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Every time | looked into her eyes it felt like magic... like | was born
all over again. Every time she smiled my broken heart became
closer to a whole... and my pain turns into a lost emotion looking
for a dead soul to settle in. Her touch felt like the first drop of rain
after a dry year. What | missed the most though is her voice, how
her tone could easily heal me... her breath between words was
the only thing that could bring my dark thoughts back to reality.
Now that she’s gone and all that have left for me are the
memories... | can’t help but write more than | ever did before...
hoping that she would somehow, magically, listen to me through
the sound of shrunken papers and the intensity of pencil scribbles.
She was my only love and | hoped she’d stay... turns out love is
just a guest, those kind of guests that stay for so long, and
throughout their stay you’re hoping they’d leave but every time
you think they would, they stay longer and longer... with hours
passing.. you become used to their voice, their laughter, their
existence... once you do, they leave. Leaving behind them nothing
but an empty cup of tea, a memory and a lonely soul.

- Hadeel Altaraifi.
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Untitled

| didn’t write the title for my essay. The teacher stained a giant red
question mark where my unwanted title was supposed to be. “I
don’t know, either.” is all | could think.

Some days | spend more time with my pen than with actual
people. The blue ink, splattered all over my hand, makes it seem
that the paper was writing me. Some days, | have a steady stream
of thoughts when | write, | pour out my concealed parts that | was
oblivious about their existence. My notebook is always opened
and a hope is always there awaiting to be written down.

Other days | struggle, | feel guilty. | can’t will myself to form a
coherent sentence. My thoughts go all over the place that | end up
shutting down. Frustration makes me close my notebook, not
daring to open it, for days, weeks even. The sight of its closed
black and white cover taunts me. Seems like all hopes are lost.
You see, writing doesn’t come natural to me, as much as | would
like to believe it does. Sometimes it’s the easiest thing and other
times it’s so hard it almost feels like a chore.

Summing up a writing piece in a title is the most demanding task.
Why should | make up an enticing title to grab people’s attention?
If you need something to pull you into reading, then by all means
stop.

| don’t want people to assume my writing will be bad or good
depending on a phrase. Not even a sentence. How degrading is
that? If you’re the type of person to judge beforehand then |
simply don’t want you to read. | want people to come to me with
an open mind and devour my piece. I’'m not asking for criticism.
I’'m just looking for people who enjoy reading.

-SY

4 da



