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This issue of the Midway Muse is dedicated to the Midway
University Graduates of 2020.

During unprecedented times you have strived and struggled to
finish your degrees and classwork, to enter a world even more
foreign than expected.

Congratulations Midway seniors!

Special dedication to Senior HALA AYYASH
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Hala Ayyash:

A graduating criminal justice major, Hala Ayyash came to Midway University on

scholarship to play soccer, which she did enthusiastically her four years here. But Hala

proved to be more than just an athlete, but a
art form i from writing to music to pai nting i have been discovered and enjoyed by all

who know and love her in the Midway community. The founder of the Midway Art

Club, Hala encouraged students from every corner to develop and share their talents by

hosting art shows in conjunction with the Museunveiling events. Born in Bethlehem,

Pal estine, Hal aés family now |ives in Somerse
criminal justice professor, while continuing to pursue her many artistic interests.

Her professor writes of Hala:

Hala is the epitome of LIFE: laughing, creating, running, embracing, shining! Always
passionate, always energetic, always gratefufi her favorite expression: 6 i t 6 s a
b | e s § Halagehgénders life wherever she goes. To know her is to love her. She is
the blessing.

From fer journal, Hala writes:

We dondt understand why we go through the thi
but after, we become a whole new person. | spent a whole year crying because of
circumstances | couldndt changeedayliecomesrer t i me
grateful for the things we went through. During my journey of falling apart |

discovered things about myself that | previously did not know. It is like | unlocked

characteristics of my personality after each time | fell apart. Kind of like a | evel up in

life. | learned lessons the hard way, but it made me wiser, smarter and more resilient. |

found a whole new work ethic and a whole new way to cope. Like a pocket full of

sunshine that I pull out on rainy days. Even on the rainy days, | learned to embrace the

grey clouds searching for a meaning. A new thing to learn. A lot of self -reflections come

after you fall apart. You think you know yourself, but the truth is, we are never

stagnant. Our interests and inspirations will change, only if we fall apart first though. |

let all the china in the cabinet shatter for the faith of knowing that better is coming.



Hala Ayyash
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Hold On To Each Moment

They said, oTi me wil/| C ome:

Before you know it, you wil/| be done. 0
We complain of pain

As we work too hard

To sprint each yard.

Little did we know

That this show

Was coming to an end.

From teammates to friends

Our rivals showed their frowns,

As we screamed oO0This is our town!o
We played each game,

People remembered our name.

We chanted our way to victory;

We put other teams in misery.

We wiped our tears

As they said 0ltds been years!o

Our past teammates ranted,

Saying, oDondt take it for granted. ¢

As we played our last game,



The comment ator screamed
We looked at each other:

We knew we would never be the same.

Hala Ayyash
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The Way You Carry Yourself
The way you carry yourself

So sweet and fine

Eyes so blue with perfect shine
Smile so bright

Blinding anyone in sight

But they donot
What you donot
You laugh

To hide away pain

With only yourself to blame
But they donot
What you donodt

You try so hard

Not to let down your guard
Trapped in your mind

With nothing to find

Feeling like you are in a drought

So you continue to doubt .

Hala Ayyash
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Fares, |

Although the heat never left no matter what month it was, the fig tree in the
backyard always bore fruit. It was a particularly hot summer day. | heard mama

yelling from our first -floor balcony, 0 0 Far es! Stop fighting with t

oMama | dondt do anything! They keep thro
behind our building. His size often got him in trouble. Being smaller than the other
boys, an easy target, | should say. On that daythe sun did not show any mercy, and
neither did Fares. He had a tan that was a golden brown, with hair always so messy,
dark brown covered in white rubble |ike an ol
He ran toward the fig tree, jumping on it as fast as he could. | watched him wrestle

through the leaves, keeping a close eye on him because | underestimated his courage.

| turned away for a second only to hear him jump off the tree. It was
surprisingly loud given his small size, but he was on a missio n. He jumped with
confidence, holding at least 30 unripe figs with his shirt. Unripe figs, just as hard as
rocks that leaked this white milky substance that made your skin itch. He ran toward
the boys, stopping only for a second to look at me. The sun reflected in his honey-
colored eyes as he read the concern in my face. He smiled so wide, a mowestar smile,
teeth too big for his mouth. Then, he ran toward those boys. | was scared but Fares was
fearless, and his courage brought fear to the other boys. lwatch him launch those figs at
the boys, moving closer with each hit. The boys began to cry and itch, yelling at him to

stop, but Fares wanted them to hurt until all those figs were gone.

After a while the boys ran away, and Fares turned around to make his way back
home. He walked towards me, dripping in sweat, dirt, and fig juice. Only his smile was

still bright.

OMama is going to be mad you are so dirty;

water to constantly take showers | ike this, o



Fareslookedup and sai d, olf you do not fight ba
of your circumstances. 0 Il n that moment | rea
was skewed. | used to think that he was a fragile boy with nothing but imagination. He

was much bigger than that. He was not my little brother anymore.

Hala Ayyash
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