radix

McGill’s Student Spirituality Magazine

o

February

) = >



contents

Editorial
AYMAN OWEIDA

Sacred words
JULIA ISLER

Roar I11
KRISTA BENNATTI-ROBERT

I wish that you were there
LEONARDO FLOREZ

Confusion
NADAV SLOVIN

Smile
SALMAH HUSSAIN

Ariddle
AYA SALEH

Free poem
BRIGITTE NAGGAR

Cup poem
JONATHAN DUBE

Prophet Muhammed: A Legacy Beyond Words
AYMAN OWEIDA

Match Want to get involved? Email us.
BEN PATRICK STIDWORTHY radix@mail.mcgill.ca
Depnition of God -

Visit our facebook page:
HANNAH STDEN facebook.com/radixmcgill

Crossword
JOSIAH KLASSEN AND BRIGITTE NAGGAR

Ayman Oweilda: Co-Editor
Josiah Klassen: Co-Editor
Jennifer Hamilton: Creative Director
Brigitte Naggar: Resident Poet
Asma Falfoul: Event Reporter
Courtney Waldie: Photographer

RADIX magazine is produced by the McGill Chaplaincy Services.

FRONT COVER: MARIE NADEAU-TREMBLAY
BACK COVER: PHOTOS BY JENNIFER HAMILTON



In a highly vibrant and intel-
lectual environment as that of
our beautiful campus, we are
often judged and evaluated by
our words. The eloquence of
our speech, the beauty of our
words and the complexity of
our expressions are often the
tools by which we are regu-
larly evaluated and promoted in
school and in society. Although
these are important aspects of
our academic success and career
advancement, they should not
be the only measures.

editorial

AYMAN OWEIDA

A great scientist may pnd that
they best express their emotions
through poetry while a repu-
table entrepreneur may pnd that
their feelings are best expressed
through painting. A visual art-
ist may pnd a niche in singing
while a psychologist may pnd

a niche as a pianist. These are
not uncommon examples of
extraordinary people in history,
but we often neglect to seek such
venues to express ourselves.

Part of the problem lies in the
overwhelming emphasis on writ-
ten content, whether in campus
newspapers or city publications.

In this issue of Radix we explore
the theme, beyond words. Many
students have contributed to this
edition of Radix in various ways,
but most strikingly through po-
etry and drawings. We hope you
will pnd some quality time to go
through this publication and to
make a contribution to Radix in
the near future.

Ayman Oweida
Radix Co-Editor



Sacred words
JULIA ISLER

And yet, we cannot live by faith alone,

Said Aaron to his brother’s silent back

A\ he, his spirit swollen great with songs,
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Cast his eyes toward the desert’s edge,

Where loomed Mount Sinai, dim against the sky.
The dry grey of the mountain spilled from

The dry grey of the desert, as if the

Slipped thumbprint of one who sought to drag
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But, startled by a wave that surged past

The bound described by the dogged surf,

Lost balance, and with it, the perfection of the line,

Julia Isler is a third year English
Literature student minoring in
Religious Studies.



But were these quiet words of Aaron the words
Of human weakness or the burning Word of God?
For Aaron was the mouth in which God placed
His words and those of silent, staring Moses.
And could there be room for weakness in a
Qsyxl ws L Isp} fimih Lxl 1sp} AviC

For he believed what Moses told him of

The burning bush, the writing in the stone,

Even never having climbed Mount Sinai,

Never gazed from its grey height across the greyer plain.
He did not receive the Word, but spread it,

For what was sweet as honeyed cherries

In Aaron’s fertile curving mouth was turned

To dust upon the stumbling tongue of Moses.

So Aaron sang what Moses could not say,
Gave handsome form to the terrible thought

For those who were less strong than Moses,
Who could not cross the dust sustained by
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But needed something solid, needed manna.
This was the will of God. He made the mouth
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I's this so different from a golden calf:

To cast the spirit’s form in gilded words?

Yet Aaron’s choice, made while Moses wandered,
Irzipstih Ing nr 1sp} wgsvglnrk fivio

For he had surged beyond the bound prescribed
By his brother’s sacred dream of order

And ruined the perfection of the line.

PHOTO BY BEN PATRICK STIDWORTHY



I have witnessed youth change  and moving on towards urban apart-
into deep voices, concerned with ments

all but nothing, sitting in front ~ who didnét lift a pnger to defend

of the Television sipping cola;  Hobart and slept through Macbeth
downing Twisted Teaon acold and fought hard over who had

hard night brought on the fall of each unfortu-
it was them nate revolution

who stopped me on a hurtling  who seduced me with a missing
path toward burning piety, whis- tooth-the delinquents smile, writ-
pering, yelling in hand painted  ing love letters in someone else’s
classrooms of Steiner, in gnom-  broken English; grinning among
eville where rounded huts hind  piles of left-over food eaten by the
uninhibited drama bizarre, drunk and helpless

who laughed in unbridled pony- who baptised me a donkey fart,
tails on wet playing pelds yelling standing immobile among rivers of
BLITZ, in extreme fashion tak-  grease yowing onto green and red
ing freedom, giving friends with uniforms; thieves of sweaty toilet
words of pink trucks and prep  paper loath to greet a shiny valedic-
schools torian

who played skip-bo for hours, in who swore to take me to the bridge
rooms meant for learning, talked to dip skinny with alcohol on a

about boys, boys, boys and foaming raft trip with shaky boys,
bullshitted GT work because no  swirling in a white current, clinging
one wants to be gifted to a rock; jump!

