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EDITORIAL

Dear readers,

We are glad to announce that the Connect
Institute magazine ciMAG will, from now on,
be directed by another group of students
belonging to the Superior Alternative School
within the same institute. Due to their
graduation, the previous magazine team
decided to pass on this project to the new
comers in order to assure its continuity. No
radical changes are to be made in terms
of content. However, promoting innova-
tion, cherishing diversity, and acknowledg-
ing the youth intellectual products are the
tasks to be emphasized on our mission list.

May you always remain our faithful readers!

The ciMAG team.

Ikbale Bouziane
Chief Editor

Maria Joudani
Chief Editor 2

Rachid Akdim

Multimedia Creator
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THANKYOU, TREE!

What a beautiful day!
To get to work, | was waiting for the bus along with few other people.
The sun shone brightly.

Only few of us got the chance to be safe in the merciful shadow cast by a tree and an electric pole.

I was lost in the middle of some deep thoughts about everything and nothing, thoughts | could probably use to write a book,
maybe that | could call the book of thoughts, thoughts that | usually end up forgetting...

Anyway, where was I?
Ah, yesl!
While thinking and waiting for the bus, I spotted a young lady, around 20 years old, drinking from a transparent juice cup.

Strawberry flavor? Ah nice!

|, the-forever- thought-occupied, started started looking around trying to find a trash bin. ..
Oh here is one, few feet away, great!! She won't find a problem taking care of that cup when she is done.

A couple of seconds later, she reaches for her bag, she opens the zipper. | thought to myself: “Humm! Maybe she’ll put the
trash in her bag for now, that’s cool!”

Oh not really! She got her phone out, checked it; put it back in the bag.
Few more seconds; she just drops the cup on the ground... Yes, right next to the tree that was keeping her safe from the sun.

What a beautiful day !



MARTIN LUTHERAND |

Many people go through life thinking that their existence is pointless. How
should stop caring about our personal concerns and start thinking about those of all

vhat gives meaning to our lives is how much

ver,

we devote ourselves to serve others
humanity. In fact, the only way for any person w f% ose aim is to surpass the struggles in the world is to step into others’ shoes,

figure out what’s wrong with them, and try to help them find possible solutions.

My society, just alike global ones, encounters a variety of issues. For instance, poverty, violence, frustration, racism, prejudice,
hese problems need us to stand together, cast aside

prostitution, pollution, hunger, harassment, illiteracy, crime and so on.
our self-interests, and see each other as members of one family. Only then we can be able to get everybody involved in the

process of overcoming the previous challenges and improve the world.

Three years ago, I had read Dr. King’s ¢ 1uote: “Those who are not looking for happiness are the most likely to find it, because
those who are searching forget that the surest way to be happy is to seek happiness for others”. | realized that happiness lies
energy into pleasing other people will in return bring joy to

in dedicating ourselves to the service ofother's, and that puttir
our lives as well as make our communities a better place to live.
I strongly believe that obeying equality can be the surest way to eradicate all evil in my home community. Equality between
males and females, poor and rich, well-educated and illiterate. As | was listening to a single mother’s story while visiting a

en a girlis raped

charitable institution, | realized that the lack of equality between males and fe mﬂef is a serious matter.
in my community everybody point at her as a sinner, but not to the real criminal who raped her. That women'’s story triggered

in me the greatest desire to contribute even more to the community, for there are countless women who have experienced

the same thing. Since meeting t\'mt\mman, | carried out a number of service projects and | am looking forward to continue
assisting others through my career choice as a human right activist.

L CTARIBOUZIANE
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NOURA BOUTCHICHITE

THE VOW

Here | begin taking off the cover to let the world know how sinful you are,
hoping one day you might get the courage to confess your guilt and ask
for mercy, not from me, | forgave you,, I always did although you’ve never
asked, it’s up to god now.

Our story is a common story on a different tongues.

