Art & Literary Journal
Spring 2012 Edition



AUKywait
creeqy)

The AUKuwait Review: Arts & Literary Journal
Spring 2012 Edition Volume: 6



Editorial Board Members

Alla Abd al-Jawad
Alia Aref

Anwar Behbehani
Ayat Al-Bloushi
Dhari Al-Qabandi
Ghaneema Al-Qudmani
Helene Neaman
Monica Matta
Mubarak Mutairi
Nada El-Badry
Nada Bedir

Soud Al-Zaid

Sara Soliman
Yousef Nayef

AUKuwait Review Mission Statement

The AUKuwait Review is a bilingual literary and artistic journal run by AUK students. The Review, published annually,
contributes to the arts presence at AUK by showcasing the artistic talent in the AUK community. It seeks to encourage
emerging as well as established talents to publish their creative works and to promote thoughtful, intellectual, and respectful

discussion. The AUKuwait Review upholds AUK's values of creative expression and diversity by welcoming submissions from

the whole AUK community.

Graphic Designer
Dhari Al-Qabandi

Faculty Advisors

Supervisor:
James McDougall

Graphic Design:
Maryam Hosseinnia

Art Section:
William Andersen

English Section:
Kathy Nixon

Arabic Section:
Ghaidaa Mohamad



Letter from the Editor
Dear Reader,

Welcome! After a long year of hard work, we are pleased to present the 2011-12
issue of the AUKuwait Review. This year we share literary works on memory, struggle,
spring mornings, iPads, butterfly dreams, and moonlight, as well artwork of sunlight, solitary
benches, travels through Rome, and of Turkish bazaars.

Last year we introduced an Arabic section to the Review, and urge you to turn to the
Arabic section of this year’s issue to enjoy the Arabic literature we have to offer you. You
will also find information on signing up to become a board member, designer, and/or editor,
as well as on how to submit your work for next year’s issue, in the coming few pages.

It has been fantastic working with this year’s team and I am proud to present this
year’s issue to you on behalf of the editorial boards of the Review. I would like to thank each
and every one of you to put in those extra hours and all that effort into putting this together,
and a special thanks to all of you who contributed your work this year.

We are all proud of the work presented in this year’s issue of the Review by the
writers, photographers, artists, designers, editors, and supervisors who made this issue
possible. We all think this year’s is a pretty good issue, and hope you think so, too.

Enjoy it, share it, and next year, be part of it!

Sincerely,

Sara Soliman
Editor-in-Chief



HOW TO SUBMIT

Would you like to submit your work to the 2012-13 issue of the AUKuwait Review?
The instructions and details for submissions are below.
You may submit work to the ART, ARABIC, and/or ENGLISH sections.

POETRY (ARABIC/ENGLISH)

Maximum 5 poems
Send all work to in a single MSWord document aukuwaitreview@auk.edu.kw
Submit with a short biography (Name, class standing, major, and a little bit about yourself)

PROSE (ARABIC/ENGLISH)

Maximum 3 pieces of prose

Each submission no longer than 3 A4 pages, single spaced

Send all work in a single MSWord document aukuwaitreview(@auk.edu.kw

Submit with a short biography (Name, class standing, major, and a little bit about yourself)

ARTWORK
Maximum 5 pieces
All images must be 300dpi resolution and in PDF format
Artwrok must be photographed/scanned/exported to 300dpi
All files of poor quality will be immediately rejected
Submit all work on a CD to Prof. Maryam Hosseinia, 5th Floor
Submit each piece with a title and information of medium used
Submit with a short biography (Name, class standing, major, and a little bit about yourself)

All submissions will be reviewed by students and selected according to a quality rubric and
the AUKuwait Review Mission Statement. You will be notified via email if your submission
has been selected. Once published, the work becomes property of the AUKuwait Review.



JOIN THE AUKUWAIT REVIEW TEAM!
Woud you like to join one of our editorial boards?
You can join one or more of the following boards: ART, ENGLISH, ARABIC

Your responsibilities would be to assist with advertising, publicity, and to select and
proofread submissions.

Send an email to aukuwaitreview(@auk.edu.kw if you are interested or have any questions.

Do you have any comments/questions/ideas/feedback for us? We would love to know what
you think and of any ide as you might have. Email us at aukuwaitreview@auk.edu.kw



Contributors

AbdulRahman Al-Shaheen is a sophomore at AUK studying English Literature with a minor in
Arabic. He likes to write poems when he feels the need to express something in a different way.

Aesha Borahmabh transferred from Box Hill College with an Interior Design Diploma. She decided
to get her Bachelor’s Degree in Graphic Design from AUK. This is her first year at AUK. She is
interested in art and design and tried to participate in university activities, including the A UKuwait
Review.

Afnan Abdullah is a Graphic Design senior student at AUK with a minor in Mass Communication.
She has participated in AUK’s annual Art Competition, and the work she has published in the
AUKuwait Review has been showcased there. The medium that she is most comfortable using is
pencils, but she is trying to experiment with various media. Artists such as Michelangelo, Leonardo,
Caravaggio, and Theodore Gericault, as well as hard and folk metal music, are her prime source of
inspiration.

Alaa Abd Al-Jawad is a senior Graphic Design student at AUK. She loves photography and writing
poetry, and is interested in arts and music.

Amina Al-Anssari graduated with a double degree in Information Systems and Graphic Design
from AUK. She is currently an employee at the Ministry of Finance and is a part time freelancer. Art
and design have always been a vital part of Amina’s life and always will be.

Anurag Galhotra is a student at AUK. He is trying to study Graphic Design. He might be graduating
soon and is extremely sad about leaving AUK. Time just flew by for him. He wishes he could have
done more to keep the university as pure and enchanting as it is. He wishes all his fellow inmates
the best in life.

Anwar Behbehani is still in the process of figuring out what she wants to do in the future. She’ll get
back to you on that.

Ayat Al-Bloushi is a junior majoring in English Language and Literature. She is always seeking for
the best for her personality and career. Having at least one work published in the 4 UKuwait Review
makes her glad.



Craig Bacino has a BFA degree in printmaking and drawing from the University of lowa and MA
degrees in geography and in applied linguistics from the University of Montana. He taught art in
the Helena, Montana public school system, worked as art director of Judge Advertising, Helena,
Montana, and worked as a cartographer for the U.S. Government and the State of Montana. More
recently, he has taught English in the United States, Japan, Jordan, Italy, China, and currently teaches
in the IEP at the American University of Kuwait.

