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Letter from the Editor

Dear Reader,

After a year of diligent work from the Literary and Graphic Design editorial boards, the
fifth edition of The AUKuwair Review: Arts and Literary Journal, Spring 2011, is at last in
your hands and ready for perusal! A highly exciting first for the journal is the inclusion
of Arabic language literary contributions, reflecting the exceptional blend of languages,
cultures and perspectives that the American University of Kuwait prides itself on. The
short stories and poetry written in Arabic are presented on the right hand side of the
journal, meeting the English submissions in the middle with a selection of art work; the
circular format provides you with an infinite experience of the arts at AUK!

Within the pages of this edition reside whispers of eternal enlightenment, struggles of
national identity, a tribute to a dried cherry, instructions on driving in Kuwait, curling
paper shadows, secrets of a cheese factory, and a number of other contributions that
range from exhilarating to enchanting to evocative. The editorial boards, comprised
of students and supervised by Dr. James McDougall and Prof. Maryam Hosseinnia,
displayed a level of commitment and enthusiasm without which the publication of
this edition would not have been possible. The contributors to the journal, writers and
artists, are evidence of a talent and creativity that any educational institution would be

proud to engender.
I speak with uncontainable excitement when I invite you, on behalf of the Literary and

Graphic Design boards, to enjoy the latest edition of 7he AUKuwait Review. Thank you,
dear reader, for making our efforts worthwhile.

Sincerely,

Dana Al-Failakawi
Editor-in-Chief
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English Poetry & Prose



The Small Hours
By Sara Soliman

1.38 AM.

There is a breathing silence

Amidst the quiet and stillness of the night.

Where thoughts are like layers of coloured tissue paper

In grayscale

That fill up the entire spectrum of my memory.
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Adventures on the Moon
By Amal Behbehani

Skies are blue

Summerset blue

I wait for it to change

To pinkish blue

So I can join you

And we can go to the moon
And have a wonderful afternoon
IL.

Planets are big

Wide and huge

We jump from one to the other
Like big kangaroos
Escaping the zoo

And we laugh dill we're blue
And eat tll we're green

I1I.

Skies are changing

Moon’s coming out

It’s time to go home

Say hello to dad

Kiss mom goodnight

And dream of space

And our adventures on the moon
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A Ball
By Fatma Al-Sumaiti

A ball

Still in that corner
It never moves

It never bounces
Frozen

Colors fighting
Shades clashing inside that ball
Black

Gray

White

RED

I am that ball

My world is that corner

17
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Bergerac
By Nur Solimanth

His dark-brown eyes, rimmed slightly blue-grey with age,
Were like testament to silent truth, a white plume

like keeping your victory against a hundred giants a secret,
like laden caravans quietly passing baying hounds,
leaning on loving, waiting arms, to catch your breath,
when the houses fall apart and the sky trembles but

in spite of all things, “one crown” he carries yet.

Love. It is impossible not to love him, he who knows that
windmills can bear one upwards to the stars.

One can only love him, love him, and love him still,

he whose white plume sheltered many under its shade,

he who lived in his own private light, which yet shines,

though he’s been borne starward since.



Breaking Free
By Fatma Al-Sumaiti

Be a gazelle

Free your lines
Fly through limits
Race light

Reach purity

Embrace life
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BrubecK’s 90th Birthday (Unsquare)
By Maryam ITemershin

Some / notes / you play (resz) Are / so / off-beat (resz) But / sound / so right (rest).
You play in 5/4 and 7/4 and make it so natural that any of us

can clap to it, tap.

Those off-key notes you play that put the pianos at Oberlin out of tune

were just perfect.

How did you know? It’s music you play without really knowing the notes.

Every tickle of ivory is light and delicate, then frenetic, clumsy and heavy, balletic and
perfectly chorded like Chopin, then as East Coast and West Coast as you could make
them; sometimes I think I've heard it all before,

even if I never had until now.

For a waltz that sounds like it joyously slipped out of 3/4 but can still be danced to, for
a world of spontaneity riddled with an order and a timeliness like poetry,

1 thank you.
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Classic Shockers
By Mohammad Daoud

After reading Proust, Tolstoy, and Hardy, the afternoons spent
Reading Buchan, Stevenson, and Doyle are like guilty treats:
like eating the last chocolate cream in the box, which makes
them rather sweeter, and reminds you why that reading,

all of it, takes your breath away, has always —

from smugglers’ coves to dazzling duels, from

lime-blossom teas to all-forgiving salvation.
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The Cycle
By Alia Aref

The door has swung back and left ajar,

A sudden and awful silence falls.

You couldn’t have gotten very far!

Pictures scattered and askew on the walls,
Each one of them holding a memory,
Enclosed in a tomb of glass, silver, and gold,
A fond moment captured for eternity,
Meant to be cherished and retold.

Words spat and screamed are soon forgotten,
Bruises and cuts are destined to heal, eventually,
All that was good between us grew rotten

I start to pick up the pieces of us attentively.
You appear framed in the open doorway,

This time, are you passing through or here to see?



Dried Cherry
By Mohammad Daoud

(imitation of form of “Tangerine” by Ruth L Schwartz from Poetry Magazine)
From hundreds of the creamiest blossoms ever to adorn

a Japanese silk print, their fragrance that intoxicates,

I find what is now shriveled and dark in my palm,

like a large raisin, only redder. It is run through with

crimson gleams, silk soaring through folds of purple

so deep, so rich with days of sun. Tight-lipped,

it holds promise of clustered time, a garnet sweetness

in those dusty jewel depths, holding, holding —

Lovely promise! Filling up undil it’s fit to burst.
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Dziekuje *
By Bahiyya Sullivan

Look at that beautiful man, please,

With the silver hair and the eyes that sparkle.

Dave,

I think I love you.

Because you don’t only thank Chopin

You don’t only play pieces that spin themselves like
Cold, whistling water

With sunlight trapped in its current.

You don’t only have fingers that move over keys

the way thoughts curve around colours

And make shapes out of breathed laughter,

But because you're happy.

And you smile a smile that shines like a thousand moons
In a sky so dark and breathlessly still.

Thank you, Dave, for surviving the burden of Time,
And coming to me with an armful of flowers

that still smell like Harlem and Basie and Coltrane.
In the present, at the silver age of ninety,

You are, to me, here on wings.

Happy birthday, Dave Brubeck.

* “Dzgiekuje”, Polish for “Thank you’; track title from Dave Brubeck Quarters Jazz
Impressions of Eurasia
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Exalted Happiness *
By Bahiyya Sullivan

Someone said it about art museums.

I’'m saying it about concerts.

About sitting in a hushed hall and waiting,

Watching the spotlit stage.

About strings and rustling black dresses-

Cuff links and grand pianos.

Measured breaths and confident fingers.

About the loud silence between movements

And the final explosion of applause.

About feeling the swell,

The tears,

The fluttering joy after hearing the sounds you love so well.
About knowing that despite the transience of the sounds,
The music will never leave.

And you walk out with a memory of the sky.

* “Exalted Happiness” and “Memory of the sky” by Sir Kenneth Clarke, in BBC Series,

Civilisation”
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Bidding Farewell to Minister Zhou in Autumn Rain
--a chinoiserie*
By James McDougall

Two solid stocks, one broken—a changing line.
Clouds form beyond the second ridge.

Two visitors from south of the river

grumble in the guest house.

My son has left tools in the field;

he begins stuttering, “st-st-op,” again.

Three blackbirds, two sparrows, one hawk.

A single bird of prey hunts among

the clouds on the second ridge.

Three ministers will meet tomorrow;

three letters with the emperor’s seal yet unbroken.

The shabbiness of this cold country house can oppress.
Two broken stocks, one solid—repetition.

The old woman has been ill for weeks;

behind the orange grove, fields are clogged with weeds;
my damp cloak reminds me of its new tears.
Hoofbeats straining then stopping and the sounds of dismounting.
The post once held by Li Mu has been dissolved.

The Yue have rejected new officials.

None returned to their old homes—disgrace.

A riverine flotilla now challenges the Yangzi gates of Wu
yet war chariots rot in Chang’An.

The ancient tortoise of Han Wu Di reveals



more wet leaves clinging to an old threshold.

Three letters from the capital with seals unbroken;

ink bleeds through dried pulp.

Three broken stocks—no change.

“I miss the days when we would sing old barbarian songs
and drink clear “Willow Dew of the Immortals.”

“Will you not serve the bureau? Join us. The emperor did not send me for your
vanity.

Or will you like Zhuangzi drag your tail in the mud?”
“Another year of floods and poverty will kill you.

Does your son even own one good pair of shoes?”
Blackbirds cawing;

Fragrant pine on wind;

Into misty twilight, birds depart

into a silence more profound.