I've been blinded from seeing the unholy side of you, they tried to aware
me more than once that you are not good for me, that you are a deadly
cold winter, “But there is so much beauty in a snow storm. And what’s
more; | adore him!” I said. | made my decision and ignored their wariness.
Oh, what a misfortune destination it led me to!

I still remember the first time | saw you, there was something in the wind as
if a storm of love was about to hit. It was meant for us to meet, to be togeth-
er, but never forever. It was meant for me to go through this rough experi-
ence and foryou to let go of it. I've always dreamed of our happy forever. ..
the destiny felt sorry for me while listening to my innocent thoughts. | was
ready to fall over any chance of love that life might putin my way. | don’t
blame you for the bad things you’ve done to me, what | blame you the
most for are the few happy moments | had with you. It is them that keep
me awake at night; whenever | go to sleep | put my head on a well-packed
bag of memories, and go over them one by one until | fall asleep...

The worst part was knowing it was time for

the closing chapter. You know it is going to
end sooner or later, but it’s not up to you
to let go. A big part of you is still holding
on, wishing for a miracle to take you back
in time and fix it all. It felt like the moment
before a car accident when you know you
are going to crash and there is absolutely
nothing you can do to stop it from happen-
ing. You just breath heavily and wait for it
to happen.

Today when | walk by somewhere we used
to sitin together, when someone talks
about you, or when we cross each other’s
path, my heart aches, my scars bleed and
the thoughts starts to chase me all over
again... my organs get all burned, yes
burned. When you are in love they get
warmed up, but now that it is an unwanted
love, they do get burned and somehow |
feel scared, I feel as if | got chocked by the
airthat’s supposed to make me breathe. ..
the tears slip slowly down on my face and
wake me up. I swipe them and run, run
away from that place, that person who
can’t shut his mouth talking all about how
good you are, how successful you became,
I just walk, walk away from you, but not
from the thoughts, because they are
locked inside of me...

And the key? We threw it away together
from up that bridge into the river while we
were saying our vows, the ones that you
broke.

TO BE CONTINUED.
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RACHID AKDIM

DID SOCIAL MEDIA RUIN OUR LIVES?

Everything we share on social media is a part of us whether it is true or fake. Let’s just face it, sharing things about yourself
that are not true is just a picture of what you imagined would be a better version of what you have or do. This is what we refer
to as “Lie” in the real life. Eventually, social media didn’t change anything in our nature as human beings. Itis only a tool that
we can use either in a positive or a negative way.

Nowadays, when you apply for a job, your recruiter may check your profile on social media even before scheduling a job
interview, just to know more about you. Thus, you might want to take that into consideration next time you want to share
something.
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MOUNIR YAHYANI
Hey guys, and welcome to my world. I had a dream.
I'am a Moroccan guy who started discovering the world through a special I have postcards.
way: Collecting Postcards. I will try my best to visit the countries | got
I have started collecting postcards since 2012, when suddenly one of my the postcards from.
closest friends, who lives in Russia, inspired me to start this hobby. I have Thatis a perfect life plan for me!
got my first letter from Russia. It was a special one that had a flower which
I still keep. When | got my first postcard, I had this idea of getting postcards Spread peace, and make love!
from everywhere around the world. It was a dream that, fortunately, | Namaste!

turned into reality. Dreams are free and worth fighting for. Many people
told me that it is a waste of time, that it is just a futile hobby. Well, shortly
after that, | proved them wrong. | believe that postcards are precious and
ever-lasting. Why? Because when I will get old, | will remember all the good
things and vibes that | have received and all the sweet messages that | can
still feel and read over and over again. For now, | have gathered around 250
postcards from 80 countries; mostly from Europe and Asia.

Collecting postcards inspires you to get to know other people, cultures,
religions, arts, and know strangers who would suddenly become very close
friends. In this era dominated by technologies that took us from the real to
the virtual, postcards allow me to feel those friends living faraway instead
of just texting them via social media. They gave me the chance to see the
world from home, inspired me to travel and visit those beautiful places, and
to cherish the variety the world has to offer.
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SOUKAINA HERMAS

TAKEN FROM GOOGLE
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