Dalal Al-Mutawa is a former AUK student. She is interested in travel and photography.

Dana Ismail is a junior Graphic Design student at AUK. She is a student worker and a contributes by
designing fliers on campus for clubs and organizations such as The Voice of AUK, AUK’s university
newspaper. Her hobbies include drawing, painting, and photography. The pictures included here in
the AUKuwait Review are from my last trip home back in the South of Lebanon.

Fajer Al-Khalifah is a second year student, and a multilingual. After graduation, she would like to
become a novelist.

Fatma Sumaiti is an alumna from the AUK class of 2011. She loves reading and writing. She
appreciates good music and stupendous art in all shapes and forms. Fatma is taking one step at a
time. Yesterday, she was that experimental poet; today, she’s published in the A UKuwait Review, and
perhaps tomorrow, she’ll be the Beyonce of poetry!

Ghaidaa Hasan Mohamad is an instructor of Arabic at AUK.
Ghalya Al-Dhaffiri is an artist, pianist and writer. Politically, she is a realist, nationalist and liberalist,
and she speaks her heart and mind. Ghalya has an elephant and Call of Duty obsession. Less is more,

even in “short” biographies.

Ghaneema Al-Qudmani is a senior majoring in Graphic Design. She enjoys sports, photography,
and playing the guitar.
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Gholam Reza Vatandoust is currently a Visiting Associate Professor in the Internaional Studies
Program at AUK. He served as the Giovanni Costigan Professor at the University of Washington and
is the recipient of the Getty Institute Fellowship. He is the author and editor of more than 12 volumes
and more than 50 academic articles.

Hawraa Bouhamad is a student at AUK.

Helene El-Neaman is a junior at AUK majoring in Graphic Design. She is very passionate about art
and her hobbies include art in all its forms: from sketching and painting, to music and writing. In my
free time, when not drawing, Helene plays the piano and writes songs, poems, and even stories. You
could say she has a very wild imagination and it comes in handy sometimes. Aside from her artsy
side, Helene is very fascinated with science too, and she dreams of studying at the Massachusetts
Institute of Technology (MIT). Her ideal carrier is a field that involves both creativity and science.

Humam Shabani is a graphic designer. He has a huge passion for photography, art and music.

Idil Hassan has been passionate about books since an early age. Idil’s passions extended to writing
short stories and recently, poems. Idil feels as if poetry is a medium in which you can subtly convey
your innermost feelings and experiences.

Isha Haider is a senior double majoring in Accounting and Finance at AUK. Apart from her recently
becoming a Writing Consultant at the Writing Center, she is a dedicated Copy-Editor and Journalist
working for The Voice of AUK, AUK’s university newspaper. She is a published poet in the A UKu-
wait Review, has been a Peer Tutor at the SSC and the IEP program, and has also worked as a Junior
Assistant at the Office of the Dean’s of the College of Arts and Sciences. Primarily, she prefers writ-
ing English poetry but is also involved in writing “poems of substance,” as she defines them, in her
mother tongue.

James McDougall was hatched as cover in a mid-1970s plot to redistribute spawning patterns in
brook trout of the Maritime Provinces. He likes reading and taking long walks.

Lamiya Baz is a senior double majoring in Accounting and Finance. She loves writing but that’s
something she discovered only lately! She also likes reading, drawing, and playing squash. She is
honored to have her work published and hopefully someday will have published a book of her own.



Latifa Bassem is a Business Management student. She loves art such as anime and Islamic design.
She is good at gouache, pastels, pencils, and is still a beginner at oil colors. Her values and beliefs
are unchangeable. She used to write stories but currently writes poems.

Mariam Fadhl is a senior at majoring in English Language and Literature with a Diploma in Law. She
is the president of the Arabic Literature Club at AUK. She is a member of Creative Youth’s Gathering
established by Kuwait Writers Association. She has also contributed to the field of journalism as a
columnist and writer in both Alam al-Yawm, and al-Rai, two prominent Kuwaiti local newspapers.
She has also presented her work in several Poetry Evenings in Kuwait.

May Omran is a transfer student from North Carolina and is a Management and Marketing major
at AUK. She expresses herself best through writing. She plans to author several books in the near
future. Her other interest is photography. In the future, insha'Allah, she would like to pursue studies
in import/export, logistics, and trading. She hopes for the best.

Maysaa al-Sharif has a Bachelor's Degree in Arabic Literature and a Master's Degree in Arabic
Language and Gender Studies from Kuwait University. She has been a frequent writer for the a/-Rai
newspaper since 2009. She has been teaching for five years and is now an adjunct instructor at AUK.

Michael Aristidou is an assistant professor of Mathematics at AUK. He is originally Greek from
Cyprus and lived in the USA for 12 years. He studied Mathematics and Philosophy, and he has a
broad spectrum of interests in other fields such as science, literature, and history. He writes articles
and enjoys debating, as well as playing ping-pong and speed-chess.

Mubarak Mutairi is a student of English Literature who spends most of his time raising street
kittens in the hopes that they may become productive members of society.

Nader Abdullah is a student at AUK.

Noura al-Hulaibi is a sophomore at AUK. She reads like crazy, and gets inspired to read a lot. She
usually writes what she feels at a specific moment, even if it’s at 3 o’hclock in the morning, which is
kind of weird, but she embraces her originality. What is important to Noura is to stay true to herself
and not to act lie someone she’s not.
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Nur Soliman graduated from AUK in 2010 with a B.A. in English. She is former editor of The
AUKuwait Review; she was also a section editor, writer, and cartoonist for The Voice of AUK,
AUK’s university newspaper. Nur was a staff consultant at the Writing Center at AUK, and is a
freelance art journalist, publishing in magazines and blogs around the Gulf. Until she decides on a
suitable program for graduate school, Nur is doing a lot of reading.

Razan al-Asqah is a senior Graphic Design student at AUK with a minor in Communication and
Media. She loves art and drawing, and has been drawing ever since she was a child. Art is her passion
and being creative is a challenging and interesting way for her to express her emotions through her
work. She looks forward to expanding on her graphic design skills by incorporating drawing and
painting skills and to open up a studio some day.

Sadeq Abul is a senior Graphic Design student with a minor in Communication. He is a freelance
photographer. You can find more of his work on his Flickr account: www.flickr.com/sadeq-nader-
abul/

Sara Soliman is a student at AUK. She would love to pursue illustration and/or music in the UK
after she leaves AUK. Sara plays the flute and piano and loves reading, sketching, and folding pretty
things out of paper.