None but the birches enclosed in Minister Zhou’s courtyard

can bear imprisoning walls, and infinite heaven.

* “Chinoiserie” refers to any foreign imitation of Chinese art. This poem is not a true Chinoi-
serie, because for the most part the references refer to European and American imitations of
Chinese culture. The poem is an imitation of imitations. There are two references to Chinese
literature: the first is to the Daoist philosopher, Zhuangzi, who refused an imperial post
saying: “Who is happier, a turtle sacrificed in the noble temple, or a turtle living in the mud
pond?”; the second is to hexagram #3 in the Yijing, “Kun’, meaning ‘difficulty”—the charac-
ter shows a tree enclosed on all sides, signifying happiness and stability stronger than fate. The
broken and solid stocks refer to a method of reading theYijing.
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Gone Fishing
By Nur Soliman

The turtle pushes itself through the sand, his carapace like old, riddled jade,
jaded but with a glint, a sparkle in his soft, heavy-lidded eyes that belies his age,
slips into the water, blue and green and grey, the cool waves lapping against

his stiffened jaw and tired feet — he slowly glides, with Rilke’s swans,

taking his leave, taking his leave, taking his leave — going deeper

into the water until he disappears from the sparkling surface,

until he is swallowed by the warmth of the twinkling depths,

and grows wings.



Hours of Confusion
By Noura Al-Ajmi

I have loved hours of confusion
Whispers of a secret brewing.
Shaping into seamless thoughts,

That captivated my viewing:

Sky’s first tear drops on the cracked sands;
Expressing their insights into deeper grounds.
And the appearance of richness, long withered,

Uncovered blossoms in perfect rounds

I have wandered and contemplated truly —
When my frame of mind fades.
Abandon me in the shadows of obscurity.

Weary, I'll gladly slumber in the shades.
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I Am Peace
By Fatma Al-Sumaiti

I am peace

And T've lost pieces of myself

This wrecking hurricane took me by surprise
Caught me off guard

I am a different me

I have changed



Identity
By Dana Al-Failakawi

Carefully, the small fingers squeeze the pencil:

I love my country.
I love my country.
I love my country.

Dutifully, the clear voice rises in melody:

In the name of Allah,
the Beneficent,
the Merciful.

Fiercely, the soft heart swells with pride:

I am Kuwaiti.
I am Kuwaiti.
I am Kuwaiti.

Until the hungry brain questions.
And then

Their voices bite a little too harshly.
Their eyes cut a little too sharply.

Their hands grip a little too tightly.
Their prayers hiss a little too desperately.
Their tongues wag a little too readily.
Their love hovers a little too darkly.

And they ask

Would you die for your country?
No.

Do you hate the Jews?
No.

Will atheists burn?
No.

Must girls be veiled?
No.

Who do you love?
The blue eyed boy.
Who is your enemy?
Myself.

Traitor.
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I Dream of Bach
By Sara Soliman

Only when his fingers

Are behind the careful weaving of melodies

Can I dream of Bach.

Only when his lips

Are softly whispering the undercurrent of harmonies
Can I dream of Bach.

Only when he is slouched over a Steinway
Pulling down against the keys with his head tilted
Like an old man

When his voice trembles quietly

And his eyes fall half shut,

Only when Glenn Gould plays Bach

Can I dream of Bach.



I Struck the Sea
By Farah Al-Shamali

I struck the sea a murky gaze

I always have in all my days.

Our histories
How I desire

To extinguish their nights of fire.

Of Union bows
Of Christened sails

Damned be the hands that pulled the brails.

O rampant sea and pounding waves,

Upset the ships of haughty knaves!
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Jasminum Sambac

By Maryam Iemershin

So pale and brim-filled with light,
Candled cups in dark foliage

the fulla reach up, upwards.



My Conversation with God
By Isha Haider

Last night I was frail
So weak, so fragile
A glass half-cracked, I cried to God.
“Why?”
Like we all have once asked, if not more,
I joined the ocean:

The Ocean of Beggars.

“Why? Why me? Why this? Why that?
Why him? Why her? Why thou doth that?”
Now I laugh, when I read my moans.
“Pathetic.”

Then,

Shined a star beyond the starry blanket that God had tucked us in
I heard his reply within the depths of my heart, uttering words of wisdom:
“You're not alone. I'm here.

I was here, with you, since the time you tripped
Will be with you, till the time you cry again.

Just close your eyes, do call my name
You shall forget me, but I'll always be near.

I am here to hear your “whys,” and cries,

I'm here. Move On. I'm the Guide.”

Now I am,
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Life’s greatest laughter
Life’s greatest lover

Life’s greatest light

Sweeter than sugar
Bigger than the bulk
Larger than life

Again
I feel his words-
“You are free!”

Go Play



Next to Martin’s Garden
By Nur Soliman

At light dusk they go walking, to the closing of the day.
They step on to the paths, they trudge

Down, down the asphalt, and up the road,

the road that is banked by sandy scrub and pavement.
They walk past shops and parked cars, children’s
bicycles leaning on walls while they are buying sweets;
they see acacias and cedars flooded with gold sun.
They shift the weight of their load, their bags,

their books, their keys, and look up

at the dust-coloured marble, the doors

lined with brush and watered bougainvillea, the
carved screens riddled with blue shadow and sunset
as slippered feet shuffle before and behind.

They look up at eaves and columns, domes

and cupolas tinted with the spirit of

centuries, though they are not old.

They hear the calls, the calls that ascend,

Climbing the lavender-blue sky and

Wheeling above, above, and through the air,

the same old voices that ring like bells.

In some of the houses and the gardens they ask

Lord give us strength, “humbly and in secret.”

There is light over that night,

and these hearts, they are open.
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No Pain, No Gain
By Isha Haider

No tears shall fall, just smile again
People come and go.
You have found yourself.
At last
Independent of all needs and wants
Just hang on. The hand of God

Shall guide
Your Way.

-Our Way-

Deep Friend, there is no Need.
For a concierge?
For a guardian?
For a shadow?
None at all. You are one now
Born alone: shall die

A

m Zz O

But just hang on. There is no mist

There is no pain
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Anymore.

Change this feeling of sorrow
And guilt
It was never meant to be that way.
You were fooled to believe

No fairy tale exists!

All change is for good
All good is change
All change is good

No pain? No gain.
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Pearl Jam Cantos
By Alia Mustafa Aref

Swears she knew it, now she swears he’s gone,
She lies and says she still loves him,

She holds the hand that holds her down,

Oh the innocence broken with time...

I know someday you'll have a beautiful life.



Rostropovich Plays Bach’s Suite No. 6 for Cello
By Sara Soliman

Irregular and syncopated,
There’s a coarseness that is

Almost beautiful.

Of pale sunlight and sudden breezes,
Through copses and groves,

Seeping through the lacework of leaves.
Of men dwarfed by the grandeur of trees,

Silenced by the sounds of the river and the wind.

It is of this that he sings,

With his arms around a cello and his eyes half shut,
He sings this to the sky.

: Prelude (Bucolic)
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Speedster
By Fatma Al-Sumaiti

Run

Run so fast

Blast through existence

Feel the speed

Trust the acceleration as you fly
Freedom

Air

Happiness

Break free

Wind

Ecstasy



Sunday
By Fatma Al-Sumaiti

I am running

Running as fast as my feet can go
My heart is pounding

It’s screaming to break free

Rip it out of my chest

They're after me

I’'m terrified

There’s nowhere to go

No escape

No solace

Shadows of their evil

Reaching out for my accelerating feet
A tear escapes my eye

The air freezes my breath

This is it

I¢s either fly or die

I push the ground with my feet
I'm flying

Yes, I'm flying!

There’s no way they’ll catch me now!
Their hands reach out for my leg
I’'m being pulled

I'm caught

I'm down

I open my eyes

And ic’s Sunday all over again.
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Technology
By Anwar Behbehani

Meaningless “1 love you”s.
Meaningless “1 miss you’s.
Meaningless talks.
Meaningless anger.
Meaningless ideas.
Meaningless words.
Meaningless wishes.
Meaningless dreams.
Meaningless creations.

Meaningless art.

Meaningless /fe.



Yet
By Maryam Temershin

I stumble in them slightly, not enough to be noticed, it seems,
especially as my ankles only wobble just a little bit because 'm
getting better at it, but I blush faintly with embarrassment at myself,
to think that although my feet have grown to fill these shoes,

and although they look quite nice, they don't fit too well,

and I still haven’t gotten used to walking in them yet,

as | walk forwards, making sure I look up in front of me.
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1492 *
By Farah Al-Shamali

Orchard grass
Southern marshes
Trees of fruit

Cedar arches

Sun rays
On mountain ridges
Caravans

On wooden bridges

Glorious capitals
Centers of learning
The smell of Arabian incense

Burning

Atmospheres

Of co-existence

A melting pot

Of grand persistence

And then it was 1492*.

