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Leen Tarazi's “Fruitacalo”

Milar Zaghal - “Palestine”

Mai Ziadeh & Juan Abu-Al-Humos - Sketches

Maya Ghawi - “Memories”

Jennah Aker - Colored Pencil Drawing

Tayma Shoaibi - “Little” & Juman Musallam - “My Sweet Grandmother”

Amar Nour & Lilian Jildeh - Paintings

Self Portraits Class of 2025

Jenna Masri - “Me & My Sito”

Hana Shqairat - “Parallel”

Leen Nawahda - Painting

Nada Jaawan & Alma Shawa - Short Stories

Naya Bishara - “Glory” & “A Girl Unsure”

Mirna Rabah - “Time Travel”

Nadine Rukab - “Gentle Power”

Faris Musallam - “Trust” & Layanne Reziq - “The Forbidden Drawer”
& Saba Deeb - “Fear and Courage”

Nada Jaawan, Jennah Aker & Zein Ismail - Technical Studies

Salma Khalifeh & Juman Musallam - Sketches

Jad Saidam - “ 5 ,SJI 6.7_,9

Mariam Salah - “3 y>x=0”

Sarah Abd-Al-Haleem's Short Story & Laila Jaawan - “Dear Palestine”
& Alia Darali - “Friends”

Janan Rjoub - Paintings

Leen Nawahda - “S_ell=l § =gl guas izl o) D"

Pamila Bro & Pierre Bro - Technical Studies

Pamila Bro - Self Portrait

Rahaf Abu Farha - “ j duuS”

Jwana Abu Taa - Painting

Ziad Tesdell - “Tea on the Fire”

Anonymous - “A Disappointment”

Noor Kamal - “She asked” & Nadia Ghawi - “Writing”




Palestine is utterly beautiful. It is the Jerusalem newspaper with a cup of
Middle Eastern coffee on a Friday morning, its hills and mountains tinted
with the cries of those we lost. It is white walls with wrongly imprisoned
children spray painted on them. It is a good steaming falafel sandwich
while you settle in on the sidewalk. Palestine is its soldiers, protectors, its
children. It’s a ten-year-old boy throwing a rock at a tank three times his
size. It is a teacher brightening the mind of innocence. It is mothers
stopping you in the middle of the road to ask if you're looking for a
husband. It's home-cooked meals and trying to guess what’s for lunch by
the smell of the spices. It's hushed conversations at 3 am during shoor. It
is Fairooz and Em Kolthoom in the early hours of the morning. It is the
prayer from the mosque 3 blocks down. It is Ramadan lights lighting up
cities. It is a Christmas tree on the roundabout that brings people
together. The sounds of bells as clear as day. It is the sense of belonging
and togetherness. It's the smell of freshly bloomed Jasmine flowers
tainted with gunpowder. It is a stolen land aching for its owner. It's keys to
houses dusted with a promise. It's pain, cries of agony, and misery that
belts itself to every intake of air every time we lose another soul to
merciless hands. It’s being proud of being Palestinian. To be proud when
she holds up a peace sign and smiles while being kicked down to the
ground. It is the small acts that unite us. It is our roots that join us around
the table. It is the thobe with hand-knitted details. It is the dabke in
weddings. It is to listen with wide eyes while gripping the edge of our
seats as grandparents tell their stories. It is to raise flags in honor. It is
when every shop closes, plans are canceled and we go on strike out of
respect. Respect for those who died in Jenin, in honor of those arrested in
Jerusalem, and pride for the kids shot at in Deir Yaseen. Palestine is
beauty, pain, and tears. It is pride and fear. It is the dream of freedom and
the will to go to war for your people. Palestine is life itself. It is death.
Palestine simply is. 5
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School days have been some of the best days of my life. They
are like a valuable treasure. | still remember my first day clearly. |
cried. The memories of that day are crystal clear.

Some of my most memorable moments have been the ones
spent with friends, but each day in my school life has been magical.

Life at F.G.S was a learning experience. It gave me confidence
and motivation to grow. It is the place where | recognized my
uniqueness. It is through my school life that | realized | have the
talent of being an actor. | have been in seventh heaven. My grades
are as straight as an arrow. What my teachers taught me will stay
with me forever.

F.G.S is definitely the period where | found and learned a
great deal about myself. My teachers helped me learn dedication
and to value time. They showed us resilience during COVID and
online teaching, and pushed us to achieve our best. But the greatest
blessing has been my friends, with whom | share memories in the
classroom and on the playground.

