they send you
to a specialist and you sit down and talk about it.

It was difficult, like I mean. I had lost... I lost
few of my close friends, matter of fact one of my
closest friends just the last year in high school, he
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got shot. He died. It was... it was touching to go to a
funeral or to miss a funeral because you are involved
in your military things. You come back after a week
and you hear... The first question was after... when
the situation goes really bad and everybody goes to
his village, town or city and do his military activity,
when we come back to the school... after we come
back after a week or two or three... the first question
was; Who died? Who survived... who was wounded?

I remember... I remember we had a few teachers,
we wanted to maintain a regular life but a the same
time it was difficult because the bombs, the bombs,
especially the Syrian cannons were shooting over our
heads so all the bombs were dropping in our area and
we wanted to maintain a normal life, we wanted to
maintain the school, so the school was open and the
teachers used to come and teach us and I remember
vividly lots of times we had teachers coming to give
us a class and usually they are coming back straight
from the front, or from a training camp, or wherever,
mostly coming back from the front and they are very
tired and exhausted and the come in and they remove
their guns and put them on the desk and everybody
sits in the class to carry on a lesson and when it’s
done the teacher picks up his arms and goes.

FARID: Did everyone have guns?
JOSEPH: [ remember each one of us at one point or another

we had our own guns. I had my own gun. Every car
used to have military equipments like that whether
in the trunk or on the dashboard and you used to
have a member card for the political party and lots
of checkpoints in the area. It was a mess situation
and it struck me very very hard a few years later...
When I grew up...after university...1...this image
struck me very very..I don’t know...I tried to...what
happened is [ didn’t realize that when we were living
in Lebanon in the middle of all these things, we
thought this was normal life. I mean you hear like a
twelve years old went in the middle of the darkness
of the night to implement a bomb under a bridge,



because the Syrians were planning to attack...you
know...And that kid blew up the bridge and blew
himself with it...to save the town or something...and
this was daily stories that you hear.

I was after like my parents decided that they
want me to leave Lebanon because I was too much
involved and they said; “ok, you have to get out of
Lebanon” because [ was the only son in the family.

FARID: How old were you?

JOSEPH: ...Nineteen...I had my two, two and a half years of
architect and... actually three years by that time.

FARID: Which school had you been going to?

JOSEPH: I went to the, like I said before, the Freres Marist
before then we went to school in Bekfaya, then I went
into the Lebanese University. I had a pre-architect
school and the problem every time there is an exam it
was very tough to do the exam, very tough to study
under the bombs and all this, but I remember august
seventy-nine, before that my parents wanted me to
Leave Lebanon so I decided to get married and go to
Africa and all this. Once I went to Africa, we opened
a jewelry store in ninety...I think it was maybe...eighty,
pardon me...eighty or eighty-one because I remember
it was before the Israeli invasion to Lebanon. So in
eighty or eighty-one I was in Europe, like I came to
Africa and we opened a business and then I opened a
jewelry store so I used to go and buy gold, sometimes
to Lebanon, sometimes to Italy, but my trip used to
go from Lome to Togo to Paris. From Paris to Geneva
to do some business and exchange some money
because we used to export gold to Geneva.

I used to...I went to Geneva on one of my busi-
ness trips and L...I cried walking on the riverside
because it was the first time in my life that I see young
people laying down on the grass as couples and kids
playing, it wasn’t rollerblade at the time...it was
roller-skate or something...So, it was the first time [
saw an old guy, he was seventy seven because he was
speaking French and those guys were doing some
exercises and he kept telling them that: “Remember

I’m seventy-seven, I can’t do the same things”. And
with him he had teenagers and he had a couple of
ten years old, eleven or twelve and most, most of
them were teenagers playing with him. And you see
a couple laying down on the grass and a couple there
kissing each other and suddenly I had like a lightning
in my brain and I start thinking the difference be-
tween the two worlds and the Lebanese situation and
what is going on... and I was at the hotel hearing that
the Palestinians did this and that and the Syrians were
attacking our area trying to come down to the Chris-
tian, the last piece of the Christian area, between
Matin and K’srwan, which is two big places were a
big percentage of Christians lives in those areas.