* In many ways, the year 1492 represents a turnin Zpoz‘nt in Arabl/Islamic history because
Andalusia, a staple center of cultural exchange anf earning was overthrown by Christian
powers, King Ferdinand and Queen Isabella.
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Alumna Days: All Those Authors
By Mohammad Daoud

I know, it’s been a while since we've met up — four years, you say? More? You
could say that, although I sad been reading your work the whole time. Oh sure, plenty
of times. It’s been a full four years of studying literature, not to mention what I did in
school, and before that. 'm glad I did it. But you know what it’s like, studying all your
texts and writing all those essays for my English Lit. classes. But I didn't forget about
you. No, no, not at all. I mean, obviously I had to write about your complex pieces, but
that never meant I stopped reading my favourites. You know which ones: the ones that
are too simple and straightforward for an essay, but so meaningful. They’re your favou-

rites, too? Oh, I'm so glad — I didn’t know.

But I have to say, most of those essays I had to write for my major classes were
not in vain. In fact, it made the distance between us so much shorter; I felt I knew you
in more ways than before, more than when we just sat together, you and I, and I would
read your writing without too much thought, just delighting about how you put phrases
or sounds together. I mean, go too far and one ends up dissecting writing as with a
scalpel or microscope, and one will never know why its heart has stopped beating, and
that’s the saddest part. You think so? But yes, I think it’s generally a good thing, too. We
did that often in our Lit. classes, which was good. I mean, whenever I read something,
or look at art, or hear music or conversation, my mind can’t help running in a hundred
directions and making connections and references in a million ways. Alright, not a

million ways... much, much less, but you get the picture. Synapses. Brilliant.

I mean, I'd just been reading that one piece of yours—the one I'd always loved
— just a few days ago. No matter sow many times I read i, it always affects me as if 'm
reading it for the very first time. But then I also discover all these new layers of meaning,
surrounding that initial reaction, and sometimes it means a whole different thing.

Did you mean to put all that in? No, I suppose we'll never know, but it’s amazing.



e way, so many people — professors and scholars, I mean, journalists, too — have

By th y: y 1 fe d scholars, I j lists, t h
written about your writing. Criticisms and analyses, you wouldnt be/ieve how much
there is. Some of it’s given me quite a perspective on your work — different to before, but
quite enriching oftentimes. Some of it has changed the way I read everything. You might
ike to read some of it, if you've got the time. But in the end, it’s the first magic of it that
like t d fit, ify g g

counts; don't you think?

It’s always like this, meeting a friend again after so long. I mean, we've both
been around this whole time (and I've written quite a bit about you, pages and pages,
actually — did you read any of it? No, I'd rather you didn’, just to be on the safe side;
though I am just a /ittle proud of some of it) but we've just been too busy to really talk
propertly, like the old days. You know how it is; /7 writing my class essays and final
papers; you’re writing your masterpieces that are admired world over and are talked
about most everywhere; it happens all the time. But at least we're still quite good friends,
right? Though now that we've been slightly apart, we are something like strangers in

some ways, and I've got to feel my way around this relationship again.

Don’t ever think I'd forgotten your lines — who can? Ah, some of them I've
memorized by heart. I don’t think I've told you this before, but once I was in the library
and I opened one of those anthologies with your work in, after at least three years of not
reading it. I took a look at it again, and I realized that since then, so much of my writing
was inspired by those short lines. Ever since I was a freshman, just barely starting my
Lit. classes — that far back it hit me. Would you believe it? Don’t be so modest, it’s true.
I¢s really changed who I am, even in ways I can’t really tell anymore. You know the
feeling? It’s so - you know what I mean. You always know what I mean, only you say it
a hundred times better. I have to be honest with you though; I don’t always agree with

what you say, but even when I don’t, I still read you, because there’s something zbere.

Thats the reason I wanted us to meet; to tell you 'm back, after finishing my
literary studies for now, but that I am ready to talk again, and that I've been writing and

learning an awful lot about you and what you've got to say. See, I really have thought of
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you all these four years; except I've been in the library the whole time, writing about you
in a long-distance way, and not free to meet you outside until now, after all this time.

No, I won't be far away anymore; we'll be meeting quite often; 'm sure of it.
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Beauty in the Eye of the Beholder
By Fatima Ibraheem

I tried to concentrate on the primitive sketch that was laid on the crumbled
paper. The scribbles stared back at me begging to be finished and transformed from
being a chunk of uncivilised pencil lines into a professional final draft. I shifted my
eyes somewhere else; my focus was laid on something...quite different. My energy got
divided into analysing the beauty of a figure...a figure’s appearance, grace, and elegance.
I couldn’t help but take a deep breath to resist the sunrays’ heat and widen my irises for

better vision.

Trying to explain myself, I attempted to draw what I saw. I raised my head
to check the figure again for more clarity. It came to look more beautiful than the few
seconds ago. Coming towards me with an unexplainable elegance and grace, it smiled
at me! I didn’t dare but to lower my head to transform that smile onto the paper...
the paper that had every narrative-of-the-minute so far. The figure’s mouth started

muttering, which distracted my attention from the other senses.

Nature responded to the unexplainable beauty of the figure; petals wriggled,
birds fiddled and clouds bundled. My senses were hurdles; I got victimised from getting
a better recognition of that divine figure. It seemed a figure with a healthy heart. A heart
that is like a sponge, absorbing surrounding energy and then, generously, exerting the
energy out for the ambiance. Like an elegant hoopoe...no a graceful peacock—pleasing
to the iris—the figure made the air pregnant with strange comfort and inevitable

contentedness.

It seemed that I looked familiar to the figure though it didn’t look familiar to
me at all, as long as it had an angelic grace and an uncommon elegance! It expected a
response from me since what it muttered seemed to be a question, expecting an answer

from me. What is it...or...who is this? So it appeared that it wasn one of those sacred



sculptures that are perfectly set in the centre of a park, but a normal-fallible~human
being! Then how come it looked as if it was a utopian figure in front of my eyes? I got
the explanation as soon as I heard her gentle cheerful voice, “your niece wants to get on
the slide, she wants you to help her,” she said it with a side giggle. “Sure mum,” it was a

default answer; a by-product of the trance.

I had a figure that inhabited all definitions of beauty, grace and comfort
at home but didn’t feel it unless I pulled myself out of the stage to be part of the
audience and see it from afar. Only then did I taste these definitions. Beauty, then, isn’t
dependant on the beholder, rather, the unintentional perspective. Is it still “beauty in

the eye of the beholder” then?

I shall say...“Aesthetic in the Eye of the Angle”
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Blowing Bubbles
By Nada El-Badry

The little girl in the white dress with ribbons in her hair stands in the middle of
the park blowing bubbles. She’s unaware of anything but the breeze tugging at her locks
of chocolate streaming behind her, of the sun warming her pale skin, and of the bubbles
that float before her when her lips form an ‘O’ and she blows air through the hole. It’s
a simple task, but there’s genuine, palpable joy on her young face because she’s at the
age where making friends is as easy as, “hi, can I borrow your crayon?”, “sure, do you
want to sit with me and draw?”, “sure!” and boys have cooties so you have to stay away
from them so that you don’t catch it. There’s an innocence about her, and it’s not just
the white dress or the ribbons in her hair, and it’s not just the porcelain paleness of her
sparkling skin; it’s the way her eyes widen with delight whenever she blows a particu-
larly large bubble; it’s the melodious giggle that leaves her lips when she reaches out and
grasps one of the bubbles and they wet her palms when they pop. She’s untouched by
violence, by age, by experience. Everything’s okay in her world because she’s just another

unconditionally happy little girl with ribbons in her hair, blowing bubbles.

* k kK kK

The little girl isn’t a little girl anymore. She’s standing in the middle of the park,
the cold wind tossing her dark hair about her face. It’s nighttime and she’s wearing black
trousers and a black jumper and it looks like she has the weight of the world on her
shoulders, but she knows, deep down, that it’s all just an exaggeration of a pretty okay
life, but she’s a teenager and now making friends isn’t as easy as sharing crayons, because
if you don’t go to parties you're not cool, and boys don’t have cooties anymore, but

sometimes you wished they did, because they were easier to ignore then.