“Time flies but memories last forever” In 2019, we buried a
time capsule with some of our dearest memories of RFS. | will always
remember the days when our bags were heavy, not our hearts;
when pencils were broken, not promises. | will always remember the
nicknames we gave each other, the stories we told each other about
our lives, and the way we pretended to be walking encyclopedias.

These countless memories light up my life and will be with
me forever. | cried then, on my first day, and | will cry again on my
last. But the tears are different. This time it is because | do not want
to go!






Juman Musallam
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Sweet peas make me bloom
Like a sky so blue

They make me remember the sunshine

| am but a little person and rain
Living my little life

Worrying about my little problems

And loving my little things

It is hard to describe to you

What it feels like

To be so tiny

And to be aware of how | am living
Within an ocean of people

In a gigantic globe

Painted by ancient history

Covered with many mysteries

And read about

Its enormous problems

To look upon the stars

And try to understand

How infinite this universe is

But when | zoom in

Into my little life

And think about the little people

Whom | love very much

To listen to my little music

To remember my little memories

And stare into the never-ending horizon
Of my little vision

| can tell you

That it feels euphoric

And the ecstatic feeling that was running
through my veins.

It was when | was with my grandmother
She was like no other

She admired and loved sweet peas
They made her feel so pleased

She loved their colorful range and how
they looked on trees

She reminded me of their beauty

And of their elegance, truly.

The endearing smile across her face
Made every room light up with grace
Her presence was one of a kind

And her heart was full of pride.

| wish | could show this poem to her

To tell her how much | love her.

| miss you so much,

My sweet grandmother.

Tayma Shoaibi
11th Grade
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When | opened my eyes | saw my Mom, my Dad, and my Grandma, |
was so grateful to be in this family.

My Grandma always visited us at home. We clicked and made a strong
bond. | visited her a lot and when | was one year old, | sometimes
stayed there by myself. | learned so many words and songs in German
like backe backe kuchen, the Haschen song, and more.

| went on a trip with my Mom and my Grandma to London when | was
one. | stayed with my Grandma, and she held me every day in the
garden, telling me the name of each plant and tree, speaking and
singing to me. “Wheels on the Bus” was one of my favorite songs. She
did all the moves! She told me stories, and she also kept training me to
walk which | ended up doing while she told me,“Hop 1234, hop 123
4! | learned to walk with my Grandma when my Mom went to the
university and we surprised Mom when she came back.

When | was six years old, | went to my Grandma each Thursday with
my family. She always encouraged me to read, and she got me the Jane
and Peter Ladybird collection which | read with her. | also was reading
Ra-Z kids with her and | became one of the best readers in my class.

My Grandma is the best! We always discussed the books, or she told
me more about the topic from her experience. She made me ask
questions and think out of the box. | wrote and drew three stories for
her when | was four and five years old, and she kept them and told me,
“These are originals, you will be a famous writer one day my Jenna
Maus.’

(continued) 10



She taught me to appreciate things, and she gave me many original and
unique stuffies and dolls from Germany, and lovely jewelry like a little
unicorn and nice earrings, in addition to a musical carousel which played the
Mozart piece. | kept going to my grandma every Thursday and sometimes
during the week and breaks, sometimes alone. She fed my mind with lots of
knowledge. Her home is filled with books everywhere you look, we talked
about many topics and she told me many stories from her times and when
she was my age.

When | was 10 years old and my grandma was 78, she was very tired and
sick. | kept holding her hand, helping her with everything, telling her “Hop 1
2 3 4! She always laughed.

When | knew that she was getting more tired | cried. | was sad and
frustrated.

On the 17th of December, 2022, my Grandma went to the hospital for five
days. | went to her two times on Saturday and Tuesday. She told me how
much she loved me and my siblings. | held her hand tight and told her how
much she meant to me. Wednesday the 21st at 10:45 pm was her last
breath. | did not know, for | was at my uncle’s house.

In the morning, my Mom said come sit beside me on the sofa and she told
me in a beautiful way that Sito (Grandma) is now one of the Christmas
angels. She is up in the sky watching out for you and your siblings all the
time and every Christmas she is preparing for Christmas Eve with the other
angels.

| miss her sooooo much. She is the best, she is strong and heroic, she is our
soul and heart, and we came through her to earth.