It was... I don’t know... I start crying... | was
walking and looking at those guys... I don’t know if
I felt jealous... I felt jealous I don’t know... and it was
that day when I heard that another kid, twelve years
old blew himself up trying to stop a Syrian tank...
you know... that was painful...Really over all, going
back to the original question...it was a short period
by the time you can go on your own to go to Beirut
and enjoy Beirut and all this and then suddenly we
are adults we are adults and we are responsible, we
are carrying guns and we are checking cars and trucks
and doing checkpoints, and preparing a mission and
preparing ourselves to go to the front and preparing
food to the front...I can’t say that [ had a normal
teenager life...

We dealt with it...We dealt with it with the way
we had to deal with it without knowing whether it
was the right way or the wrong way...without getting
any medical support or any guidance and we were,
kind of, almost on our own. The parents were busy...
my mom never worked and she was a housewife and
she was taking care of us and...

JOSEPH: I remember one thing... [ used to drive a car when

I was fourteen and I used to drive my sisters to
school. I remember, we’d tell my mother we were
going to school and sometimes she believed me,
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sometimes she didn’t...If I had a mission I wouldn’t
tell her because she would freak out. I used to go on
the balcony from my home and throw my Rangers,
which were my military shoes, and my military suits
and belts and all this, throw them from the balcony,
carry my book and say bye to my mother, like I was
going to school, carrying my normal books with my
normal clothes going down to the driveway to drive,
as soon [ run down and pick up what I dropped
from the balcony and put in the trunk of the car
and go to school, stop my car at the school, change.
I leave the car in front of the school, in case my
mother wanted to check me out, and I hit the road
going with the others in different cars to the centre
were we are dispatched for either a checkpoint, or
ammunition, or food supply, anything for the front.

FARID: So what were these centres?
JOSEPH: Every town had a centre. Every town has a place

where we meet. In Mtaileb we had one, all the
towns and cities around us, but we used to have a
Quarter... Head Quarter in Bekfaya and it was in the
same city where my school was, my last two years

of high school was. We used to get ready and go to
the centre and they used to dispatch us from there,
and to come back before, make sure... To come

back before... before the school day ends because I
had pick up my sisters from school.

Sometimes we used to do exercises during the night;
we used to do training during the weekend. It was dif-
ferent. We were so busy in doing so many things we
weren’t thinking, nobody was thinking whether we
were going to survive or whether... [ was really blessed
that everything that I went through with minimal
damage. Minimum spiritual damage and minimum
physical damage when comparing to other people,
some of them lost their life, some of them lost like
the functions of their hands and feet and some of
them are in wheelchairs still...

FARID: Is there anything else you would like to add?
JOSEPH: No... not for now... I think that’s enough for now.
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in the glove compartments of the car... that was

JOSEPH: I can’t remember exactly the date, but one day... JOSEPH: I remember when we used to be at school... I

what happened was that we heard that the headquar-
ter was hit very hard and we... we heard that my
wife brother, before I got married, he was the presi-
dent of the centre in Mtaileb and... when we heard
that the headquarter was directly hit so like crazy
we jump in his car... he had a Pontiac GTO and he
drives like a maniac and so we almost like... had like
fifteen twenty kilometers and it usually takes you a
few... in three four minutes we where at the centre...
it wasn’t a direct hit, but it was pretty close and we
tried to help the people and all this...It was on our
way back after an hour of no bombardment... the
attack stopped for... maybe an hour... hour and a
half we tried to help the people over there.