There’s still some innocence left, though, because she hasn’t seen nearly

enough, hasn’t experienced nearly enough. She just thinks she has, and when she blows

52



on the stick she brings to her lips, it isn’t bubbles that she produces when her mouth
forms an ‘O’, but smoke and she knows it’s technically not allowed in a public park

— an unspoken rule, if you will-but it’s nighttime and no one is around anyway. The
moonlight shines bright, but she can still hardly see the pale skin of her arm and she
suddenly remembers the little girl in the white dress blowing bubbles and wonders

how it could be that she was the same as the girl standing here blowing smoke. The
memory makes her wince and she abruptly drops the smoking stick, crushes it under
her foot, and leaves because she just can’t understand why she wishes for bubbles instead
of smoke. She’s not happy; she’s miserable because it feels like her life is so hard and

she wants to be that unconditionally happy little girl with ribbons in her hair, blowing

bubbles.

X Ok Kk Kk K

The teenager isn’t a teenager anymore. She sits under a tree in the middle of
the park, leaning against a warm body contently, her pink skirt spread around her legs
like a blanket. It’s the middle of the afternoon; the sun is heating up her skin because
there’s no breeze to cool it off, and the young adult isn’t happy, because life can be really
stressful sometimes, but she’s content because making friends isn't as easy as crayons, but
it’s not as hard as parties and it’s okay that boys dont have cooties because her husband
loves her and they have a beautiful baby girl and she’s watching her stand in the middle
of the park in a white dress with ribbons in her hair blowing bubbles. Her heart aches
with fond memories of that sort of innocence; of that simple joy that comes from
an even simpler action that she never really appreciated until staying happy became
more and more difficult. Her daughter turns to her, beaming like a beacon and she’s
never looked more beautiful. The mother smiles and when her lips form an ‘O’ it’s not
bubbles or smoke that she blows, but kisses. There’s no innocence, not really, because
she’s seen a lot; not everything, but enough to know that life isn’t easy come, easy go.
She’s not happy, but she’s content, even though she still wants to be that unconditionally

happy little girl with ribbons in her hair, blowing bubbles.
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X Kk Kk Kk ok

The young adult isnt so young anymore. She sits on a bench and she’s all alone.
The sun is shining bright and her skin sparkles in it; the breeze toys with the wisps of
gray hair that have escaped her hair tie. Her lips form an ‘O’ as she blows into the hole
and bubbles form and she watches them float away from her, seemingly timeless until
they pop. She smiles and there’s no innocent happiness, only peaceful serenity. Life isn’t
hard because she hardly has any friends and her husband has already passed on; she
lives in an old nursing home and sometimes it gets really lonely because her daughter
never visits anymore, and she’s come a long way from the little girl in the white dress.
Buct that’s okay, because she doesn’t need to be that unconditionally happy littde girl with
ribbons in her hair, blowing bubbles. She’s okay with just being the little old lady with a
hair tie holding her hair, blowing bubbles



Borges
By Mohammad Daoud

I look up at the Milky Way, a silk scarf on the universe, feeling the pull of my
linen shirt on my arm, the soles of my shoes pushing deeper into the warm sand. The
sand stretches out for miles; the place is like a Martian planet except for the dark-green

scrubs, the clean black pillars of the telescope, and water bottles at our ankles.

The nearest lampposts are at least half an hour away, and the pools of light
they cast on the olive-blue branches or the limestone coloured sand only makes this
place more remote, farther out. It reminded us of a strange place, a place familiar to
those who slept to the sounds of shuffling camels, flapping woolen tents, to the scent of

coffee, and quiet things we know deep.

The quiet leaves us feeling vulnerable, left out in the open, but is curiously
comforting. I wish I'd known it sooner, and missed it the moment we left, when the

buildings came up in sight on those near-midnight highways.

The skies open up in vast blue-black oceans, not with the cogs and wheels of
Flammarion, but with spinning clouds of shimmering dust — the stars are incredibly
small, but also quite near, pinpoints of white light sprinkled in generous clusters — we
could see all the constellations, all the ones we memorized as children. The astronomers
point the important ones out to us, and our place, our bearings — these invisible maps

suddenly open out, unfold, and reveal themselves stretching beyond the eye.

I think of all the wonderful formulae of maths and physics I had only recently
been able to understand, much to my own joy, and I find I can use them here, in the
dark. But the silence, filled with a thousand inaudible voices, is comfortingly prevailing,

an absolute that overwhelms.

Half-formulae, floating in the inky depths, are etched in silvery graphite marks,
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written as with lit-up fingers on sand; waves the size of galaxies wash them away, though
their impression paves invisible paths. Stuck between two forevers, I am crushed with

the library’s cheerful silence.



Dasman, Sharq 20/50
By Nur Soliman

He’s in his seventies, but you wouldn’t guess it from his shining eyes. He has
tousled grey hair, and his iron-grey eyebrows that move expressively when he laughs.
Knowing who he is make my hands tremble a tiny bit now that I'm at the same table
he’s at, elbow to elbow; I get so nervous answering his questions, and hope I sound
at least a little intelligent to him. Getting to meet him is something special. I don’t
particularly mind if he wants or likes our proposed assignment or not — the best part of

it was getting to meet him.

So brilliant, so vivid, so hard working, full of energy others may have let go of
a long time ago. He says he used to be at the university at half-past six in the morning,
and not finish work until eight in the evening, and I believe him. He has it all pent up,
bursting into a million ideas that are set to work, like freed kites. I'm surprised there are

people like him left. Still left. But I hang onto his words.

So proud of his country, but not just because he was born within these borders,
but because he has done something to be proud of, because he knows what it was like
twenty years ago, and can't imagine why it isn't like that anymore in many ways. Not
like those who take it for granted, or those who pretend they are from somewhere else —
and who knows what’s worse? — but something more real, more lasting, driven deep like
the sound of the skin-drum and the ‘oud that everyone can hum to, the salt-blue arms

of the sea around the sand and the darkened olive-grey of the trees at maghrib.

He kept asking everyone, “What happened?” Outside the offices of the build-
ing, the elegant walls of green-tinted window show fluttering palm leaves and patches of
turquoise-glazed sea that stretch out far beyond the window, reaching the steel-framed
balustrades of nearby towers. Outside, the cars rush past without a sound. It’s quiet
inside the room, but I can hear the gentlest click of footsteps and murmured words

outside in the corridor, running like offset clockwork.
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No voice is as honest as his when he asks, “What happened?” He doesn’t say it
out of habit, nor does he ignore it, nor does he exaggerate it. He demands to know, and
won't stand for excuses. Obviously I don’t answer because I wasnt there at the time, but
I know what he means, and I know what the others mean when they respond. He nods

and understands. But he doesn’t sigh.

None of it stops him from happening, happening all the time and waiting for
no-one to catch up, because he loves this place too dearly to wait for others, but has to
keep moving on, and not leave anyone’s names go to the grave in silence. They’re not all

with our O’Leary in the grave, not all, not yet.

Someone told us that the names, the signatures of those people, in old fountain
pen ink, still can be read on hundreds of documents, letters that are still in file cabinets,
in folders, in drawers, in frames. Those who have passed on live on in the documents
they have written and signed, testament to their services — their names are still known.
Those names that belonged to faces we loved, faces in photographs we keep in wallets
and on mantel frames, or faces in portraits that we gazed up at in assembly, faces whose
very lines and contours we knew, we know, so well. All those names — instead of musing
over them, he wants us all to carry them forward to do something worthwhile, fiercely

defending hopes others have abandoned.

It made me think of that young couple, arm-in-arm, dark-eyed and hopeful;
him in an elegant dark suit, her with a jacqmar scarf around her neck. I think of them
when they travelled to this country sixty years ago. I think of them often, often, a//
the time, when they came by sea, from jasmine-scented streets to the quiet of the
coasts, to pursue new dreams of living lives that meant something, and to make their

grandchildren proud.

All that pain that lodges fast in the throat, sudden and thick, changes how
everything seems. But for that one continues to sweep and wash the halls, though we
are in the middle of dust storms, because it is better when they are clean, because all the
raised dust and lifted sand settles, will settle eventually, with the rain. I'm surprised there

are people like him s#// left, but I'm even gladder the disappointment didn’t last long.



Dear You

By Fatma Al-Sumaiti

Dear You,

I remember the day we had lunch by the sea. I remember the sound of the
waves playing melodic electricity in the background. I remember your eyes and the way
they looked into mine. I remember when I reached out across the table and brushed your
hand with the very tips of my senses. I remember how your locks mingled with the wind.
And that smile. Oh, that smile. My heart melted, evaporated, rained, and fell into your

tender hands. Is this for real? Are you real?

I'm not sure if you are out there. Your perfection boggles my certainty. Either

you've disappeared, or my loneliness held a brush and sailed with creativity.

If you are out there, send me a whisper. Let me know that I have not gone mad.

With all there is of heart and soul,
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Corner of the Room

By Hawraa Ashour

Sitting in the corner of the room, you notice the dying paint. Like chafed lips,
it breaks, then it curls outwards. The edges are jagged, and only the ash keeps falling on
the bare bedroom floor. Nonetheless, you etch another line onto the surface; it’s where
you keep it, your calendar. It’s not a normal calendar; you don’t add strikes each day—

you add them each day.