Sarah Ahmad is a sophomore at AUK. She is a digital artist; more specifically, a photo manipulator.
She started getting into the digital art world during 9th grade; art classes were always the same in
high school, and she wanted to try something different. Even though she has been creating art works
for almost six years now, she only started considering herself as an artist last year when she finally
started becoming satisfied with her work. Her style is more of a dark theme; instead of dwelling on
upsetting situations, feelings, and people trying to put her down, Sarah creates artworks—stuff like
that just feed her artistic soul

Scott Berlin teaches in the IEP department at AUK. He comes from Seattle, USA, and has taught
English at the university level in Japan and Korea for 18 years. In 2008 he and his wife took time off
to travel the world, visiting 27 countries. Both he and his wife are photographers.



Shaha al-Khaddah is a freelance graphic designer, writer, illustrator, calligrapher, and photographer.
She loves colors, rain, fruits, and paintings. She is an AUK graduate.

Wafaa Husaini is a student at AUK.

William Andersen is currently the Coordinator of the ART Program and an Assistant Professor of
Studio Arts & Graphic Design at the American University of Kuwait. Andersen received his MFA
from the School of the Art Institute of Chicago and a Fulbright-Hays Fellowship to continue his
artistic research in Taiwan and Mainland China before moving to Kuwait in 2008. He has exhibited
his artworks extensively throughout the United States and internationally in Taiwan, China, Japan,
Malaysia, Kuwait and the United Arab Emirates.

Yousef Nayef is a junior student at the American University of Kuwait. He enjoys writing, acting,
and singing. He hopes to become a playwright.

Zeinab Zeinab is a senior Graphic Designer studying at AUK.
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You go numb,
Senseless,

Floating

Into nowhere.

You shiver;

You’re not numb;
Not anymore.

Now you ache;
Excruciating demise;
A waterfall;

You’re floating again
Into somewhere
There.

The Aftershock

Fatma Sumaiti




And Life Goes On

Michael Aristidou

In this long journey,

led by the road of loneliness,

your only friends are your memories.
These are your source of energy,

the remembrance that you still exist,
that you love and desire.

These are what and who you are, who you will be;
for these you live and never give up;
for these you throw yourself in fire.

What an irony: being so alone, and them so many,
but really alone never you are;

you have your memories with you.

The ones you seek to find again,

the dream you traveled with so far.



Arabian Lure
Fatma Sumaiti

Syncopated footsteps,

Hair-flicks drenched in tradition,
Gypsy hips swaying to cultural beats,
Sparkles of pride in mothers’ eyes;
Her eyes delirious with joy,

Her lips curl up with lure;

She danced into time;

She twirled until forever.




Autumn Leaves
Yousef Nayef

The voice of falling autumn leaves precedes
a mass explosion in his mind and heart.

He tries to concentrate; he knows he needs
a helping hand; he fails to get the part.
Another shining day awaits him, yet

so windy.

Waiting in the stormy night,

he sings a rhyme in order to forget

his misery and start a life so bright.

He sings: “Let tempests take my home away.
Let vultures eat my flesh and drink my blood.”
The flies and worms upon my corpse will say,
lamenting me and crying me a flood:

“Yes, no one can escape this deadly test. The angels take the soul, and we the rest.”



The Axiom of Change

Isha Haider

It had bloomed all flowers and buds,

For a year

The days had filled life with invulnerability,
There was no fear.

Every bud had rejoiced with the spring’s dew,
Life was born.

No speck of old, it started anew,

I could have sworn.

How the cool breeze stroked the growing bud,
All fell into place.

All around was the smell of wet mud;

Life took a leisurely pace.

And then one day life began to wilt,
Flowers were choked and strangulated,

As though abandoned on a harbor, some silt,
Life’s mocking expedition ill-fated.

Spring is like child’s play,

Give it all at once, and then snatch it away,
Spring comes first, be that as it may,

Then comes Autumn, when death comes to stay.



Before the Battle

Nader Abdullah

Our warriors stand ready to receive

Our rivals coming from a distant land,
With skill and prowess we cannot conceive
Until in battle, face to face, we stand.

Their polished armor and their fearless gaze,

All arrayed toward us with their battle sign,

Will glimmer brightly in a fearsome blaze
When, surging forth, they make to crush our line.

But we will not stand idly for the fight,

For we have trained our arms and made our pledge
That when they come we»ll demonstrate our might
And make them fall before our weapon>s edge!

And when victorious over them we stand,
Our honor will be known throughout the land.



Called by the rejoicing sound.

Veiling the night in spiritual soul.

Divine harmony avails deep into the heart.
Intimidation by the spoken tongue rapture to kneel.
Light weighed from submission.

Invocations invoked.

Spectrums are the clearest visions, scattered and vague.

Purified through repentance.
Glorified is thy Lord.

Purity solicits a merciful being.
After the call of the Athan tonight.

Calling of the Athan

May Omran




Confessions
Ayat Al-Bloushi

The words they utter constantly are mean;
They touch my ears, though always I pretend
To be gravely deaf, as I keep clean

The dusty floors and all my tears descend.

From faraway lands I came to serve the kings
And queens, though praying their temper be mild.
I do obey my lords and kiss their rings;

And so I feed; I teach; and raise their child.

My lords, my ladies, hear what I’ve to say;

I was a princess at my father’s home.

True it was like a little box of hay,

Though there I’ve never begged for food and room.

If it was not for my misfortune’s treat,
I would refuse to live beneath your feet.



Creeping Cold

Nader Abdullah

I could not shake the feeling in my bones

That pierced through my flesh and through my core,
Sent shivers up my spine and aches and moans
Escaping from my lips to bed, “no more!”

That biting cold, it stole first through my skin,

Raised goose bumps on my hide and chilled my breath,
Crept slowly through my veins and deeper in,

A creeping chill akin to ancient death.

But when, at last, I thought my time was done,

A miracle emerged from the sky

To sooth my freezing flesh—Aye, t’was the sun,
Whose warm Benevolence shone down from high.

This sun’s reviving warmth did my life save;
Did spare me from the coldness of the grave.



100 shapeless dreams

a day, and yes, I saw you
somewhere, I don’t

know how, but you were there;
sitting calmly

at a beach

thinking about what it means

to be eternal.

Contemplation
Yousef Nayef




Cyclone
Fatma Sumaiti

Let the storm run free,
Steady;
I shall not fall.




