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Another year is coming to a 
close and with it a yearõs worth 
of accomplishments and fail-
ures,  too. As we near the end 
of 2012, there are many things 
to think about, not the least of 
which being exams. But let us 
not forget the bigger picture: 
let us value our accomplish-
ments, as little as they may 
have been, and let us learn from 
our failures, as big as they may 
have been. There are plenty of 
resources in the McGill com-
munity to help you plan for and 
achieve success. One of those 
services is McGill Chaplaincy, a 
place to free your mind, medi-
tate, pray, chat, study, munch 
on a free cookie or sip a free 
coffee. As we put out our last 

edition of Radix magazine for 
2012, we hope that you will take 
the time to ponder and reÿect on 
its articles, poetry, images and 
the various contributions before 
you.  

This edition of Radix magazine 
invites reÿection on hope and 
fear. We enter the exam season 
with plenty of hope, but certain-
ly with plenty of fear too. Take 
the time to explore the various 
contributions on hope and fear 
in this issue of Radix magazine. 
They may enlighten your day 
and cheer your being!

With cheer and much hope!

Ayman Oweida 
Radix Co-Editor

editorial
AYMAN OWEIDA

PHOTO BY COURTNEY WALDIE



HANNAH SIDEN

Hope is patience 
with the lamp lit. 

~ Tertullian

	 The rain falls in sheets, 
and all around me are faces 
grinning, bodies dancing, hearts 
pounding to the rhythm of the 
rain. Hands reach up, up, upé 
we are twirling with eyes þxed 
to the sky, and as the dust turns 
to mud under our feet we sing 
our thanks to the world. An old 
man with a cane does what I 
could only describe as a jig on 
one side of me, his toothless 
smile electric with emotion. 
	 In Salabwek, Kenya, this 
is the þrst rain in months.
	 Images of withered, dry 
þelds of crops, of skeletal, sickly 
cows, and of children with yel-
lowed hair and protruding bellies 
have undeniably become all too 
commonplace here, largely due 
to drought. These are the snap-
shots that we see when we open 
the newspapers every morning, 
and these were, unfortunately, 
what I knew of Kenya when I 
boarded the plane to Nairobi. 

patience with the lamp lit

Yet what I learned was so much 
more. 
Amongst many intertwining, 
often joyful, stories, I learned 
one of great hope — a hope 
that becomes tangible through 
the actions and beliefs of those 
living in Salabwek; a hope that 
carries people through crisis still 
smiling, caring, and engaging, 
because they know that a better 
time may come.  
	 It is not necessary to 
travel across the world to þnd 
this hope. On the streets of 
downtown Vancouver people 
struggle daily searching for rea-
sons to hope, a struggle that is 
made almost impossible by real-
ities such as drug abuse, sexual 
violence, and poverty. They þnd 
this hope in places such as the 
Lookout Centre, an unassuming 
safe haven located in the very 
heart of the troubled Downtown 
Eastside. Here volunteers work 
tirelessly to keep hope alive for 
those who need it most, provid-
ing food, blankets, and most 
importantly, companionship. 
	 A conversation over a 
simple game of Scrabble can 
reveal archives of stories and 



dreams previously kept contained 
only because there was no one 
there who would listen. Stereo-
types are torn down in a heart-
beat, in a handshake, or in a hug. 
A drug addict reveals his passion 
for music. A gambling addict 
talks proudly of his children. A 
mentally ill man beats every-
one at Scrabble because he has 
memorized the dictionary, and 
then gives up his title, proclaim-
ing, òEveryone is a winner!ó
	 I have found hope in 
the stories and resilience of my 
friends as well. I was there as my 
best friend fought a cycle of de-
pression resulting in her struggles 
with eating disorders and self-
harm. I saw the bandages on her 
arms and the tiredness in her 
eyes, and I found it hard to see 
hope. But it was there all along, 
and as long as people care, it will 
steadfastly remain. 
	 My friend had a bad day; 
she had punched holes in the wall 
of her hospital room, and scratch 
marks streaked across the sani-
tized whiteness of the paint. It 
was as though she was trapped in 
a cage, pacing the ÿoor and look-
ing desperately for a way out. 

That day we started a project. I 
cut out rectangles of brightly co-
loured paper, and we both wrote 
words of hope: freedom, ac-
ceptance, love. We kept writing 
until we had exhausted every 
positive word in our collective 
vocabulary. We then worked 
together to tape the paper over 
the holes and scratch marks in 
the wall — like a band-aid of 
positivity.
	 Perhaps all it takes to 
þnd hope is a look within. Hope 
comes from caring — a deep 
and overwhelming desire to 
contribute to the world and to 
other people. Problems may 
seem too large, obstacles may 
appear insurmountable, and 
at times the world may look 
beyond repair ñ but when we 
make the decision to care, we 
are making the decision to hope. 
Clinging to this hope we make 
our way out of the darkness, and 
into the light.