At four in the afternoon on Friday, you just had one, a day. He came over,
honked the car’s horn twice, then waited. You jumped to the closet, checked your image
once more. You looked the same, your long sleeves running over your palms, your jeans
crowding your feet. But he never looks the same, always a shade brighter than last time.
You said your hellos, and his rolled out much slower; like everything he did, it took

time.

You watched a movie at his house. Television is a luxury your house can’t
afford. On the screen the actor proposes, and off the screen his shoulder bumped yours
lightly. You never looked up, never to check. Hope is another thing you cant afford. The

wedding scene is musical, colorful and filled with laughter and joy; it left you aching.

When he smiled, the little creatures in you started to tickle; they know better,
and you knew better, but the sensation continued during the ride back home. He waved
goodbye, paused and promised another day. You waved back, and once he lefi, the sensa-

tions died.

Tonight you dream, and in the dream the shoulder connects fully. He smiles and

says, “I want to propose to you.” You look up and think of a happily ever after.

A dream changes your reality because it is a state of death; the only way to

return to reality is to be alive again, awake. In living though, you experience pain, and
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pain sets that barrier for you. Nothing teaches you this more than hauling bricks for

construction sites.

His hellos come much quicker these days, but they are not cause to celebrate;
not when his hands, that have not tasted the mere meaning of labor, are sweaty once
they meet yours. When you return to the little bare bedroom that night, you don't add

a line.

A worker hands you a paper with scribbles on it. It is an extra chore, but they
always let you keep the change. You leave the site and as you make your way to buy
what is on the list, you see him. His father, the owner of the building you haul bricks

for, tells him he needs to be done with packing within the weekend.

The change clinks in your pocket as you walk home; the sound’s a chime, like
the one in your head, telling you to let go, and like the one in your heart, slowly etching

cracks.

On Friday there is no hello; there is no promise; on that Friday the strikes
break the remaining paint, and as it falls, all that’s left is ash. The wall crumbles, and so

do you.
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How to Drive in Kuwait: The Conclusive, Definitive and
Ludicrously Absurd Guide
By Khaled Bahrami

Driving is often considerd to be one of the joys in life. The exhilarating
marriage of man and machine, the cosseting convenience of technology and the notion
of traveling between points A and B while sitting down — why, it seems too good to be
true. But with all this great power comes the need to harness it — more so when driving

in Kuwait.

We're in a country where Porsches, BMWs, Ferraris, Lamborghinis and Aston
Martins litter the streets. These cars are designed with speed in mind—their sheer force
simply begging to be unleashed. Fear not, for the following points will help you get the
most out of the latent horses inside your sculpted metal chariot. More importantly, they
will ensure and guarantee your competence on the pothole-ridden asphalt that winds its
way through the sandy expanses and gaudy homes of this one-of-a-kind land.

Gathered through exhaustive, hypertension-inducing experience and more
fines than this author cares to remember, this is the absolute guide on how to drive and

survive on Kuwaiti streets.

1. You always come first, no questions asked.

2. Drive offensively. Think of driving as war — that black pickup is about to jump in
front of your car without an appropriate signal, but you won’t let him because you're
two steps ahead. Speed up; the beaten-up white Mitsubishi hobbling behind you can

take the heat.

3. Never use your turn signals. The black stalk to the left of your steering wheel acts
as nothing more than a medium of giving your position away to your enemy, prompting

them to speed up and letting you fall behind. If you want to turn, zurn.



4. 1If the driver of the vehicle in front of you uses a turn signal, floor it. The amateur

needs to learn the lesson of point number three the hard way.

5. Tear in between cars and across lanes on any roads by sticking close behind other

drivers and flying in front of others. You're in a rush and rules were meant to be broken.

6. Rev your engine anytime, anywhere. Make your presence known, even if it’s 3 AM

on a weeknight and you're in a residential area.

7. Race anytime, anywhere. Celebrate your week-old license and brand-new Maserati

in style.

8.  Speed limits are for the cowardly. If you're on a highway and the sign says 120, they
really mean 220. To quote the expertise of 7op Gear’s Jeremy Clarkson: “Speed has never

killed anyone. Suddenly becoming stationary — that’s what gets you.”

9.  Got caught by a pesky speeding camera? Call your brother within ten minutes of
the offense and tell him to call his friend’s uncle’s cousin’s brother to get you off the hook

before that bad boy is registered in the system the following morning,.

10.  Eat and drive. You paid good money for a Pinkberry, not soggy granola in a puddle
of sour milk. Also remember to drive very slowly in the first lane; swinging into the emer-
gency lane might just become necessary when you spill some of that fro yo onto your,

er, fashionable True Religion jeans.

11. Text and drive. The little blinking red light in the upper right corner of your
BlackBerry is more distracting than you might think it is; ic’s best to deal with it before

you find yourself plowing into the back of a bus at 120 kilometers an hour.
12. Talk and drive. If they’re calling and not texting, it’s urgent.

13. If you see a friend/acquaintance/family member who you haven't seen in a while in
the car next to you, slow down, lower your window and make conversation with them.
The two kilometers of built-up traffic, flashing headlights and angry horns behind you?

Ignorance is bliss.
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14. Males: if you see a hot girl in the car next to yours, follow the same steps in point
thirteen to procure said girl’s name and phone number. If she is resistant, try to make

her crash into you. She’s bound to reveal herself that way.

15. Females: if the guy in the car next to yours tries to make advances towards on you,
slow down and drive at the same speed (read: snail’s pace). Act uninterested and/or play
coy, but take glances at him while you crawl down Arabian Gulf Road blocking out the

increasingly irate build-up behind you.

16. Drive down Arabian Gulf Road/Belajat Street under 50 kilometers an hour with
the windows down. Everyone needs to read the misspelled decals on your rear window,
listen to Rashed Al-Majed blaring through your car’s speakers and soak in the blinding

sight of the crystal-encrusted wheel rims on your common-as-carrots Porsche Cayenne.

17. The emergency lane is there for you in traffic jams, or else they wouldn’t have
built it. Meeting in twenty minutes and there’s traffic as far as your eye can see?

I’s your emergency — your destination is just a flick of the wrist to the left away.

18. Flash your headlights in quick succession to alert the slowpoke in front of you
to move aside. Why are they driving at only 100 kilometers an hour in the fast lane?

Hellooo, it’s called the fast lane for a reason.

19. If the driver in front of you is impervious to your headlight flashing in the afore-
mentioned scenario, tailgate them. Nothing says “get out of my way” clearer than the

entire front of your car in their rearview mirror.

20. When driving into a roundabout, don't slow down but rather charge right through.

Waiting for a free spot to open up saps valuable seconds.
21. When U-turning, follow similar steps as outlined in the above point.

22. Female drivers: hurl your car out of any kind of turn at every chance you get.

Remember, ladies first.



23. Need to take the off-ramp onto the Fifth Ring Road but you're still in the first lane?
Make a sharp cut across the other three lanes; waiting for other people to slow down
will only cause you to miss your turn and increase your trip time by an ungodly five

minutes.

24. If you're driving with children, allow them hang their heads and/or stick half of their

bodies out of the window. Kids love fresh air, so why deprive them of that basic right?

25. If you lug your car into incoming traffic without any form of warning and the
person behind you honks their horn or flashes their headlights, casually ignore them.

Remember, you did no wrong.

26. If you lug your car into incoming traffic without any form of warning and the
person behind you honks their horn or flashes their headlights, slam the brakes. That’ll

teach them to question your authority.

27. If you lug your car into incoming traffic without any form of warning and the
person behind you honks their horn or flashes their headlights, use your hands to

offensively gesture at them. If that further agitates the offender behind you, slam the

brakes.

28. When parking, sling your car across as many spaces as you can. Parking your large
SUV/pickup normally will only make the rear half of it stick out in the way of incoming
traffic and narrow the road. Your ineptitude at parking properly is really just doing

everyone else a favor.

29. Park on the side of the road, ignoring the clear “no parking” sign in front of you.
The entrance to the mall is 7ight next to you; parking around the corner takes so much

more effort.

30. Do not leave your number on the car you just backed into. The owner of that car

might be a deranged stalker, and thats the last thing you need.

31. Do not leave your number on the car whose door you just dinged with yours while
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you were getting out of a tight spot. The driver of that car might be the same sort as

illustrated in point thirty.

32. If you find your car door dinged, assume that the car next to the damaged side is the

wrongdoer; slam your doors into the side of that car or key the car accordingly.