Distant Land

Noura Al-Hulaibi

In a distant land,

where promises last,

where love is forever,

where we laugh like the careless souls we are

forgetting everything, but the passion I see through your eyes—
I am one with the wind, in a mystical land.

In a distant land,

stars glisten above the evergreen trees;
stripping away every pain [ endured;

I have not a care in the world;

in a promising land.

White clouds dance, and flowers sway;
melting my heart with the remedy of my past.
We are compatible, and we are together; alas,
in a distant land.



The Epiphany of a Broken Record

[dil Hassan

The stench of a broken record fills the humming air:
stringing hours of fabrication,

trickling down hollow lakes,

vibrating ears like a skinless drum.

A search for an end is a dive for air.

Forever set on replay;

no salvation for the wicked.

I’m winding, spinning the same layers of sticky lies;
like a spider getting caught in a web,

trapped by my own words,

taken down by my own demise.

Cries, screams, it’s all just lies.




Faithful Friends

AbdulRahman Al-Shaheen

A main source of life;
Like a stream in a desert;

They are faithful friends.




Gazing at the World in Tears

May Omran

Concealed pain glistens from within,
Oppression signifies the shimmering light
Released in agony without cessation,
Shaken merely by the guilt of choice;
Rejection has found its subtle grounds.

Spotted over the horizon is a vision,
Blinding in perfection and far from sight;
An immobile sight destroyed behind a pair of shattered frames.




Guilt

Isha Haider

Deaths, inadvertently, manifest their presence with multiple gnaws at the heart;
Clawing reminiscence digs down deep, sucking all into blank blackness,
Conventional, but not so convenient for the typicality of pain;

The facade of running life, until emptiness prevails over darkness,

Isn’t darkness the happiest stage of your dénouement?




In her own shell,

She twists and turns,
Stretches to the limit;
Gets weary and folds
In a haze; she’s stuck
Yearning for salvation,

Floundering in confusion.

In her own shell,
She’ll live forever.

Her Struggle

Fatma Sumaiti




To live

in a strange place,
where sun rays droop
over our heads,

like gesturing mermaids;
orange on orange:

we are lost in this maze.

Here

Ghaidaa Mohammad




Hiding in Silence

May Omran

A world of silence,

A dreadful life of quiet;

No sound to be heard, no color to be seen;

All is white and all is black.

The shadows lurk in the haunted streets behind, gloomy storms rage the city for miles,
Ragged shutters clack firmly against the window in front of me.

“Where I am,” hiding, behind this world of silence, a dreadful world of quiet.




Killer

Fatma Sumaiti

Creep into my dreams;
Hound my thoughts;
Obliterate my senses;
Killer.




Paper Butterﬂies
Sara Soliman

And paper butterflies rained;
Fervently fluttering their paper wings,
But the wind carried them.




Porcelain Doll

Helene Neaman

My porcelain doll,

A beautiful yet fragile treasure,

Hidden behind see-through walls;

People would gaze upon her delicateness for hours;
The shallowness of people blinds them from seeing
What lies behind a painted face;

For this poor statue of loveliness,

Is forced to smile every day,

Swallowed up inside her silent screams,

Out of touch with the world outside locked doors,
A world she misses;

For she lives in a permanent sleep paralysis;

This nightmare has become her living day,

Evil lingers in the doorway,

Monsters calling her name to escape,

Every day is a battle to resist temptation,

Every day is a battle to resist opening closet doors,
And enter a deadly fate of falling,

So this beautiful yet fragile porcelain doll,

Won’t suffer from permanent smiles no more,

But remain a sleeping refuge,

Of shattered glass on the floor.



The Rebirth

Isha Haider

The jest of her fear, that mist is now clear,
Oppressed by her wound, his facts she can hear.
The past can be past; the facts still will last,
Refreshed is her truth, his lie is not dear.

The sorrow, her pain, the guilt, and her tear,
Have left her alone, his voice she won’t fear.
Oblivious to life, she did once appear,

But that was the past; her present is here.




AResponseto Lola Haskins'“To Play Pianissimo”

Nur Soliman

It is when you, in that dark row,

are listening calmly, solemnly, carefully,

until those secret notes in the piece

are whispered in pianissimo, so softly.
Pianissimo. It doesn't last for long, and the
performers move on to the next bar.

But already your breath is lost and

you forget everything; your fingers slacken

on the program and you let it drop—

movements and all, you let it drop—

those necklaces, tie-pins and all.

You are naked, vulnerable, alone but wide

as the universe. There is pain in your

throat as like a child you bury your head in your
mother's breast to weep in silence, except
actually you are not moving at all in your seat,
in that hall, sitting very still with your eyes half-shut,
scarcely stirring barely noticeable in the elegant murmurs
of black suits and shawls and dim comfort.

You cannot hold back the infinite tears

of the spirit, when broken down by

private sorrows and bereavements,

by love tugging at the deepest glade,

truer and piercing the air only with their
whispers, without sound, only music.



Rest in Peace
Isha Haider

Oblivious to life, she used to smile at buds,
No vision of reality she did bask;
In her self-knitted mirage, she used to linger.
And now, in her own illusion of contentment,
She has drowned.

Gulping — Gasping — Guzzling,
She swallows
Misery
To fill her mind, her body,
Now soul.

Unending fog of uncertainty
Lasting eternally, this bloom of frailty
Seems to cage her very being
Bit-by-bit.

Lingering like lost souls lamenting and largely lugging her person to the peak of her
dénouement—
—End-
Finally can she
Rest in Peace?



Each step a memory erased

on weed-clogged byways;

Toe nails long, yellow as curved beaks;

gullets’ glutted with soft sanguine clay,

splayed feet slip on splintered black planks.

Are those ropes or sinews or leafless vines?

Mouth agape—no yell-hoarse spray

from a stone-hard throat.

And tackle shifts, distended nerves, universal descent;
one by one, tight bundles pulled taut into oblivion—
eddies, swirling vortices—river old rubbery thief.
And with worn clutches ripe knuckles scrape

a bloodless curse—a balancing act—-down the
skeletal steps to the quay

where moors no boat.

Returning Home Old

James McDougall




The Solitary Reaper of Arles, France

Nur Soliman

He breathed in brilliance, his body was charged and his eyes shone with
the twinkle that must have appeared to others to be madness.