I remember, we where on our way back... I
remember I was sitting on the back of the GTO
and suddenly the car jumped... the end of the car,
you know, flew off the road and started bouncing
and we heard a...the... crazy noise like it was the
bomb dropped right beside us. Pierre, which is my
brother-in-law, he is crazy. He made a U-turn and
he came back and he wanted to know exactly if
somebody was it because it was very close to the
car that we felt it and the car jumped... that bomb
missed us by maybe... I’ll say no more then fifteen,
fifteen-feet and what happened it was on the main
street and we where just passing a building where
the bomb hit the wall of that building... We missed
it by a fraction of a second and the bomb hit that
building and everything behind it was like a war
zone... and... I remember like it took us probably
a fraction of a second and we could have been
dead... If he slowed down a little bit we could have
had the bomb right in our face and we could have
been gone a long time ago.

had a good relationship. Actually it became like

a friendship with the teachers. Especially when I
was elected, the first year, when I moved to High
School, I was elected the president of the student
council and... I was dealing with the principal and
the teachers most of the time. During the war... we
used to go to school but our mind was always out
of the school... we where trying to keep on with the
classes and at the same time the principle and the
office couldn’t do much with us, like if we decided
to leave or to stay, it wasn’t very strict that they are
going to call your parents and tell them that you
missed the class and things like that. Aslongas I
kept a good relationship with teachers, as long as
the teachers still get paid for the hours. So, I used

to hang around the school and if we decide that we
don’t want the class everybody decides to leave for
example. Everybody will leave, I will stay behind to
make the teacher sign for his lesson, so he can get
paid and I leave. Come back, you know, an hour

or two, make the other teachers sign and then...
kept doing this for a while until I built a trust with
the teachers. So [ start, I made a joke one day and 1
signed on behalf of a teacher and he looked at me
and he smilled and he said’ “you know what, it saves
me from coming.” And [ said to him; “that it saves
me from coming too! So, if we decide we don’t want
to have a class I'll let you know in advance, so I’ll
sign your documents in advanced and you get paid.”
I know it was... At the time I didn’t think about as
it was illegal or things like that. The life was like
that... disorganized and nobody cares, you know...
all that we care is that if you come to the class and
you go back hoping that there is no attacks, no
shootings, and no fights between, sometimes the
same political members for stupidity. Every time
there is a fight people... people died because every-
body has a gun... including myself. Most of us used
to have our own guns, whether we carry it on us or
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something normal. It was a routine, a daily routine.
You check on your bag, you check on your gun,

you check on your munitions, you check on certain
things before you leave home... I don’t know... it
was a different way of thinking... ok... it was...
definitely it wasn’t the appropriate way, it wasn’t

the right way, but it was the war way... Sometimes

I don’t... now... not now, but on this occasion
because I'm talking about it, but I had a thought few
times how stupid we were, you know. We were car-
rying grenades in the glove compartments. Anything
could happen, you know... we never thought about
that it could blow or any accident and people... we
never thought about these things... it was stupid...
but it was the way that everybody was dealing with.
One day I was driving and I was making a U-turn

in the middle of a main street and I had people

with me in the car and I start to make a U-turn in
the middle of the road and a poor guy was driving
and he hit my car... just because it happens that

a team... a military team was driving by and they
saw my car, they knew me so they stopped and

they kind of forced the guys hand to let it go, you
know... they said that’s fine it’s only steel let it go
and that’s it... so [ had to go, to rush to a garage to
fix the car before the end of the day, before I go back
home, because I didn’t want my dad to notice that I
had an accident because then I’ll lose my car. After
when you think what happened with that guy, [ was
responsible, and that guy ended up with damages

to his car and he had to fix it for his own. I mean,
not that we had insurance. We didn’t have insurance
during the war, because nobody will give you any
insurance and the insurance company closed and
most of them during the war left Lebanon and the
local ones weren’t working because nobody believed
that you can take an insurance on anything in a time
where can’t insure your own life for a full day.
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JOSEPH: When I proposed to your mother and I decided your mother was in love with that guy. He was a nice ~ JOSEPH: ... I remember when we used to be, like I mean,

that we were going to get married... actually when
my parents decided that I have to leave Lebanon
because of the situation and kind of a no future and
they were worried about me because I got more and
more involved with the political party and... so they
want me out, and like I said the thought was; you
get married and you leave.