33. If you are an owner of animals, be sure to bring them with you when driving and let
them roam around the car without restraints. Little else brings a big smile to other road

users than the sight of your pet monkey clinging to your side mirror for dear life.

34. Throw your cigarette butts out of your window or through the sunroof without

thinking where they’ll land.

35. Discard your food wrappers and other refuse through the window or sunroof. Your

car isn’t a leather-wrapped trash can; it’s Mother Nature’s problem now.

36. If you're part of a wedding procession, remember to drive slowly with your flashers
on, windows down, music playing loudly, and passengers dangerously hanging out of

the open windows/sunroof.

37. If youre part of a wedding procession and aren’t carrying passengers, drive at a low
speed consistent with the rest of the convoy and try to do donuts. Laying rubber down

and filling the air with smoke — true signs of a good party.

38. During any national holiday, be sure to drive excruciatingly slowly and pack your
car with foam-wielding children sticking out of your sunroof and windows. Display

your patriotic pride and love by letting other drivers have a windscreen full of foam.

39. Celebrate your football team’s match victory with slow driving, continuous horn

honking, loud Arabic music, lowered windows and in-seat dancing.

40. Never slow down for road-crossing pedestrians. Roads are for cars, not people.



Impressions of Istanbul

By Bahiyya Sullivan

August 7, 2010

Thousands of feet up in the air, we see nothing but coughs of blindingly white clouds
and their shadows on the dusty ground underneath, and a ridiculously infinite amount
of sky and horizon above the airplane wing. Then there are the silent clots of houses,

the whispering plains of green, then the everlasting sea. And the silence is loud and
immediate. Then we land. The whispering is screaming and imposing. And it’s all sort of

reversed.

Tanned women, mothers and children in sundresses, men playing dominoes on the
street, women in silk and satin scarves on street cafes, bent, old men eating ice cream on

the sidewalk, couples sitting on huge carved stones.

Cobbled streets, fig trees, buildings spilling with green, steep roads, crowded corners,

great mosques and minarets; people, people, people.

I am happy to be here. I am happy to see the cobbled streets through the hotel window
and read the language I cannot read on street signs and see the faces I have never seen
walking past me; I am happy to be in the unfamiliar, after the long, long intensity of the

too-familiar.

August 9, 2010

The past few days have been exhausting in many ways. I think I have walked more than
I have in years, and my shoes, new before we got here, are softened and scuffed and
smeared with dirt. The weather here is a little difficult; there is a beautiful wind in the

shade, but in the sun, the heat is merciless and a persistent humidity hangs in the air.
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Impressions of Istanbul improve by day. Walking down Istiglal Street in Taksim
after 10 PM was a little strange. There are streams of bubbles in the air and toys that
shoot up overhead and twirl little swirls of blue electric light before they come down.
You see these everywhere in Taksim. And it’s sort of frightening, as the continuous
flow of people moves through the streets and the noise is like crumpling paper into
a microphone and the lights are blazing, and we all cling to each other to make sure
nobody gets lost in the current. What's ironic is that the bubbles and the twitls of
blue light, although heightening the Mardi-Gras insanity of the entire setting, are also

attempts at making a living.

Topkapi was magnificent, an austere palace that seems to sneer at the flocks of
hot, sun burnt tourists with their cameras and sunglasses and guides, posing in front of
columns and arches and lying on the grass in the huge, elegant garden that overlooks
the palace. The intricate and serious words that are carved and delicately painted over
the doors in this palace are humbling. The roofs are the insides of the domes, painted
with the detail and loving precision of Michelangelo. Walking through the weathered
doorways that seem to have been walked through by giants and looking up at the
mathematically decorated ceilings, shadowed by the sombre colors and the years and

years of history.

The whirling dervishes are much cooler in real life. We saw four of them in a
museum here in Sultan Ahmet. Four musicians opened the ceremony. I was awed and
impressed by their great indifference to the audience, which I hope I can eventually
take on when I am on the stage. They were delivering their message, alright. The eldest
musician sang poignant passages on the oud. His eyes either always closed or half so,
unless he would need to guide in a ritardando by meeting the eyes of the drummer.

The flautist sat slouched in his chair, his head tilted a little, as though he were tired and
trying to rest on his shoulder, his eyes drooping and his fingers covering and uncovering
the holes the ways leaves rustle in the wind. I watch the trembling of his throat and

decide his vibrato will not be as easy to come by on my own Western traverse flute.



The dervishes were four men of different ages, who entered and left in long
elegant, black cloaks. They stood with their arms crossed around their necks before
beginning to whirl, their faces even more absent than those of the musicians, slowly
raising their arms up above their heads, one hand turned up, the other down. They
begin to look like spinning tops, so precise is their rotation, and the blankness on their
faces is tempting. The flutter of the lengths of cloth around their waists, sombred by the
pale red spotlights, makes it easier for me to follow their movement, and the persistent
repetition makes the whole event even more dizzyingly mysterious and elegantly

beautiful.

Augusr 14, 2010

Our last night in Istanbul. I will miss this city, this large, old city with its proud, tired
eyes and its ancient, breathing Bosphorus Sea, its elegant mosques, austerely elegant
and kind, its cobbled street, its smiling people, its beating sun, its rose-lined streets, its
history throbbing through the present, its immense wisdom and its immense chaos.
On the streets hangs a tapestry reading, ‘In Istanbul I Am Beautiful. Amidst chaos and
madness, in this strange land.’

Or something silly and sweet like that.

Goodbye, Istanbul.
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It
By Fatma Al-Sumaiti

Yes, I want to believe that iz exists. I want to experience it and breathe iz with
my other half. To do that, I need to admit that I am not whole. Do I need another per-
son to complete my existence? For me to accept that iz exists, I have to accept that I, as a

person, am not complete.

It may be that I am a cynic. It may be that I am egocentric. The choice of
words is not of importance. Yes, I am able to believe in the unseen. However, I cannot
believe in what I am utterly longing to experience while the universe, with all its forces,

is standing in the way of its occurrence in my radius of consciousness.

When it comes to life: I am a believer. I am spiritual. I am particles of
emotions.

When it comes to 7 I am raw. I am hollow. I am a wanderer.



Moments

By Fatima Ibraheem

To be deeply engaged in something, you dont plan how engaged you want
to be; it just happens. Something...anything, comes spontaneously and causes you to
concentrate for a worthy period of time, and by the time you leave it, you feel you've
held grip of a valuable something...anything. While an aesthetic object has this power,
a human being, on the other hand, has the power of upsetting this state by distraction,

which is also spontaneous and never planned.

Flipping the equation, she felt distressed by the discord of her alarm clock that
chopped off her dream at the center. Annoyed, she woke up and stared at the stubborn
clock until it surrenders. Seven minutes passed and her wish did not come true. She
turned it around. She took off the battery. She turned it around again. It took her three
and a half seconds to surrender. Her eyes shifted to her indigo board, vomiting with to-

do lists, and it figuratively yelled, “Art Gallery!” at her blank face.

Fast forward and the equation is flipped to normal. She stepped into the gallery

while sniffing a strange aroma of fresh oil paint smothering the area. Busy with filling

her nostrils, she attempted to focus on, at least, one specific canvas...but she simply

couldn’c. All of them were equally pleasant; each bombarding her eyes with colours, and

enlightening her mind with analyses. The messages were spoken out of each canvas but
the mouth was invisible. There was one, that didn’t have a mouth, but had an eye--a
magnetic one--that kept staring at her until she involuntarily moved her entire body

towards it...to stare back and talk with its eyes.
She had no choice but to reach for that ajar door drawn on the edge of the canvas,
from which a solid shadow lingered.
Exploding from the other side of the painting was a blinding shimmer,

from which a vague pathway led to nowhere.
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The only thing that caught her attention from this contrast,
was an afar healthy-looking tree.

Beads of dew trickled vertically from the thinnest branch on the left,
so that it filled a transparent cup laid below, half-filled and half-empty.
The tree trickled tears rhythmically,
until her ear drum fell under a trance.

Due to her curiosity,
she couldn’t help but touch the cup for a second,
to realise that it stood with a fragile posture on a wide lily,
broadly spread as big as her palms and as smooth as tissue paper.

She spotted a horse...staring at the tree, yet staring at her,
standing elegantly as if waiting for someone to lead him through the endless road.
His tail is the only indication of the weather as it supported one direction,
and his eyes were the only indication of the sun.

Responding to the poking finger on her bony shoulder, she had no choice but
to steer her face to see the real world that had nothing in correlation with the painting.
She bid her dream farewell as it was filled with clear skies and rainbows galore. That
moment was one to impress the aesthetic vulture at which she was staring. It gave her
a chance to awe with her soulful meanings and assumptions of what the canvas’ eye
was communicating. the gallery she was leaving bestowed her with the unexplainable,

initiated by a fantastic object—and ended by a human being,.



