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Fresh Graduate English Literature Teacher

Dedicated Bachelor in English literature candidate with ambition to score highest GPA that qualifies me to earn my masters degree. Quick learner and self developer who believes that, besides being a career, teaching is an interesting task
CORE COMPETENCIES
· Skills in creative writing.
· Advanced interaction skills.
·  Communication and connection with different cultures.
  

EDUCATION
· Currently an M1 students in English Literature in the Lebanese University, Deanship English faculty
· Bachelor in English Literature Candidate-Lebanese University-Expected graduate date July 2018.
· Lebanese High School-Sociology and Economics Brach-Roweis International College-2015

EXPERIENCES
· English Teacher for grades 1, 2, 3 at Manor Hall School ( 2017 – 2018)
· English Teacher for grades 2 and 5 at Al Ahleya School ( 2018 – 2019)
· Private lessons in English language for 3 years, grades 2, 4, and 8.


HOBBIES AND INTERESTS
· Writing 
· Reading 
· Sports, musical, and outdoor activities.
· Documenting 
*References available upon request.
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Frenemies


On a random night, 
It started to form in the corner of my room,
A huge black mass that had no figure whatsoever,
It got stronger each day and was only visible to my eye,
"You can never get rid of me, I'm your new bestfriend!" 
It said and so it became,
It never left my side and fear was its permenant aim,
"Why are you always so tense and anxious, dear?" They would ask,
How could they possibly not see that enormous black mass?!
It's been there day and night,
Continuously spreading, eating my willing to fight.
On a random night,
I decided to know it better,
"Why won't you let me enjoy anything? Don't you have anything else to do?"
"Silly girl! How can I leave if I'm you? You have let yourself go so much that you forgot who you
are, and never realized that its the monster right infront of you."
It was only then that I looked at the mirror and realized its true,
I'm the unknown that I've always warned everybody from.
At that moment the figure started to shrink and said:
"Now that you have decided to face yourself its time to go,
Your greatest enemy has been revealed, and its time for you to turn it into somebody you would
love to know."
                                                                R.R
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Bruises


There will be days where you would feel like you've just got out from an ice-cold lake to dry out in
the desert's melting sun. And it will feel awful.
You will be surprised to find your self in the quick sand of previous mistakes. Mistakes you have
tried to own up to. But people love to blame and they will dig up everything they can to throw at
you. And it will be heavier than bricks.
No hot shower will make you less tense because soap can't wash away the world that's on your
shoulders. And the only thing thay might slip is your common sense.
Can you handle all of this? Maybe, with icebags on your bruises as you go on.
Why? Because the sun waits for no one to shine. And so should you.
                                                                      R.R
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'So this is it? No more poetry for me or for anyone?' 
She thought as she was forcing herself to gag words.
The pen was too scared to write,
But she was scared even more.
Seems like her magical powers were gone. 
She turned off the lights and tried to drown in her dreams, 
Little did she know that there was no way this was going to happen,
Her demons were having a party in her head and she wasn't even invited.
They danced and chatted while she tossed and turned and turned and turned....
'Would you please keep it down? I really need to get my eyes shut!'
'It isn't our problem miss. You let us live here rent free! We don't remember you put any
restrictions.'
Maybe the demons were right. Maybe she did let them live there and mess around with her
control pannel. How could she blame them when all of those years she gave them the upper
hand? And then it hit her.
She let herself sink even deeper now.
She opened the door and grabbed a chair and sat with them at the same table. 
She never was into her unconscious before. 
'Hey, we said you weren't invited!'
She still offered to be friends. Why have a conflict while she can build a relationship with those
ever lasting demons? Why not try to find common grounds? 
Pretty soon they became good pals. 
The loud parties became relaxing conversations.
Even the demons weren't as scary as before. They actually started helping her with her writings. 
Maybe everybody, even demons, need a friend sometimes. 


R.R
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"How come all of these who are botox and filler free faker than ever?
No matter how hard you try to digest the loads of plastic coming out, and dodge the nonsense
they throw at you, it just feels like trying to walk in a pair if shoes you wore when you were a kid:
Non-fitting.
Painful.                 R.R
You could be living in your own music box; swirling to what ever you like, and they'd still try to
force you to walk in their direction. To disturb your serenity. 
You know.... day by day I understand even more why some flowers grow thorns on.
Because people will try to pluck you. 
To throw you out of where you belong and hurl you into being a beautiful, static entertainment for
the eyes of everyone else. 
Everyone else but you."
                                           -Quarantine Drafts
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