He stood a solitary figure in the fields, flaming hair cropped like a monk's,
gaunt figure with easel and brush and canvas, feet firmly planted

on the ground as he worked in the Provencale fields and vales,

alone, struggling to calm a worried heart in the sirocco, alone even

when he had company, because the lights could become too bright.

The summer-green grass would be heavy with winter rains, perhaps,
magnifying the sky, shimmering as he stood in gold and crimson fields,
ablaze with wheat and sunlight, ablaze with olives and tapered cypresses
against soft tender afternoon skies or bright cobalt nights and midnights.
Before him were the peasants with burdened backs lifting grain,

as he painted all those sowers radiant in the dawn, over a thousand works.
He painted furiously; he fought, but was never to reap what he had sown—
painted to soothe and console that worried heart, a lullaby to loneliness,
Arlesian sunflowers lit like candles for Vincent.




Spring Morning

Noura Al-Hulaibi

Spring morning;

A beautiful scene,

As beautiful as the scene of rose petals brushing his cheek,
As soft as silk; these petals are.

Do not fall or die, stay where you are!

You have no root, but you will be the most beautiful by far,
As long as you stay that way.

The scene of beauty;

It’s hard to look away

For nothing will take away the grace that has brought you here;
Here on this day,

As red as the sun touching the ground.

But if you must leave like the sun,

Let us see a magnificent end to your goodbye,

Thought I could watch you forever, you must fall;

Fall like sundown;

But will you re-appear?

I doubt that

For you are rare;

Nothing will replace your atmosphere.

So go and be free; free to fall.

Fall if you must;

Forget you I won’t.



A Strangers Face! (Friday August 26,2011 at4:17 pm.)

Alaa Abd Al-Jawad

I was at the airport...sitting in a café, drinking tea

I saw his face between the crowds...who is he?

Busy with his laptop...drinking coffee

There was something about him;

I couldn’t take my eyes off him,

Mysteriously attractive...with his brown sparkling eyes and careless hair
I thought, maybe he is too cool to care.

Then he noticed me...looked directly in my eyes and smiled;
His smile captured me and passed through my soul,
And even though he didn’t say a word,

His eyes said so much more;

There was nothing said.

Yet, I imagined his voice in my head,

Like a beautiful cello melody...so sweet and passionate;
I just wished he was mine—

And before I knew, it was time;

I heard the call for my plane.

I wanted to ask about his name;

I stopped myself, this is insane!

So I picked up my stuff and he did, too;

A broken smile on my lips drew.

I didn’t want to leave...not yet.

We were walking the same way.



My thoughts started racing;

Could it be? We’re going on the same flight?

He passed by me...his smell was as refreshing as a summer breeze
But when we reached the gates, I went right and he went left.
Sadness and disappointment showed when our eyes met.

I sat on the chair feeling blue;

How did I get attached to someone I have never known
Someone I met by chance, and yet I felt like I’d known him forever?
It was then when I saw him looking at me through the glass—
My eyes smiled before my lips, he waved at me;

I waved back...then he disappeared.

That was when I got back to reality.

I consider him as a beautiful sculpture,

Like the “Statue of David.”

I can watch it and get inspired by its beauty,

But I can’t have it...not for myself.

It will remain in the museum,

But his picture will be carved in my mind.

I believed he was the love that inspired me,

And for me he will be a sculpture created by an artist

So I wrote those words for him,

And he became the “Statue of David at the Airport.”



The Sun Has Risen

Fajer Khalifah

Just a few years ago, you were one of us;
We used to play like little kids
With a princess and a palace.

And after what had happened;
After you had left,
The light in my life lessened.

No one seems to notice
At all, how I feel;
The mourning or the sadness.

When I close my eyes,
After the moon closed his,
I see your sunrise;

You’re just how you left me;
With the scent of flowers
And cheeks as red as a cherry.

I shed tears of love (you smile...);

A message I received from above
Because the sun has risen.



Thats “It”

Nur Soliman

Goodbye Joe Morello, goodbye and good night,

you and George Shearing have up and left us,

left us with the universal ultramarine blues.

Blind men from Battersea and Springfield gave us eyes
to see to hear the blues with, hear the joy of being

as we are transported frenetically astronomically
with your tap-toe beats your steel brush sweeps.
Desmond has left too, both of you leaving us records
and sounds of Oberlin, of Carnegie of 1953 of 1965,
leaving us Eugene and dearest, dearest Dave.

To our beloved and departed,

we can only send imaginary bunches and bunches
of riotous radiant flowers through the mail,

there are things we can keep, from all of you
memories of your hands and your eyes,

those tapes, framed photos, words,

ties we remember, scented like dried flowers,

to keep in this world what’s left for us to keep,

the heartbeat, and the soul.



To Walk with Them

Isha Haider

Once again, their fingers entangle
To walk above their shadows of timber
Cast beneath their steps,

Once again, time converges their routes into an ending mirage
With their every footprint on the shade of black
Narrowing them into one another,

Once again, an austere collectiveness compels them to gather towards the heavens
With entangled souls their promises, like bees, prepare to meet like an illusion
And to walk with them to their end...

Majid Ashraf Mahmood




Let’s dream together,

let’s run together,

let’s sing under a shadow,
let’s erase the past,

let’s feel the last moments
of a falling wall,

or a falling nation;
together.

But don’t leave me...

Together

Yousef Nayef




Try

Latifa Bassem

Try to stand up...try to walk
Never listen...to empty talk
Try to embrace your life

Never give in to...a stupid strife
Try to smile...try to laugh
Never break in two halves

Try to reach to the sky

Never give up and never cry
Try to give your life a change
Never believe in limits or ranges
Try to give yourself a chance
Never judge by a mere glance
Try to be, what you want to be
Never judge before you see
Try to listen, and to understand
Never cut a helping hand

Try to give before you take
Never break...don’t ever break
Try to always be the best
Never give in to any test

Try to always work hard
Never show your winning card



Wishing Stars

Noura Al Hulaibi

Dear delight, dear divine,

Was it ever so wrong to be kind?

Is this fight really mine?

Is this really what you had in mind?

You swam the oceans, locked the doors,
You told yourself “not anymore,”

You pushed your dreams; you hid your face,
And made them go away.

Your wishing stars,

Your wandering heart,
Your spirit bound in chains.
Your desperate start,

You will go far,

It’s never all in vain.

Honestly, it’s not me,

I can only help you believe

You could stay, you could try,

You could simply sit there and cry.

There’s no one else, there’s nothing more,
There’s only you down on the floor.
Recall your dreams, lift up your face,
Don’t let them get away.