So, when I proposed to your mother at the
time... she was in love with another guy and I was in
love with another woman... the woman I was in love
with, a year prior to me proposing to your mother...
she came to me, we where in High School, I don’t
know what to say but, somebody came and pro-
posed to me and [ don’t love him and I don’t know
what to do and my mother wants me... because she
lost her dad during the war. Her dad died during the
war and she was living with her mother, two sisters
and, a brother.

So, when this guy came and proposed, for the
mother it was a relief because he is relieving her
from the responsibility of one of her daughters and
she’s gonna get married and she’s gonna leave the
house. So, when she told me that I told her that I
can’t... I can’t propose, I can’t get married because I
want to become an architect. So, she kept postpon-
ing that guy until a few months later she accepted
her proposal... After [ knew that her wedding was
one week before our wedding. He had proposed to
her one year before and they got married one week
before I got married.

So, when we got married, my friend used to
call me, you know. A girlfriend, like a friend of my
girlfriend used to call me to have some informa-
tion about me and things like that, to pass on to
my previous girlfriend or ex-girlfriend... So I told
her that [ was getting married and she was shocked
and she was more even shocked when I told her to
whom [ was married to because everybody kind of
knew that I was in love with another woman and

guy... He was a very popular guy and actually he
was one of my friends and unfortunately, a couple
of years after we got married he got married and
he had a couple of kids and he died with a bomb
attack a few years later. Your mother, when her
friends called or she called them to tell them that she
was getting married to me they didn’t believe her.
They thought it was a joke, and they didn’t believe
her, and she invited them even to the wedding and
I guess that they were upset or something... They
didn’t even show up.

So, the combination or the thing we put with
your mother you know it was against all odds I
guess... but we lasted over 25 years.
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teenagers. A couple of our friends used to be
responsible about the communication with the
party so we had a villa full of CB or communication
equipments, you know, and doing some servailance
and things like that. We used to use those villas to
throw a kind of a party and... we used... we used
to go with the teachers as well. We used to invite the
teachers and the guys that didn’t have cars we picked
them up. We would make the arrangements and
each one would bring a dish or food and we ended
up having a party for the whole day. So, what we
usually do, we skip school we go early in the morn-
ing , we prepare the food and all this .

But with your mother you know it was against
all odds I guess... but we lasted over 25 years.
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JOSEPH: I discussed this before, but I don’t remember if

this was taped or not. We were talking about what I
believe and think the situation of your mom towards
Lebanon... The experience your mother had in Leb-
anon after we got married and we came to Canada
and we decided to go back in 1992. That when we
went back... she didn’t feel that she really went back
to her house or home, I should say, because since
your grand mother is still alive and she lives in the
house and this is what we call a family house since
it was inherited from my... my dad and he inherited
from his father. He did some improvement on the
house he inherited... same situation with me, I did

a lot of improvements on the house I inherited, so
out of respect with our culture... you have to stay in
the family house... especially when you are have the
only son in the family. So, it was a shame if I go and
rent another house or move outside the house when
really it’s a big house and my mother lives alone. It
looks like towards everybody and towards the family
that there is a big conflict. So really your mother
didn’t felt like she has her own home because this
house or this home was opened to all my sisters and
relatives and everyone was coming there for a visit
and she always felt that they were coming to visit
my mother... more then coming and visiting her.
Plus, the problem your mother faced when we went
back to Lebanon... she... she lost contact with all
her friends and the only friends she was left with is
either her sisters or... my sisters friends, or my rela-
tives and some of her relatives.