Hannah Siden is a U1 student 
studying International 
Development.



And as they walk, their
shadows are monsters
looming over un-
suspecting windows
where unsuspecting
widows once waded,
waiting for their grace.

2 poems
BRIGITTE NAGGAR

grace
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Courtney is a U2 Religious Studies 
major at McGill, simultaneously bat-
tling her way through a DEC in classical 
voice. Although most of her graded work 
requires a certain amount of creativ-
ity, she enjoys the limitless nature of 
photography and the artistic freedom it 
provides her with.



i think youõre every crick in my house
every drop on my windowsill
i hope youõre every crack and knock and breath
and when i ask you to tell me something nice so
i can þnally fall asleep
what i mean is for you to slip into my sheets,
slip into my skin
coat my veins so that i
have something to keep me warm for the fall

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

song for autumn



	 November 13, 2012, Red-
path Museum. When I þrst entered 
the auditorium, I had a clear idea 
of the message the seminar would 
send to the crowd of interested 
students and teachers. It would 
certainly reassure Muslims on the 
compatibility between Islam and 
evolution, I thought. 
	 The message, however, was 
more complex and more useful than 
that. It focused on the importance 
of dialogue between science and Is-
lamic views as there is diversity in 
Islamic thought and ongoing prog-
ress in evolutionary science. This 
is important because the Quran, 
which is believed to be the literal 
word of God, is kept on a high ped-
estal. This means that it is possible 
that there are many more refer-
ences to science that have yet to be 
read from the text, and interpreted 
by Muslims. Within the Quran is 
a complex world of science and 
Islamic views. Since Muslim scien-
tists have endorsed different views 
on evolution, the common line can 
only be drawn if we increase the 
dialogue. Dr. Anila Asghar started 
the seminar by demonstrating how 
this dialogue can happen despite 
the secular view of Islam as being 
separate from, and antagonistic 
to, science. Moreover, she showed 
that science and religion are 

ASMA FALFOUL
mcgill event: islam and evolution

Asma is a second year International 
Development student minoring in 
History of Science.

deeply intertwined in some Muslim 
countries. In Pakistan, science and 
learning goals advocate the study 
of nature as an act of religious 
devotion. Some Muslim countries 
even consider evolution as part of 
their school curriculum. According 
to Dr. Asghar, many Muslim scien-
tists do not see any major conÿict 
between Islam and evolutionary 
theory as both perspectives are of-
ten interrelated. In the second part 
of the seminar, Dr. Raþqi addressed 
the Islamic view on evolution in 
liaison with his own research on 
the evolution of the morphology of 
ÿies. He also delved into different 
philosophies from the rich source 
of Islamic history. Bringing in Ibn 
Sina (Avicenna) and Ibn Arabi, he 
argued that a proto-concept of the 
theory of evolution actually existed 
in the collective psyche of Muslim 
philosophers in the past. Reject-
ing the idea of pure creationism as 
well as pure scientiþc explanation, 
he examined other possibilities in 
between - possibilities that aim 
to reconcile Islamic thought and 
belief with the cold hard facts and 
data. By the end of the seminar, the 
message was clear: dialogue is the 
key to progress in Islamic thought 
on evolutionary science.
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A preacher stood in front of his 
congregation.

òBrothers and sisters,ó he began. He 
talked at a measured pace, but his 
voice rose with emotion.

òBrothers and sisters, I have been 
disturbed of late. Once I thought we 
understood what it meant to love. 
Once I thought we were on the road 
to peace, to understanding, to for-
giveness - to love. But now I doubt, 
and my heart is heavy. And why do 
I doubt?

òI doubt because your criticism has 
lost its passion and hope for change. 
Your disagreements have dissolved 
from debate to hopeless division. 
You write mocking words in public 
places for your friends to see, and 
for your enemies, too, although you 
address them only rhetorically. And 
yes, there is no other word for them 
now but enemy, for you have cre-
ated them so. But would you engage 
them, would you listen? You delight 
in exposing their hypocrisy, for they 
claim they care about human be-
ings, they claim they are reasonable, 
they claim they want what is best 
for everybody. But do you care? Are 
you reasonable? Oh, but you know 
you are right, so a little cheap joke is 
just so à propos, in the face of such 
maddening stupidity!

“You know of whom I speak, when 
I say to you, òLove your enemies.ó 
It is the people you call wrong, the 
people against whom you strive for 
control of your nation. It is the other 
party. You know of whom I speak 
when I say to you, òDo not concern 

JOSIAH KLASSEN
a sermon