Work and Toil

Sara Soliman

Enlightenment,

Inspiration,

Awakening,

Epiphany—

These pretty words, written with a chiseled pen,
Arched with marble and
Colored with ink,

Are not flashes in the dark,

Or joyous cries of triumph—
They’re broken and labored,
Coughs between words,
Absent murmurs,

They’re a sobbed Eureka,

Ah quiet whisper,

A wearied sigh,

The end of a long-drawn groan.
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Ambivalence of the Inhabitant

Fatma Sumaiti

That flickering cursor, pushing her to write something—a word; and, if she could,
a sentence. She’s always been a girl of many words. Silent words. Thoughts, people call
them. She doesn’t trust herself to speak. Always afraid of people judging her. Always
conscious of her surroundings. Her inner soul screams so loudly, feels so intensely, and
struggles chronically. What were the things in life that created her this way? She had always
wondered. Was it the way she was always meant to be? Or were they the lunar tides she
witnessed that molded her so distinctly? Do people often see her the way she sees herself?
She doubts it. She knows that people only see the awkwardness that she creates with her
rigid movements and overworked mind.

“Someday, I’'m going to break free and show this society that I can be whomever I
want to. I’ll show them that I can be a free spirit; a free mind.” She keeps telling herself.
Then, she remembers that her father, brother, and her entire social circle is the society. Fear
overshadows her heart. Her courage whimpers. Her will is hazed. Her mind weeps.

“Why do I even care?!”

“I love them.”

“They who judge me?”

“It’s my life. Don’t I want to live?”
“They love me.”

“Then, they won’t hate me.”

“Will they leave me?”’

She closes her eyes...

She keeps them closed.



Being Romantic
Yousef Maged Nayef

An hour before it was time for her to sleep, the grandmother felt happy and proud of
all her achievements, not forgetting her mistakes. She entered the bedroom and walked over
to the wooden basket under the small bed-side table and grabbed her knitting tools. She sat
quietly on the left edge of the king-size bed, which she had shared with her husband for just
over forty-six years now. The grandfather, worn out after the boisterous family gathering,
was already half-asleep, trying to remember something he forgot to do. His blinking slowed
down as the moonlight filtering through the drapes made him drowsy and increasingly
numb. She hated silence; his silence. She really wanted to talk to him tonight. She started
making noise with her knitting, whatever noise knitting is able to produce. The sound of her
knitting grew louder, and her hands shook more and more vigorously. She put her knitting
away. What has happened to me? Why am [ so agitated? She gazed at the moon through the
window for a while, then fixed her eyes on her husband, calm and asleep. She couldn’t stand
it any longer.

“Kamal?”

He raised his head from the pillow and turned it sideways looking for whoever called
him, then mumbled something about the sour morning coffee, and finally his head was back
on the pillow, his ancient collarbone succumbing to gravity. She looked at him pitifully,
almost smiling. As she compared her watch with the clock on the wall, she sighed heavily.

“Kamal!” That woke him up. He rubbed his eyes and sat up slowly. She went on,
“Aren’t you forgetting something, dear?”

His eyes blinked quickly. He reached out for his night pills, rubbed them into his
thin-lipped mouth, washed them down with some water, and was back in an upright position
with the pillow behind his back. Her jaw dropped with amazement, as if the bus she had been
waiting for slowed down only to speed past her.

“Really, Kamal? That’s what you thought I wanted from you?”” Not knowing if she
should feel offended or kick him in the rear for being such a senile old man; she decided to
look at him and wait until he noticed. Gazing at the wall in front of him with a smile on his



"You know, Kamal," she started her speech, "I really love family gatherings. I really, really,
really love these precious times. It's so heart-warming to watch our children grow. May is
pregnant! If I had time, I would help her with the dishes, but my back is killing me. Did you
know Ahmad is going on a business trip to Malaysia? He says he might stay there and leave
his wife and children with us. Don't worry, Kamal, I didn't mind of course. I said, 'Sure! Our
life as grandparents is utterly useless, so why not? It would be a pleasure to see your wife
and your three children racing around the house for a change.' Oh, and by the way, I have a
new friend, did you know that? His name is Fred. He's such a sweet man. I call him every
night after you are asleep. We talk for hours and hours and hours and --are you listening to
me, Kamal?!"

"You know I don't care about all this stuff, Fatin. I think you talk too much," murmured
Kamal in one breath, and laid his head on his warm pillow. Her jaw dropped again; and
slowly her facial expressions transformed from amazement to utter sadness. Who is this
man? She went up to him, almost in tears.

"Kamal, what's wrong with you? You've changed. You're not the Kamal who used to care for
me and hug me and kiss me. You're not yourself tonight. What's wrong? Did I hurt you in
some way? I don't like to see you like that, Kamal. Kamal? Please speak to me."

"What a shame; I thought you'd remember." Kamal laughed.

He smiled and reached for an old notebook under the bed. He wiped the dust off its cover
with his hand then offered it to her. Her burning eyes were calm again; she felt her eyelids
as they blinked.

She opened the notebook hesitantly.

As she flipped through the pages, Fatin started to remember.

"This here," He pointed, "is the first poem I wrote about you; it was college, and you didn't
know me then. This is a sketch of your face; sorry, it was really bad. Here is your comment
on this poem." They turned the pages for nearly half an hour. All she had was a smile as tears
ran down her wrinkled face.



He closed the book, put it away and gave Fatin a kiss on the cheek. She looked at him, her
eyes moving right and left quickly, then suddenly hugged him and held him tight.

"Don't you ever think that I don't care about you or anyone else in the family. [ know Mays is
pregnant; and Malaysia? Nice try, but I was listening. And I know Ahmad's not married yet
so I wouldn't worry about anything, honey. All I should worry about is you; and you only,
Fatin. Nobody understands me the way you do. You're beautiful; you're still beautiful to me,
Fatin. I am nothing without your love and care."

She laid her head on his shoulder and slept in his arms.




Conversations Have Never Been More Fun
Mubarak Al-Mutairi

The barista placed the cup of hot chocolate at our table, wishing me enjoyment before
walking off to wipe the front counter. I looked at the cup, and then at my friend, and then at
the cup again.

“They brought it in a paper cup?” I complained. “Why do they always do that? I distinctly
remember telling them that I wanted it in a mug. I mean, why the hell am I going to order
whip cream on my chocolate and then cover it up with a

top?