So it was... she felt like there was in an empti-
ness... you know... not that in Canada she had a
lot, but it’s different when you go there, you feel like
you are in a warm situation, you feel like you are
in a warm country, but still... between... and when
you sit deep in yourself you feel like you don’t have
a lot of friends. Therefore we started getting a little
bit involved, I started getting a little bit involved
with Brummana Highschool and I was on the Parent

Committee. [ met other kids coming from the states
and from Canada... and this is where we ended up
meeting the Dib family. So, in the situation of your
mother really being at home and not having a group
to belong to and not having friends to socialize

with and Mona, in her... in her situation. So it
always withdrew us from going anytime we want
and anywhere we want... and my mother she has

a group of ladies and they are involved in different
social activities and she used to go with them... you
know whether having lunch or doing different activi-
ties, supporting each other. They are from different
towns... and since they are older then your mother,
your mother didn’t feel that she belongs to this
group either. So, she started getting more and more
involved with the Dib family since Mrs Dib was an
Italian or American Italian origin and she had a lot
of contacts with other families basically in the same
situation as us... your mom went a couple of time...
she liked it and she didn’t like it because at the time
we went back to Lebanon... basicly your mom
didn’t work and she didn’t gain a lot of English
experience in the years we lived in Canada... So, she
didn’t feel comfortable in the group either, because
she was probably missing some conversations and
things like that. She used to go in one or two social
activity and skip a couple or three finding excuses
that she can’t go and she doesn’t have the time or
whatever... So really, she didn’t feel comfortable and
plus, since it wasn’t her home and it was Grandma’s
furniture and Grandma’s activities and things like
that. And you know that their personality is differ-
ent. My mother is an open person, your grandma,
and she likes social activities and the house is always
open and every Saturday we have the AbeNour
family and the Zarkis family or the friends that
used to come and spend some time for drink and
food... your mother felt that she was always... kind
of... not like a second class... but the priority was
always for the “lady of the house”, which it was was
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mother. That really did bother your mother... but
unfortunately we didn’t have... another way. So we
where planning to more downstairs. We had two
apartments downstairs. Ok. One of the... both of
them where occupied until one of the was empty...
and this is where I tried very hard to take the guy
out or ask him to leave and we tried to negotiate to
see is he could leave the apartment so we can fix it
and move. We would leave my mother upstairs and
we would move downstairs... we had to have both
apartments because one of the apartments was too
small for us but, both of them would be enough for
our family. We did the plan and we thought that if
we succeed with the guy leaving then we would end
up moving down that the situation would be better.

Unfortunately the situation in Lebanon, the
overall situation wasn’t the greatest and so... plus
that guy didn’t want to budge and we started with
a compensation of 10thousand and he wanted...
when I agreed with him he asked for 20 and when I
agreed for twenty he asked for 25 and when I agreed
with twenty five he asked for 35 and this is where
I dropped it... at thirty thousand... so it didn’t
work. And this is finally when we came up with the
decision to come back to Canada... At that point
your mother felt that we will go back to the same
area right by the red hill creek by the Saint Luke.
You would be in the High School close to home and
your brother Bj would be back to St. Luke... and she
asked for an apartment on a top floor and in a cor-
ner, so it would be ventilated... and that is how we
ended up with me coming here, ahead of you guys
a couple of weeks, to rent the apartment, furnish it
and it was exactly what your mother asked for.

This is why she has a bitter taste of going back
to Lebanon and going back home. She felt shadowed
with the personality of my mother and she never felt
that this was her own home in Lebanon.
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APPENDIX 2: RECONCILING HOME

There is a family house situated in the Rabyeh Mountains with a
panoramic view of the city and the harbour below. The original
bottom level of the house was built several generations ago.
With time, the family grew, and some of its members began to
travel. The house also grew, as travelers, prosperous in Africa
and eventually Canada, returned home. With each new pulse

of energy and activity, the house got taller, level upon level,
rising one floor each generation, sometimes two, rising above

its surroundings, casting its gaze farther and farther afield.
Longing for the horizon, the house yearned to free itself from the
mountain. Then a war broke out and the family retreated into
the lowest level of the house. There, in a series of caverns carved
out of the hill, the house sheltered the family. But as the war
continued, the family began to leave the house, the city, and the
country. The house remained.