Information about my Grandma: My Grandma’s name is Gabriele Awartani,
she is German, she was born on 24/4/1944. She died on 21/12/2022. She has
two siblings. She is very kind and sweet and all of the kind and lovely words
you can say.

| LOVE MY GRANDMA!!!! .



More than I'd like to admit,
| wander off and change us into something we aren't.
But most times | realize it wasn't an imagination and that it’s all true.

I've always thought of us as beings

Not belonging to the human race,

But belonging to the universe we came from and will one day return to.

In truth, it birthed us but it left us, watching over as we look for it.

And with the eyes it gave me, | can’t help but watch our connection with it spark, as we
resemble it.

Because in our laughs | heard symphonies that we played with the instrument of our
vocal chords, as we gave them to our cheering audience of planets above.

In our eyes | saw the glow of the stars that illuminate the sky and the days of one
another.

In our blossoming smiles planted in the fore of our faces, | felt the expansion of the
universe meet no limits, as joy and new life arise.

Our smiles are synonymous with beauty and hope yet as contagious as the illnesses we
suffer.

And in our pulsing hearts | admired the sight of the shooting stars that race at the top.
Or the circuit of planets that never seem to get tired of chasing one another.

In the colors we contain and the ones we express, that seem to part and unite us, |
watched the eclipses and sunsets align, painting a new canvas every evening.

In our faults and temper | heard the outraged collisions of asteroids, extending dust and
newfound tension into the depths of the established peace.

In our souls, | realized their underlying purity resembles that of the clouds, candescent
wherever they travel gracefully.

Ethereal and blissful, innocent as dark as they may seem.

In our existence, | realized we are infinites.

All that we take or leave behind.

In ourselves | see spirits that crave freedom and eternal rest.

Longing for the weight on their shoulders to evaporate.

To meet satisfaction and shake its hand.

To breathe in the new air once the choking pressure is released.

And to posses the time to witness the seasons warp and bond together. Spirits that
want to achieve the impossible.

Perhaps a talk atop the moon.

Or a silent walk along the rings of Saturn.

Far away, with no return or way back.

We long to be alone, parallel to the universe. 12
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Days and days of just sitting there, doing absolutely nothing but trying to enjoy the
company of my colleague.

She’s very quiet, not talkative at all. | like her but she’s so boring! First of all, she has no
confidence at all. Sometimes she says I'm “self-centered,” but | just know my worth. It’s
not my fault I'm used more often.

| think she’s jealous. Poor thing. | think she should be thankful that both of us are the
most used around here,

When | wake up, | am already greeted with excitement. Breakfast is the most important
meal of the day. If it's a busy school day, | am less likely to be used, which is annoying.
Then we wait. My colleague usually spends her time staring into space while | actually
socialize with everyone around me, We all lead interesting lives.

Today, | went to check on the coffee machine because he’s sick. He's very old so this is
normal. He said he might be replaced but | doubt it. The members of this family are all
hoarders.

Then, it’s time for lunch. | am almost always used at this time, and sometimes my
colleague isn't. So | do her a favor and tell her about what she missed out on. Instead
of thanking me, she says I'm “too talkative.”

Dinner is the same as lunch.

And at nighttime, | am forced to spend the whole time with my colleague. | tell her
about my day, about my friends, and about all my plans. She barely shares anything
with me. | feel bad for her and her boring life; she never has anything to talk about.

| have an interesting life as a salt shaker, and she is a pepper shaker, so why is her life
so boring and different from mine?!

There | was, another day where | just sat on that table and listened to my colleague,
who's always telling me how boring | am, and how | never have anything interesting
happening in my life, because he, on the other hand, always has some sort of
excitement in his life. Honestly, I'm jealous.

Today, Salt was talking to me again, telling me the same thing over and over again.
“You're really boring.” However, around lunchtime, Salt was picked up and was given
a shake, nothing new. but to my surprise, | was also given a shake! | was shocked, and |
could tell by the look on his face, Salt was also shocked, yet he wasn’t happy. | looked
at him with a smile on my face, and laughed.

| don't understand why he was upset. He’s always being used, and I'm always sitting
there watching, and | don't say anything or look at him even though I'm jealous.
Anyways, today was a great day, We were sprinkled on a delicious lunch, and that was
it.