It defeats the whole purpose

I” T excused myself to resolve this misunderstanding.

She just sat there rolling her eyes. “Are you happy now?” she asked as I come over with a
large mug.

I nodded gleefully, taking a gulp of the hot drink.
“You have some whipped cream on your...never-mind.” I, having done nothing,
gave her a quizzical look. “You look better this way, it covers up the hair on your nose.”

I glared. I was severely tempted to smack her upside her head, but, for obvious reasons, I
didn’t. She just laughed harder in response, and I glared harder. Or, that is to say, I tried to
glare harder. I ended up laughing with her instead.

We got a lot of strange looks, not to mention a few disapproving glares from the older folk.
I just ignored them, preferring to do what I came here to do.

To talk.
We talked about everything; well, almost everything. We started out with mugs of hot
chocolate and a discussion on the economic implications of nanotechnology. We moved to



green tea, and the philosophical debates that might have arose in a meeting between Ibn
Khaldoun and José Gasset. Black coffee gave us the theology of Moorish Spain, and later,
we moved to finding the meaning of life in a Greek Salad. Our conversations were a roller-
coaster of a sort; Gulf Arabic mixed fluently with Andalusian Spanish trailing to American
English all the way back to silence, and then a knowing laughter.

As the sun began to stream through the sunroof of the airport it was time to say goodbye
and part our separate ways, at least for now. We said our goodbyes. Mine an Arabic Ma’a
As-salaama and hers a Spanish Adios.

I logged off Google Talk, turned off my applications, powered down my Macbook, and left
to start the day. Conversations have never been more fun.




Franz Marc’s Last Company (or Criticism of the 21st Century Gallery)

Nur Soliman

Franz Marc was a German Expressionist artist (1880-1916) and was one of the founders
of “The Blue Rider” or “Der Blaue Reiter” movement, along with artists like Wassily
Kandinsky, Paul Klee, Gabriele Miinter, and Auguste Macke. These artists experimented
with new subjects, colors and luminosity to attain spiritual truth and achieve a “natural”
spontaneity in their work. Marc was a prolific artist, and created many masterpieces famous
to this day, such as his many paintings of blue horses, deer, cows, and foxes. Before he could
be withdrawn from the German front, like other important artists, Marc was killed at the
Battle of Verdun at the age of 36. He didn't really say any of the below.

Fact is, I'd rather they didn't talk about what they think of the paintings - not too much, for
fear that they may attempt to articulate things; then, lose everything in their translation. They
think they’re so clever, the smart-alecks. Not like Proust; he's the genuine article, no phony.
Proust knows it in the way he became dumb before the geese and the valleys by the river of
Guermantes Way in Combray because they were so beautiful, in the taste of the lime-tea-
soaked petit madeleine. He knows well the spirit of secret lights in memory, in thoughts—
no—in dreams. Dreaming. Things aren't so different in Paris, even though it seems we're on
different camps, with this war coming on.

I paint the deep ultramarine shining through black strokes, grassy verdigris knolls flooded
with the blazing yellow of wheat stubble, a sleeping fox the color of Greek olives in a yarn-
bright glade, resting. Have you seen my paintings? I have painted friends, other artists,
landscapes. [rve painted foxes, deer in glades in spring and in winter, yellow cats, tigers,
horses. Blue horses. Great horses. Sometimes I feel like they were charging with Wagnerian
imperiousness through metaphoric fields, not arrogant—-Heaven forbid! Heaven forbid—just
with the true matter-of-factness of a Valkyrie. Heaven forbid if it were anything else. [>d
detest myself if I painted anything with arrogance.



“Scarcely can I perceive the colorless reflection in which are blended the uncapturable,
whirling medley of radiant hues, and I cannot distinguish its form.” Proust wrote that. Words
of our time, those are, just before this whole thing started, turning our century upside-down.
It 1s as if he writes a libretto to Schoenberg's "lofty bright night," layers upon layers of
"interchangeable sound," of bright shades of dim in every Richard-Dehmel bar, in every
dusting of scattered, breathless Claude-Monet light, in every note of transfigured light, that
"Transfigured Night." You must hear Schoenberg's "Transfigured Night." I will lend it to
you one day. Maybe when I come back from the war. But you'll have to remind me, as you'll
perhaps have to remind me of the old days, just as I'm taking leave of you. Things are bound
to change sooner or later. But I don't imagine this will last very long, this war.

But that doesn't matter. It's about that lofty bright night, that's what matters. Oh yes, there
resides in the pigment a candle-softness that shines underneath the warmth of my hand, under
the brilliance that begins to catch alight inside of me and trembles in the brush. Auguste
knows what I was talking about; you know him, Auguste Macke. He's quite busy these days
as well, painting stripes of sunshine in the sleeves of dresses and the underside of trees. He
understands that energy, the pent-up freedom, the truth, no nonsense or pretense, no more!
For goodness’ sake, how cloying, how choking, damn, how wrong. You can’t stand at your
exhibition knowing people are there for you and your “skill” as an artist, not because they
want to know what it is that you say about the spirit. Instead, these “artists” expect praise
for their eccentricity, their boldness, their dress, and all else is dead. What we do, Auguste,
Wassily, Gabriele, Paul, and all the rest of us - what we do is completely different, I know.
There's no question about it. Truth. No question. Just you wait. Things will be different in
the war, and afterwards too, but at least I've painted well. No, I frankly haven't the slightest
idea whether or not these will sell, but surely you know that is not why I paint? We paint
strong ultramarine horses that sport around in sleeping fields. I paint with Der Blaue Reiter,
and I paint out silent dreams.



Grandmothers, iPads, and Citrus Tea

Mubarak Al-Mutairi

“You remember my grandmother?” she asked me, as I took a sip of citrus tea.

I raised my left eyebrow, perplexed at the question.

“Well, do you?” she persisted.

“Yes,” I lied.

“You remember when I told you that she was having a hard time reading the Qu’ran
that we had at home?”

I couldn’t help but shift my eyes side-to-side, trying hard to remember that particular
conversation.

“Yeah...” I lied again.

Her eyes narrowed slightly. She was on to me. “You decided to buy a large print
Qu’ran as a gift last Eid for her since she doesn’t like wearing glasses and contacts were out
of the question?”

My eyes sparked in recognition of that conversation. “Oh, now I remember. Yes what
about your grandmother?”

“So you lied earlier.” she seethed.

“Hello? This is me we’re talking about.” She rolled her eyes at that remark. “So what
about your grandmother?”