Years later, after the war had ended, the family returned. The
couple now had two grown boys and a girl. The girl had been
born handicapped and needed a wheelchair. The family began to
think of how they could turn the house back into a home. The city
had begun to encroach upon the house, and the family needed to
reestablish the boundaries of the home). All of this had to be done
with consideration that though there would be three independent
homes they would be linked by their close relationship to each
other and to the girl.

The eldest son, an architect, proposed a renovation. The house
would become three houses on top of each other. The lowest level,
where it all began, would become a common space for all family
members to gather. The middle son would take the second level, the
couple and the daughter would inhabit the third level, which longed
for the sea and horizon, and the eldest son would inhabit a new fourth
house, the highest of them all. The highest house would also be
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Your house shall be not an anchor
but a mast.

It shall not be a glistening film
that covers a wound, but an eyelid
that guards the eye.

Fig. 10.0. (Opposite) Halftone image of Beit Noufaily. Photo-
graph by Danny Noufaily.






the most important house as it perched above the others, free of the
mountain, able to reach the horizon and the sea. Where the “original”
pre-civil war levels of the house were built out of the mountain, one
on top of each other, the new addition is different. Simultaneously
familiar and foreign, the new house hovers over the existing levels as
if suspended from the sky. Its skin, while at first glance similar to the
traditional terra-cotta roofs that cap many of the houses in the region,
is manufactured out of recycled corrugated shipping container metal
exposed to the elements to achieve a natural redish patena. Covers
three facades of the house. In contra. Sheltering the eldest son from
prying eyes, the skin—fabricated from st, the eastern facade dissolves
into a series of glass planes that present an unobstructed explicit view
towards the western horizon.

Within the four houses in one, the daughter has her own
ambulatory room, or rather a station. A lift of 3.5 x 2.5 meters
moves freely among the four houses, linking the different layers
of the house together, free of the mountain. The lift changes
the architecture of the house wherever she is. Her presence (or
absence) is most felt on the parents’ level where certain rooms
become inaccessible when she is not there. On the levels of
the two brothers’ homes, her lift opens directly into the family
rooms, placing her arrival at the centre of the family’s communal
space. This lift gives the daughter her independence and mobility
while keeping her connected to every member of the family, and
every member of the family is connected to her.

Reconciliation through Renovation

On the existing levels, the renovations will be nothing more than
a simple and light “editing” of each independent house to better
reflect its original intentions as one of the Lebanese House Types
outlined in the previous chapter. Therefore, the first level will be
tidied up and divided into spaces for storage, a garage, and a pantry.
It will also be useful if the family ever has to use the ground level as
a bomb shelter again. On the second level, the home of the second
brother, the walls that subdivide the original rooms—currently
creating two apartments—will be removed to expose the intended
unobstructed access of the Gallery House Type living space. In
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Fig. 10.1. (Opposite) Roof top evacuation of the American
Embassy during the fall of Saigon on April 30, 1975. Photo-
graph taken by Hubert van Es.

Fig. 10.2. (Next Page) Experiential Section of the renovation
of Beit Noufaily by author.
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addition, the exterior covered porch on the south side will be
enclosed to make a private master bedroom with its own controlled-
access garden. The Central Hall House—the third level of the
house—will be renovated as a barrier-free home. The central hall
access in the scheme will not be touched, but the surrounding private
spaces that flank the central hall will be renovated to create new
north and south master bedrooms that will accommodate the private
needs of both the parents and the girl.

The Addition Design

In designing the new house level inspiration was drawn from the
I evolution process of the Lebanese house types studies in the previous

chapter. Particularly the hypothesis put forward by Ragette that

the Liwan House—from which the Central Hall House would evolve

from—evolved from the Bedouin tents of the Middle East. Just as the

Bedouin tent controlled the space directly in front of its opening, the

New Level implicitly commands the panoramic view of Beirut and

the horizon.

Perched above the existing levels below, the new addition hovers
above the existing house seeming never to connect with the from the
existing house. Its material finish of corrugated Cor-Ten Steel hints
at the terra-cotta shingles which cap the many “completed” Central
Hall House types that scatter the mountainside.