One Day
By Christopher Gottschalk

One day an average student on his way to nowhere in particular saw one of
his current professors sitting alone outside the campus coffee shop. He approached the
professor and without invitation abruptly asked, “Professor, what is my grade?” The
professor put down the book he was reading, stubbed out his half-finished cigarette, and

looked thoughtfully at his student before replying.

“Why do you care what your grade is?” asked the professor.
“Because it’s important!” the student quickly countered.
“Your grade is important? How so?” the professor calmly retorted.

“What do you mean?!?” responded the increasingly agitated student, “How
could my grade NOT be importane? It’s the only way I know how I'm doing in your

class!!!”

“Hmmm...” replied the professor, taking a moment to consider his next

words. “Tell you what,” he said, “you really care about your grade?”

“Oh, yes! I really care about my grade,” chimed the suddenly pleased student
thinking he was finally going to get what he had asked for.

“Well, I've got a confession to make--I don’t. I don't care about your grade
at all. In fact, nothing could be LESS important to me,” said the professor with a
dismissive wave of his hand. The student stood frozen in shock unsure as to what
his professor could possible mean by such an outrageous statement. But before the
student’s hair could burst into flames from the increasing confusion flooding his brain,
the professor continued to speak, “I care about the subject matter you have had an

opportunity to learn from me, but more importantly I care about whether or not you
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now have the ability to demonstrate this new-found knowledge. With any knowledge
comes potential power and responsibility and, in that context, it matters a tremendous
amount to me what you have learned and how you will continue to learn in the future.
So that being said, why would a grade, either expressed numerically or alphabetically,
be of any consequence when it’s knowledge itself that’s of any real value? No one will
ever ask you what grades you earned in college, at least no one of consequence will ask
you that. What people will want to know is--do you KNOW what you're talking about
anytime you open your mouth to speak on a given subject? I guarantee you, young
student of mine, that it’s your ability to effectively apply and demonstrate knowledge
that will bring you success in life, not the grades reported on a given transcript.” The
professor looked his student in the eyes searching for any hint of comprehension before

asking, “So, still want me to tell you your grade?”

The student chewed his lower lip and cautiously replied, “Do I? T don’t
know...” The student shuffled his feet before summoning the courage to get what he
had come for in the first place. Drawing a deep breath, the student confidently said,

“Yes. Yes, professor, I'd like you to tell me my grade.”

“Very well,” replied the professor with a sigh before adding, “but not having
my grade book in front of me, I'll need you to tell me what you have learned from my

class. Keep it short, though, I have to teach soon.”

The student proceeded to discuss the subject he had been studying with his
professor, exchanging questions and answers, and as the conversation went on the
more passionate the student found himself becoming about the subject. Before long,
the student realized he was caught up in what could only be described as an ‘academic’
conversation; a free-flowing exchange of ideas and arguments surrounding a specific
area of study. After a not-so-short amount of time had passed the professor checked his

watch while the student paused in mid-sentence to light a cigarette.

“You'll have to excuse me,” announced the professor as he stood and gathered

his things, “but I have a class to teach in a few minutes. Did you still want your grade?”
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The student took a long draw on his cigarette before answering with a smile,
“that’s ok, professor. It will probably change tomorrow anyway knowing the readings
you assign.” Suddenly turning serious, he continued, “to be honest, this was the best
conversation I've had in a long time. You actually listened to my opinions! It’s like you
actually care about what I think. I guess... I guess I don't really care about my grade,”
the student suddenly realized but then quickly added, “at least not right now. I'm sure
I'll care again later, I mean...its just...” The student paused as he searched for the words

to express himself adequately.

“It’s just this was kind of fun?” the professor offered, “discussing ideas without

worrying about a grade?”
The student’s eyes lit up, “exactly!”

The professor smiled as he added a final thought before moving on to teach his

afternoon class, “and that, my young friend, sounds like knowledge worth having.”
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Paranormality, Inc.: Mission 0
By Joshua Williams

A shrill, piercing tone broke through the haze, forcing Caleb back to
consciousness. Though the sound was grating, he made a mental check to ensure that
he was still whole before making any effort to move. His senses were clouded, but they
were rapidly returning. His previous memory was of closing a pen, only to receive a

short needle in his thumb. Why was he using a stranger’s pen?

Before he could recall, the tone went silent, allowing him to note that he was
most certainly not at his home. The buzzing of cicadas was far too loud. With a groan,
he slowly rose. All around him, grotesque stone statues were arranged in what could

only be described as an ordered chaos.

They were mostly arranged in rows, but many of them had been knocked over.

Beyond the statues, he spotted an iron fence — possibly ten feet tall.

To his right, a metal case waited. Before he could decide whether it was worth
investigating, the tone made him wince and lift a hand to his right ear. His fingers
brushed against an earpiece, the source of the sound. Locating a button on along its

surface, he pressed it.
A few seconds of silence followed.
“Mr. Thornton?” The voice was inquisitive, but it lacked any real curiosity.
Hesitantly, Caleb replied. “..yes?” The reply was quick and practiced.

“Greetings. | am your handler for this evening. Should you fail the test, I will
notify headquarters, and they will subsequently notify your next-of-kin. In the case,

you will find everything you require. Good luck.”

Caleb removed the earpiece and inspected it, frowning. He eyed the case once
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more, and replaced the earpiece. “Come again?”
“The test. Oh.” Silence followed.

Growing impatient, Caleb knelt and opened the case. Inside, he found a
large pistol and a single magazine. Upon arming himself, he rose again and inspected
the environment more thoroughly. The gate to the enclosure had a padlock. A road
stretched out from the gate, leading into the forest that surrounded him on all sides —
save one. Instead of a forest, a lengthy field extended toward a hill. The setting sun

glinted off of something on the hill.

The voice came through the earpiece once again. “My apologies. It seems the
sedative was administered in a more potent dose than required. Prior to its injection,

you consented to joining our organization. This test is to verify that you are qualified

for field work.”

Recollection slowly returning, Caleb nodded his head. His eyes were locked on
the top of the hill. “And, as my ‘handler,” you're basically watcing to make sure I do it

correctly.”

“Affirmative. There is a creature with you that you must exterminate. If it
leaves the enclosure, the test is over. If you perish, the test is over. If you phase, the test
is over. The former and latter failures will result in a subsequent test to estimate your
ability to function in a different capacity. The other will feature the aforementioned

result of condolences to what family you might have. Understood?”

Eyes now darting about to locate the creature in question, Caleb growled,

“I can’t phase?”

“You can, yes. However, the job of a field agent involves being among the
general public. Making them aware of a werewolf walking among them would be
problematic. As such, you must be capable of engaging targets without phasing unless

otherwise permitted.”
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Snorting, Caleb shook his head. “So, youre my leash.”
“Handler, yes.”

As the sun set, Caleb returned his gaze to the hill. “And what, exactly is this

‘target’?”
“Awake.”
“What?”

Before the handler could clarify, a strong impact from behind sent Caleb
sprawling on the ground. Rolling to the side before a heavy foot stomped where his
torso had just been, Caleb stared at what was now attacking him. Muffled noises came

from the earpiece, which had fallen away, but his ears picked up what was said.

Staring at the hideous, hulking beast, Caleb watched as the last remnants of
stone faded from its flesh. “A gargoyle. They put me up against a gargoyle. You've got

to be-”

Before he could finish his statement, the gargoyle plowed an arm into him,
sending him tumbling away. As soon as he could right himself, Caleb ducked behind
a statue and attempted to collect his wits. Chambering a round, he heard the beast

stomping its way closer.

Once it was close enough, Caleb darted into the open and fired toward the
footsteps, only for the gargoyle to no longer be there. “What?” A loud crash behind

him made him leap forward, narrowly missing another blow.

Darting away from the beast, he scooped up the earpiece before ducking behind
another statue. Jamming the earpiece onto his ear, he shouted, “What is wrong with you

people?”

The gargoyle roared. A statue slammed into the ground two feet away from Caleb’s

position.



“Mr. Thornton, I do not understand the query. Perhaps you might be able to
clarify?”

Cursing loudly, Caleb bolted for another statue just before the one he had hid
behind crumbled under the weight of the beast. “A gargoyle? This is your idea of a

test?”

“This was not my idea, but it was the order given. The test generally features
something smaller, but the commander said that you would be able to handle this. Do

be sure to go on the offensive soon. You're running out of places to hide.”
“I know!”

Once again, Caleb bolted away as the statue he'd used for cover was destroyed.
Turning to face the gargoyle, he fired twice, both shots hitting its shoulder. The beast

roared angrily, then leapt into the air as a pair of wings unfurled from its back. “It

canfly?”