“She’s stopped reading it and opted instead for an iPad. We had iQu’ran and iSubha
installed on it for her so she could do both at the same time, since you know eyesight and
memory are the first things to go. Also, we got her Angry Birds, but it took her a while to
understand what the whole point of that was.” She took a bite of her sandwich.

I sat silent for a few seconds. Mostly because that Qu’ran cost me around fifty dinars,
and partially because...

“What’s wrong?”’

“Oh nothing. It’s just everyone one and their stroked-out grandmother has an
iPad and I’ve yet to have one grace my lap.” [ took another sip of tea.



Pyro

Fatma Sumaiti

She felt this rage inside of her. This desire to burn her surroundings stretched to her skin.
She closed her eyes as she felt a spark at her center; a spark that aspired to rupture. As she
curled her fingers, the fever took over her existence. The spark turned into flames that sailed
through her streams.They reached her hands. She opened her eyes, let go of her fist, and
pushed the wrath out of her soul. The fire twirled around her. It embraced her with vigor and
certainty. She is strong now. She is a vibrant flame. A woman with vehemence.




A Tweet for Prayer

Mubarak Al-Mutairi

The call to prayer rings loud, reverberating throughout asphalt avenues flanked by glass and
concrete. It is Saturday, a secular Sabbath, and few, save for the faithful, are awake at this
hour. I find it hard to believe, as I sit writing this in the heart of our young city, that less than
a century ago none of what surrounded me existed. I wonder if they knew the extent of what
oil would bring. Did they foresee the opportunities and the pitfalls that lay before them? Or
was it just another source of wealth to be harnessed, with little thought to what would occur?

The second call to prayer rings loud, interrupting my flow of consciousness; it is followed
by the echoing of its kin. A few cars drive by, a man appears from around a corner, and as |
return to my musing, [ am struck with a peculiar thought: there lie many similarities between
oil and digital information. Less than twenty years ago, Kuwait was a digitally barren land,
with not even an internet provider, but now it is awash with every manner of digital media
and platform. Digital information has become the new oil, and the extent of its reach is
unimaginable, and it will change our society in ways that we have yet to understand.

The final call to prayer thunders throughout the city sky. The cars increase in volume, more
men and few women appear. I receive a Twitter notification, reminding me that it is time to

pray.




Visiting the Book Fair in Wonderland

Gholam Reza Vatandoust

Wonderland is truly an unforgettable land of miracles. Miracles are all around you; in thin
air and up for grabs. Thousands of souls wake up daily in search of divine intervention.
The past year was the year of numerous miracles. Miracles are increasingly in high
demand, particularly when calamities are on the rise. There is this general belief that
adversities will lend support for divine interventions. Among the devout and the dedicated,
miracles are proof of His eminent return, bringing with him what all God-fearing souls
yearn for — eternal bliss and eternal salvation. Every day is a new day; full of blessings,
excitement and magic. A simple visit to the Book Fair is a reflection of that magic.

Overwhelmed with joy, one is a witness to what one never sees elsewhere in the universe.
It is obvious that citizens of Wonderland must appreciate books immensely. This is evident
from its numerous visitors; from the newly born lying peacefully in their cribs to the old and
seasoned veterans carted around in wheelchairs. In one particular case, the visitor was an
incapacitated soul on a stretcher, almost unconscious; yet, he, too, was enjoying the free ride.
For the curious, the International Book Fair is an amazing site to watch. It is overwhelmingly
crowded. Ice cream parlors are everywhere. Loyal soldiers of the Revolution remind the
young, the old and the wild that they are now on holy turf. Their mission is to purview books
rather than size each other up.

It is easy to tell that citizens of wonderland appreciate ancient and dilapidated buildings;
reminiscent of old and historical archeological sites. The location of the fairgrounds itself
is ample proof. Evidence of deterioration lies everywhere including in the outhouses. One
cannot help but feel nostalgic about this great land of wonders, with its remarkable people,
its great history, its glorious past, and its shining future.

Interestingly, people seem to have a shared view of books. Some booths have few spectators,
while others have numerous. Of course, kiosks run by women have far more visitors than




others. Obviously, people tend to shop around for all commodities at a book fair, and books
are only one such commodity. The uniqueness of Wonderland is its complex opacity, which
is why miracles are in great demand. Miracles are everywhere, and they are free for the
taking.

The ingenuity of Wonderland is its very parsimonious use of its resources. For example, the
fairgrounds are, in essence, a semi-incomplete rotunda, which is constructed for mass rallies
and Friday prayers for the devout. However, since the place is disproportionately huge and
can easily accommodate several hundred thousand thirsty souls, weekly prayers are moved
on to the university campus, where some 15000 searching souls are accommodated. Many
of the university academics, together with philosophers, students, and deviants are now
dislocated to the central prison, appropriately called the university, for it is the training
grounds for the aspiring philosophers. The local mosques have proven to be a perfect place
for commercial transactions, exchange of goods, and distribution of coupons. This is now
the real bazaar, where you can buy, sell, or barter practically everything; from commodities
to contrabands. It is far better than the supermarkets, where goods are selective, and supplies
are limited.

At the fairgrounds, it is all the more evident that absolute power is in the hands of women.
Men are the real scum of the earth; the useless, and hapless creatures with no will of their
own. It is the women that run the show at the Fair ground.If women do not cover themselves
appropriately, men would be led astray. One can see that women are the shepherd; leading
the hapless sheep. It now becomes clear why women are not required to work, lest they
seduce men. The divine laws of Wonderland require that women stay home, serve men, raise
numerous offspring, and lead no man asunder. They should not sit behind the wheel, for
men would be led into temptation. In short, women should neither drive, nor swim, nor sing,
nor dance, nor play, nor wear tights, nor look beautiful, nor act desirable, nor leave home,
nor smile. Indeed, the women of Wonderland are all too powerful. Men are simply, hapless
and helpless souls with no will of their own. On and off the fairgrounds, one can see that, in
Wonderland, true power is within the grasp of women. Men, on the other hand, are nothing;
their brains are like meatballs, and they are weak underlings and easy to manipulate.




This is the real magic of Wonderland, which has surprised the world for over three decades.
Indeed, so real is the magic that nearly half the books on display are on the current wonders
of Wonderland, while the rest are on the future wonders of Wonderland. There is no need
for Wonderland to look beyond itself. Wonderland is the paragon of perfection. Long live
Wonderland!
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