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Nights of Old Saida

Walking in the streets of Old Saida at night is a bliss.

The people of Saida are known for their hospitality
and their love for meeting new people. As I was
admiring this magnificent piece of art in the old
souks, I encountered a Haji—a term used for an
elder man. He noticed me admiring this beauty and
capturing pictures.

Approaching me, he said: “Do you know that I got
married on this chair!”. I couldn’t bring myself to
leave without hearing the full story. Looking back
at this picture, I remember the good food, the
good music, the beauty of our people and most
importantly, The Chair.

- Khaled Nemer






Tarab Saida

Nothing beats enjoying a Cold Lemonade, and
good music with the right Company.

I prefer taking pictures of places more than people,
and that is because the people leave but the places
stay. On June 18, 2022, my friends and I, a group
of five, were celebrating “La Féte De La Musique,’
a festival held annually across Lebanon. I, the one
who captured the photo, am now in Montreal,
Canada. Jana, my best friend, is in Italy, while
Omran chose to stay in Lebanon. The other two
friends, Omar and Issa, are currently in Turkey. We
all left, we don’t see each other anymore, but one
thing stayed with all of us and that is this picture.
Our culture will travel the world with us, and we
will forever celebrate it.
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Poem

Prp

My teta served up Palestine

My teta served up Palestine on our
plates

In the _uc &5, the 454k, and the
gz Wb Jside

In the jars of pickled olives that lined
the kitchen sill

In the si3ls she toasted up on the days
we stayed over,

the home fragrant with the crisp
scent of fresh bread soaked with

Co) s and idle

My teta served up Palestine in her
dishes

In the 8,03l &liL yuw , and the

S Blowdly G5xuns

In the y= ¢,8 duwsS (ghxo

In the hours she spent on a single
dish,

CCRREREE R et () s i

A labour of love
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Quiet, frail, and delicate is all I knew
of my teta

All of what the world had left of her
Displaced at 2 years in 1948,

Exiled for 68 years of her life

And yet,

She was the strongest person I knew
The biggest heart, a vivacious
personality

A generous soul that wanted to feed
everyone

She never spoke of them

The hardest years of her life

She never spoke of Palestine very
much at all

In passing, on “Ogas)l ps §US W

lghae] izle ol
My mom always says
While cooking her mother’s recipes

My teta served up Palestine on our
plates

My teta’s mother served up Palestine
on her plates before her

My mom serves up Palestine on our
plates today



One day, lkes iale ol

I too will say

A lineage of cooking passed down the

women in the family
From Palestine
Trickled to reach me

Her food was resistance.
Her cooking was resistance.
A quiet, gentle, generational
resistance she passed on

I promise teta,
I too, will serve up Palestine on our
plates.

Dedication

I dedicate this poem to my teta, my
teta’s mother (Allah yirhamhum),
and my mom (Allah yihmaha). I
dedicate this poem to all the people
in Gaza, and in Palestine. I dedicate

this poem to anyone who cannot stop

thinking about Palestine.

Description

The poem is about my grandmother
(teta) and her unwavering fighting
spirit to resist the occupation

well after she was exiled. She was
displaced with her family when

she was two years old in 1948, and
despite speaking of Palestine very
little, I realized years later (almost
15 years after her death now, Allah
yirhamha) that she was always
resisting, but in her own way -
through her cooking. She taught my
mom to fight for Palestine through
her cooking. I hold onto her

gentle yet fighting spirit with me
every day, especially at these times.

- Mayyasah Akour
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The Past, The Present, The future

A legacy of discovery and beauty that transcends time,
reflecting an enduring testament to the greatness that was,
and the wonders that are yet to be.

- Ayham Nassar
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Painting
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A breakfast with watermelon
and olives over a collage of each
mention of crisis in the Middle East
by McGill newspapers. The painting
depicts desensitization due to
oversaturated media, as intense real-
world experiences are reduced to the
mundane. The word s,2.J1" translates
to “The Dining Table’

- Khedr Farida







“I am immensely proud of the Journal’s enduring legacy
and its role as a platform for students to share their diverse
experiences and perspectives. It's heartening to witness
marginalized voices finding resonance and visibility,
spotlighting the rich tapestry of immigrant narratives.

Let us continue to foster creativity and artistic expression
through this journal as it remains a beacon of hope,
inspiration, and unity for the student body”

- Khaled Skaik, Founder of the
ASN journal - Mubtakaran

“Mubtakaran encapsulates the collective beauty of the
incredible talents and creativity that thrives within our
community. It is a testament to our heritage, a proud
declaration that our timeless achievements transcend
borders, forever etched in the tapestry of our identity. It
was an absolute honor to work on this amazing project.”

- Obai Osman, ASN VP
Academics (23-24)
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