Fig.10.3. Design parti of the new addition floor compared to
Ragette’s Bedouin tent. \Where the Bedouin tent commands
the space in front, the “Perched House” commands the
view of the horizon.

Fig.10.4. (Opposite) Exploded axonometric of the renovation
of Beit Noufaily.
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NEW PERCHED

ADDITION
The renovation not only makes the house more livable for the

returning family, but also contributes to the ancestral tradition of

continual growth, as well as reinforcing the security of “autonomy”

discussed in the previous chapter. The act of renovation effectively

redefines and enforces the boundary of the home(s), establishing the

boundary between the inside and the outside, the private and public. OLDER BROTHER

Each member of the family is firmly linked together in the larger WORKSHOP \ ‘
shared home, connected vertically in that the girl’s elevator shares L 5
each family member’s home. This greater home is in turn anchored

in the community of Mtayleb, which is linked to the family’s history

and ultimately connected to the national government of Lebanon.

4
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BEIT NOUFAILY . SITE PLAN
1:200

Fig.10.5. Renovated site plan of Beit Noufaily.
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APPENDIX 2

1 Staircase

2  Patio

3 Living room

4 Courtyard

5 Balcony

6 Dining room

7 Elevator

8 Kitchen

9 Master Bedroom

10 Master Bathroom

11 Bedroom
12 Bathroom

13 Older brother studio

BEIT NOUFAILY . 4™ FLOOR PLAN
1:200

Fig.10.6. Renovated new 4% floor plan of Beit Noufaily.
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1 Driveway

2 Cedar tree

3 Patio

4 Informal living-room
5 Formal living-room
6 Central Balcony

7 Elevator

8 Bathroom

9 Daughter’s bedroom
10 Balcony

11 Master bedroom

12 Master bathroom

13 Dining Room

14 Kitchen
15 Family room

16 Younger brother studio

BEIT NOUFAILY . 3" FLOOR PLAN
1:200

Fig.10.7 Renovated 3 Floor Plan of Beit Noufaily.
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APPENDIX 2

1 Public stair (east-
west connection)

2 Stepped orchard

3 Patio

! 4 Formal Living-room
5 Bedroom
6 Kitchen

7 Dining room

8 Balcony
9 Informal Living-room

10 Elevator

11 Master Bathroom

12 Master Bedroom

BEIT NOUFAILY . 2"° FLOOR PLAN
1:200

Fig.10.8. Renovated 2™ Floor Plan of Beit Noufaily.
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BEIT NOUFAILY . 15T FLOOR PLAN
1:200

Fig.10.9. Renovated 1¢ Floor Plan of Beit Noufaily.
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BEIT NOUFAILY . EAST / WEST SECTION
1:200

Fig.10.10. Renovated East /West Section of Beit Noufaily.
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BEIT NOUFAILY . EAST ELEVATION
1:100

Fig.10.11. Renovated East Elevation of Beit Noufaily.
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BEIT NOUFAILY . WEST ELEVATION
1:100

Fig.10.12. Renovated West Elevation of Beit Noufaily.
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BEIT NOUFAILY . NORTH ELEVATION
1:100

Fig.10.13. Renovated North Elevation of Beit Noufaily.
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BEIT NOUFAILY . SOUTH ELEVATION

1:100
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Fig.10.14. Renovated South Elevation of Beit Noufaily.



BEIT NOUFAILY . VIGNETTE FROM NORTH STAIR

Fig.10.15. Vignette from north stair of Beit Noufaily.
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BEIT NOUFAILY . VIGNETTE FROM NORTH-WEST

Fig.10.16. Vignette from base of north stair of Beit Noufaily.
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BEIT NOUFAILY . VIGNETTE OF SOUTH ENTRANCE

Fig.10.17 Vignette from north stair of Beit Noufaily.
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BEIT NOUFAILY . INTERIOR PANORAMIC TOWARDS BEIRUT

Fig.10.18. Vignette from the interior of the addition looking
south towards Beirut and the horizon..
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