A loud shot rang out from the distant hill. The gargoyle shrieked as one of the
wings was torn off by the bullet. “Not anymore. Mr. Thornton, do not forget that its

departure means that you fail this test.”

Tumbling out of the way as the large beast fell where he had been standing,
Caleb retorted, “Gee, thanks. I had almost forgotten amid the whole its trying to kill
me.” Rising again, Caleb shot at the base of the other wing. Though the wing was

rendered immobile, it remained attached.
“Is that an attempt at humor, Mr. Thornton?”

“No, I was just-" Caleb was cut off once again as the gargoyle landed a
successful blow. The world spun as he sped through the air, then came to an abrupt halt

as he slammed into a statue and fell to the ground.

“That is a shame. I find humor to be amusing.”
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Groaning as he picked himself up, Caleb was about to reply, but another
incoming statue gave him pause and he instead chose to duck out of its way. The
gargoyle, now thoroughly enraged, stamped the ground in preparation for a charge. The

last statue having been demolished, he had no choice but to fight back.

A stabbing pain in his side as he raised his gun let him know that he'd broken
a rib or two and blurred his sight, making it difficult to aim. Gritting his teeth, he fired
several times toward the gargoyle. While most of the shots went astray, a few managed

to make impact, and the creature collapsed in pain.

Breathing heavily, Caleb lowered the gun to lessen the tension in his side. As
his vision cleared, he saw the beast had been crippled, its knees having been shattered.

Switching the gun to his other hand, he took careful aim and killed the beast.
“Congratulations, Mr. Thornton. You passed the test.”

Exhausted, Caleb leaned against the base of one of the destroyed statues and

slumped to the ground. “Handler?”
“Please, call me Mark.”
Wincing, Caleb placed the gun on the ground. “Fine. Mark?”

“YCS ? »

« . . »
I was belng sarcastic.
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Seconds of Eternal Enlightenment
By Fatima Ibraheem

A wave of pure blinding white stream depicts the philosophy of the pilgrimage
that is being performed. Like a galaxy revolving around a centered sun, the center
symbolises the eternal existence whereas the surrounding signifies the ever-going
movement. With a movement that goes anti-clockwise, the stream rejects the limitations
of life such as space and time. It’s a stream with its equal components...all identities
are erased and all classes are indistinguishable. The only rank that remains valued is
the ability to perform the pilgrimage. The scene paints the picture of the philosophy
of creation with its beginning and end. The center is the platform for the visitor to
start spiritually and terminate any materialism from yesterday’s life. In the stream every
“I” dissolves into an equal “we” and the unified “we” composes that stream. This union
has the complex responsibility of stripping itself off the stratified identities to run like
a smooth river of one color, one taste and one look. Every “I” is replenished by one of

those reviving cells immersed in yesterday’s life.

No one is allowed to stop, watch or enter the center, but dissolve into the
stream with the remaining components. By that, the sense of universality is enhanced
and the spiritual link is strengthened. It’s the stream’s responsibility to define the
meaning of true humanity and equality. If the visitor attempts to revolve with the
intention of being a single planet then she or he will never quench his or her thirst.
They’ll just be a wandering stranger alienated from the ability of resisting life’s
limitations like space and time. Only those that have been sapped from their selfishness
to dissolve into this stream have revived their souls.Whereas those that have stubbornly
stayed shelled within their own self have not experienced the universality of freedom.
They are like the odd planets that go off track in a revolving galaxy. To be on track,
the stream remains conscious not to lose its duty of erasing identities that divide the
“we” into countless “I’s.” Remaining conscious, the stream slowly cures the ill cells that

have been layered by yesterday’s pollution.
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The center was meant to teach its visitors how to treat their soul humanely
and justly. And how to practice something that would break their daily routine to travel
into a different world; they might or might not understand. It paints them the picture
of creation and its philosophy. It was meant to hold them responsible for practicing
something as complex as sapping one’s identity to taste the true meaning of humanity
and equality, and to free oneself from the chains that define them by others’ judgments
in the other world such as gender, race, ethnicity, social status and age. It was meant
to tell its visitors that they are capable enough to hold this big of a burden, if not,
then they wouldn’t be described as “son of Adam, God’s elite.” And that this could be
spiritually felt even if they are only rotating around what seems to be a black medium-
sized cube in the middle of an area with people performing their pilgrimage this time of
year. Otherwise, it advises its visitors to give themselves a chance to revise their...soul,
not body, that they might still be materialistically drowned? It speaks of a chance to

revive every cell that might have been lost in yesterday’s world.



Sheaffer Pen
By Nur Soliman

Duke Ellington: “No, no this is not piano, this is dreaming.”

It was going to be for my birthday. I mostly ended up choosing it because my
grandfather had one. His was all black, but they didn’t have any like that. My mother
said he had a favourite dark-green Parker pen when she was young, so I picked the

mineral green one.

I pretend that it is the kind of pen that people must have kept in their pockets
while dining at the Savoy, the Marriott, the Waldorf-Astoria, or used when writing to
relatives in Paris, Cairo, Alexandria, Istanbul, Beirut, Rome. I can imagine them writing
in elegant rooms with pretty painted shuttered windows which let in old breezes,

making the letter paper rustle gently.

Its a nice present; I like the pewter-coloured bands, the sound the nib makes
when you write, and the silvery-toned clicking. It draws well, too. The blue-black ink
makes a lovely scratching sound; it flows in smooth, undulating lines. I sketch a lot,
without thinking of anything in particular, but thinking of ten thousand things and ten

thousand memories - or maybe just one, who knows.

Billowing dresses, straight boots of dabke or kazbeguri dancers, bell-bright
smiles, minarets aspiring upwards in front of scudding, winkling clouds, William
Morris-like patterns of leaves, telescopes, turtles, silhouettes of saxophonists, an old
man’s hands (lots of hands; they are hard to get just the way you imagine them). Some
of the drawings spill over on top of one another, but I wsually know what's what. It’s a
nonsensical poem [ write: alone but never, never lonely, dreaming my Ellington

dreams.
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Smile for Me
By Amal Behbehani

We sat together in the garden, looking out at the children in the playground.

Laughter resonated from their direction, but it did not linger around us.

“You've done well for yourself,” he tells me, his hat in his hand.
“Don't be sarcastic,” I reply.

“No, really.”

He doesn’t continue. I wait for a while, then take a walk through the park. The
tears start to flow down my face, but are gone by the time I return back to him. He is
still there, holding his hat in his hand. The spots cover his hand, the wrinkles tracing his

lifehood.

I sit down next to him, his hand reaching for mine. I hesitate, but then grab

his hand as strong as I can.

“Promise me you won't forget,” he murmurs.
“You know [ won't.”

“Just promise me,” he tells me firmly.

“I love you,” I reply.

“That’s my girl,” he says with a smile, and I cry again.
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Tiger Attack
By Jumana Al-Jaber

She was walking, observing the beauty of the tranquility of the environment she
was in, thinking about the peaceful animals and insects around her. It was astonishing,
breathtaking, and unbelievable. The humidity made her hair frizzy in such a delightful
way that she actually enjoyed it. The green filled her sight and the wind’s soft breeze
patted her hair as it continued whistling and swishing the trees, here and there, every few

seconds.

Her sight was mainly riveted on the charm of the legitimate coloration of the
inexpressible beauty of the plants all around her. The odor of the amazingly scented
blossoms and trees filled her nostrils and happiness took over her mind. She lay on
the ground and closed her eyes to enjoy the relaxation she was in, as the views of the

remarkable peace passed in front of her, in the middle of the deafening silence.

Suddenly, from far away, she heard a sound, a sound of the tramping of feet
upon the grass. She believed it may have been a squirrel for it was quite far away. She
continued daydreaming for a few more seconds, when she abruptly heard exhalation. A
few seconds later, she felt it upon her face. She hurriedly opened her eyes as wide as she
could. It was right in front of her. There it stood with its eyes extremely wide, looking

right into her innocent eyes. She froze.

It raised its claws its nails were directed at her. Her whole body shivered and
trembled with fear. Pain streamed through her body as its claws scratched her right
cheek. She tried to escape but it was too fast for her. It captures her beneath its bulk,
immense body. She struggled. Struggled. Struggled. She couldnt move. It scratched and
scratched and scratched. It tore her muscles. It mutilated her flesh. Her left arm pumped

blood onto the grass she was on.
It stopped. It stared. It sniffed. It walked away.

Her body didn’t move, didn't move at all. And so there she lay, alone and

undiscovered, covered with her own filthy blood, beneath the illuminating sun in the sky.
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Name: Jena Al-Awadhi
Title: Tranquility

116



Name: William Andersen
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Name: Maryam Hosseinnia

Title: Caspian



Arabic Section Begins.
Please start from the other side of the book.
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