Naya Bishara
Oth Grade




Imagine if you could time travel and unravel the mysteries of the past, or
discover the cure for cancer, or study dinosaurs face-to-face! Time traveling has
always been a dream of humanity and many people wish they had that ability

for many reasons. If | get the ability to time travel one day, I'm going to use it to
explore, solve a lot of past mysteries, and hopefully make the future a better
place.

| would like to travel forward in time to the future to discover the cure for cancer
and other illnesses, which would ultimately allow me to carry that knowledge
with me back to our era and help save thousands, even millions, of lives.

Traveling to the future will also allow me to possibly go to other planets and
learn so much interesting information about our amazing galaxy. | can also
explore the inventions of the future and get a glimpse of how the next
generation is going to be living. | wonder if there will be flying cars or if robots
will be in control!

| would use my time watch to go back to the 1950s and 1960s to support the
battle for equality for all citizens, black or white, and help with the battle for
women'’s rights. | can use my knowledge of what the future is like to persuade
past governments to make equality a priority. That would help save so many
lives and keep people like Mahatma Gandhi and Martin Luther King, Jr. alive to
see their dreams of equality and freedom come true.
| could win a Nobel Prize for my work with dinosaurs as | will travel back to
about 233 million years ago to study dinosaurs in their natural habitats, not only
their fossils. When the time comes, | will finally know the real reason why
dinosaurs became extinct. | can also learn about the past plant and animal life
and discover the mysteries of the world.

Moreover, I'll make sure to go to all sorts of important events in the past, such as
the first Olympics in Greece, the building of the Eiffel Tower, and the
construction of the pyramids in ancient Egypt to discover facts that | found
myself, not that | searched for on the internet.

| wish | had the power of teleportation to be able to discover so many things to
revolutionize science and physics, prove to people that it is not impossible to
follow your dreams, and make the future a better place.
16
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Trust the bond that does not rust

Without it, we are bound to lose.

We lose our wings and lose our might and fall down like a crashing plane.
We get stabbed by a knife, which makes a wound that could never heal.
We lose our hearts and trust in anything we love,

Why do we trust so much, when we get destroyed?

| guess it's human nature to trust so much,

But then one loses their sense of trust in all.

Why is it so difficult to trust?

| wish we could know whom we could believe in this wretched world.
We either have faith in someone or we don't, and it drives me insane.
How can we trust anyone these days?

One day a girl named Cinnamon saw her mother cooking supper and decided to give
her mother some help. Her mother was chopping vegetables with a knife for the stew
so Cinnamon decided to imitate her mother. She reached into the drawer to grab a
knife to imitate her mother when she felt a sharp pain in her hand. When she pulled
her hand out of the drawer, she saw a large gash on her finger, and when her mother
saw her finger, she panicked and called Cinnamon’s father. He rushed home and
comforted Cinnamon’s mother, and bandaged Cinnamon’s finger. Ever since then there

have been multiple locks on that drawer and till this day Cinnamon doesn't know what
hurt her.

Do you think | live within these walls, and | hear gunshots?

It recalls as it is brought up in front of you.

Day by day, you're either its resilience or its target.

Its patience awaits within that road and street you pass to go to your favorite market.
Its audience realizes that it's all the same or that you can make a change.

It's so strange, you can't tell if it's a firework, or you're just dreaming.

| hear screaming, should | be escaping or who am | to be redeeming?

Day and night. Village to village. Will this end?

May it finish.
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When Reem was heading home, she decided to make her way to her friend’s house.
She wanted to end all the tension and issues between them. This visit determines
their future. With each step, Reem felt guiltier and more anxious. What if the opposite
of what she wanted happened? Reem decided to not overthink it. Soon, Reem made
it to Lina’s modern fancy white house. With her heart beating quicker and quicker she
knocked on the door. When Lina answered, she stood still trying to recall what she was
gonna say. Then she started to stutter. Lina giggled and understood what she meant.
In the end, they had known each other for a long time. Lina just smiled and hugged
Reem. When Reem left, she felt so happy and relieved that she got that guilt off her
chest, and there was peace between her and her best friend.

Dear Palestine,
How have you been?

Are your people fighting?
Or are they unable to win?

Do your kids spend their time playing?
Or are they locked up in prisons?

You've been suffering for a long time,
has anyone come to help?
Or are you still on your own?

Does the world know the truth ?
Or do they still believe the lies on tv?

Is nature blooming?
Or do the trees get stolen and burnt?

| hope you can live in peace.
And may your people stay strong.
Sincerely,

Laila Jaawan

| can’t express how much it
meant when you said those
words that shook my head.

| thought we were friends
who kept our word.