who had crushes in dark gym-  who cracked open a strange world
nasiums crisscrossed with red  where sanctity springs from red
lights, mesmerizing strobe lights syrup on nails and wood; yipping
blink on and off and stairway through a student’s bible they call
keeps unhappy couples dancing the Message; a Hindu praying to a
with blurry eyes confused God on the familiar trail
who christened me on Bourbon  behind her mother’s house

St. before it crumbled in its Ti-  who danced where strain melts in
tanical crash awkward arms yailing and pelvises
who merged into one body ina  gyrating to the sound of chicachica
building that bulged with youth  boop and the little girl who always
but stopped up with acceptance  wore two goody shoes becomes a
of eccentricity, where naiveté whore and you wonder why

ebbed with offers of weed in who I hope never reads this because
gray plastic bus seats from char- they will recognize themselves and |
acters escaped from the Bible will turn red
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Roar 111
KRISTA BENNATTI-ROBERT
A\ tribute to
Allen Ginsberg
and teenage
angst

Krista is a fourth year accounting major
who grew up with strong Hindu and
Christian inyuences. Krista aspires to be
a chartered accountant and a writer.

ILLUSTRATION BY MARIE NADEAU-TREMBLAY



| wish that you were there
LEONARDO FLOREZ

| wish that you were there
when | found you hanging in your living room,
as | screamed your name, trying to revive you

as | called the ambulance,

as | heard them say that you were dead.




| wish that you were there

as your mother arrived

as | told her what had happened

as she screamed and shouted with her eyes

without uttering a single word.

| wish that you were there
to explain to me why you did it
to explain why you never complained

never screamed.

| wish that you were there

as life taught me that sometimes
silence speaks the loudest.

But above all,

I wish that you were here.



Confusion
NADAV SLOVIN

Suspended in deep confusion
| yoat about the bright abyss of being
distant bliss

Flames paint my skin with heat,
As cold surrenders

It rips through my lips

My forehead tears in two

Flies through

To you

One, too
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Smile
SALMAH HUSSAIN

For to wear a frown is to wear tattered clothing

Over the beautiful ones you have underneath

Cuz when you smile

Your eyes shine brighter than the sun at its brightest hue
Then they outshine the stars when the night is due
There’s none as bright as you

So while it may seem that difpculties

Avre splitting your life in two

Smile because it could turn around at the slightest cue
Allah only wills what’s right for you

You need to think fast

And react with ikhlas*

Because sincerity is clarity for the heart

It gives us bearings in the dark

So don’t be scared when things are hard

For even when life presents more challenges than you could ever
describe

Smile because things will get better in time

* ikhlas is Arabic for sincerity ™
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Aya is a high school science teacher
in-the-making, in her last year of the
concurrent BSc/BEd program. She has

a passion for reading, writing, poetry,
honey, chocolate, different cultural
dances, drawing, painting, and all things
colourful.

ART BY JENNIFER HAMILTON



A Riddle

AYA SALEH

When you seek me, I’m not there

When you wish me gone, I’'m everywhere

| am weightless but measurable

| am promising, alluring, yet sometimes regrettable
| am stronger than a tsunami—unstoppable

Yet weaker than a memory, for I’m irretrievable
I’m the swift, gentle trickling of sand

I’m why the four seasons dress the land.

| exist, and yet, I’ve never been alive

Can | live if I’ll never die?

I am invisible, colorless and soundless, but undeniable
You may think I’'m yours truly, but I’'m not that reliable
I am the secret ingredient to the perception

Of a half-full or half-empty glass discussion

To visualize me, allow me to explain:

Consider your life a photograph; then I am its frame.

| am given many names

I can be treated as a game

You might try to pt me into neat, perfect blocks

As though I really were predictable as the ticking of a clock

| am often undervalued, still more often I’m misused

Worth no monetary value, I’m methodically abused

Yet | am worth so much, if you but only knew

Then perhaps you’d change the way of all the little things you do.

Use me wisely, you’ll be blessed

Use me ignorantly to your distress

It’s easier said than done, “tis true

| speak to the riddler before speaking to you
You’ve probably grasped that this riddle’s a rhyme
So who am 1? Quite simply, I’m time



Free poem
BRIGITTE NAGGAR

the prst thing i did was get naked.

no ticking clock on the hours of

such anticipated privacy

a jeté, tombé, pas-de-bourrée

across kitchen yoors, four bedroom doors.
rehearsing the articulation

of the vowels which i am singing
which i am screaming, yelling, belting
i am beaming, (body’s swelling in

the sweltering

heat)

Brigitte Naggar is a U2 student in Religious
Studies. She likes to write music, poems, and
other kinds of things that come to her in de-
lightfully unexpected moments. She is pleased
to have found a welcoming community through
which to share her compact but (hopefully) ef-
fective insights.



Cup poem
JONATHAN DUBE

O aching heart! You are
drunkenness pulsing
in a sober world.

So sober,
we’ll be
drunk
by any means.

How thirsty, poor heart!
You have not forgotten
Ambrosia. And yet
this earthen cup
will not
tolerate
emptiness.

“Serve me more, O maid,
more wine, another cup
and yet one more!”
The heart cries,
desperate.

But this
will never do.

Jonathan Dube has an Honour@ Religion
degree from Concordia. He is currently in his
second year of the M.A. program in Islamic
Studies at McGill. He likes early evening
melancholy blue summer skies full of God.