This shows how little you
care.

| tried my best to be your
friend.

| guess hard work is
sometimes not appreciated.
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i thought that you were different

i thought that you were the good guy that you claimed to be
but turns out

you're just like the others

you're just normal

iIn My eyes you were my savior

but turns out

you just gave me another reason to give up

don't worry i won't

i already fell

i'm already torn

i was already dead inside yet you gave me reasons to stay
i was ready to leave but you didn't allow that

you gave me the love i needed

the attention i longed for

the care i've dreamed about

but turns out that my story was ending

you just gave it a special taste

smth that feels good at the beginning but then bitter
just like any story

any fairy tale

beauty and the beast

both of us were beauty but then your true self revealed a beast
sleeping beauty

i was sleeping, lost in my dreams,

when u woke me to a reality i did not accept

to the ugly truth

they didn't lie when they said expect the unexpected
because the real you was unexpected

they kept telling me about ur tender heart, and mature self
and maybe you are a passionate human

but i'm sure about one thing

you weren't kind loving or even friendly to me

you lied

(continued) 34



you ran from the truth and from any serious subject facing us

u blamed me at the first wrong thing i did

u made yourself look like the good guy that u want

the victim

but only i know how rude intoxicating and disgusting u are

How can you call yourself mature when you run from your issues?
being calm and being mature are completely diverse

when ur calm and u think, then react in a mentally developed and
balanced

way; that means ur mature

and u have a calm personality so u think then decide to run

to escape and ignore ur issues

instead of communicating and discussing them

people like you are not mature

people who are hot tempered

give chances

and after thinking they decide to face their problems and think about
the whole situation and not just about themselves are mature
lastly, a tip for later

don't allow yourself to fall in love

bcs when u love u hurt ur love

some people have a bright future that not a midget like u will destroy
we exist in a cruel world

one that has no space for sympathy or empathy

but i showed u both

i did mistakes and i can't deny that

but it was ur fault to deal with the results of those mistakes alone
people have fallen

but not in love

in expectations

memories

disappointments

and pain

everything that u did to me doesn't hurt

because i'm used to people being rude and mean

and ugly on the inside

but what stings

is who u were

the sweet boy who would do anything for my happiness

flipped a switch that i didn't know existed

now he's ruthless ugly rude dishonest and not trustworthy

the boy that i was in love with lied and died

and the girl that u were once in love with got buried with him. 35



She asked, "How have you determined my rhythm when you've never heard my words;
why would you judge my scars when you've never fought my wars?
You may ask about my red fissures, the ones buried within,
but you never see them anymore; they've faded beneath my covered skin.
Yes, | may say I'm fine,
but these lies; they're trembling down my spine.

And so | ask again,

How can you trust my mask?

For this mask constantly lies.

What you see is never a reflection
of what's truly inside.

It's only there to mute each imperfection that cries,
for it's been two years since these appeared to sight
about the time the credulity escaped into the night.

So now | ask again,

"How can you say you know me when you've only seen my skin?"

Writing is an important skill every person should have. Some say it’s a
disease that only creative workers succumb to. Some say it's a curse.
Others argue that it doesn’t even exist. For me, the thing | love most
about writing is that it strikes randomly. Most of the time I'm
overwhelmed with many ideas that | can possibly write about. Some
people might ask, “Why are writing skills important?” As a member of the
Writing Club, | can admit that writing is very important. It’s the fuel that
drives communication, and communication serves as a framework for
society. Writing equips us with communication and thinking skills. It
expresses who we are as people. Writing makes our thinking and learning
visible and permanent. It fosters our ability to explain and refine our
ideas to others and ourselves, and writing is a powerful tool used to store
information. Writing can act as a shield that provides support and

power. 36






The Poppy Magazine is a student-run literature and art
publication that showcases the creative talents of Ramallah
Friends School's student writers and artists. The name of the
magazine is inspired by the red poppy, a symbol of
remembrance and hope. The bright red petals of the flower
symbolize the sacrifices of martyrs for the Palestinian

resistance, which is why the flower is treasured in Palestinian
tradition. In addition to its association with remembrance, the
poppy symbolizes the beauty and fragility of life, making it a
fitting emblem for a magazine that celebrates the creative
expressions of young artists and writers.

RAMALLAH
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