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“At Oxford University Press we continue to value 
our strong partnership with the Emirates Airline 
Festival of Literature. Our dedication to inspiring 
students in schools to immerse themselves in the 
enriching experience of imaginative writing and 
storytelling remains unwavering, as does our joy 
in reading the inspiring results of their creativity.”

Oxford University Press
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Each year, Education Team at the Emirates Literature Foundation, 
eagerly awaits reading stories written by students participating in the 
Oxford University Press Story Writing Competition. Their writing is a 
profound gift that grants us a unique frame into the vibrant worlds 
they create. It deepens our understanding and expands our insight.

Hence, dear students, we thank you for trusting us with your 
stories – we know it is a brave step forward and hope that you will 
continue to tell stories that make us more human, more alive, more 
compassionate.

Bravo, to all the winners – your stories are special and make this 
anthology shine. Please continue to write, the world needs your stories.

Thank you also to the parents, the teachers, the friends, and family 
who provide crucial encouragement and support to the students. 
Our competitions work because you passionately champion them 
on your end.

To make this competition work seamlessly, we rely on our reliable band 
of very diligent volunteers who read and carefully assess each entry 
before a shortlist is sent to the judges. We understand it is a challenging 
task, and thoughtful consideration goes into your selection.

From the Emirates Literature Foundation, we would like to offer a 
heartfelt thank you to Aleksandra Samonek, Almas  Dedanwala, 
Amrish  Kacker, Angela Souter, Anupama Mirle, Aroma Joshi, Chafic 
Mekkaoui, Denise Moore, Elizabeth Gupta, Elizabeth Jane Hayward, 
Gunjan Pradhan, Heena Singh, Iram  Rizvi, Julia Peters, Linda 
Dickinson, Malathy Garewal, Na’eemah Mehta, Naira Chaudhry, 
Namita Mehrotra, Naomi Clarke, Nicole D’Souza, Patricia Mae M. 
Estenoso, Sharmistha Khobragade, Sherin Mariam John, Smita  Jain, 
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Yvette Judge, and Zarina Khan – please know we could not have 
done this without your help.

The long-term commitments of our very dedicated judges, April 
Hardy, Kathy Hoopmann and Kathy Butti, make this competition even 
more meaningful and valuable for the students. Their sympathetic 
and careful deliberation of each shortlisted story gives heart and 
soul to our effort of finding the best and the most original voices. 
We are honoured to extend another very heartfelt thank you to 
our judges.

The Emirates Literature Foundation profoundly values the continued 
support from Oxford University Press for this competition. This 
exclusive opportunity offers an accessible and celebrated platform 
for budding writing talent across the GCC to get their work 
recognised. This positive endorsement from Oxford University Press 
is vital to our work. 

As we leave you with these winning stories, we hope that the readers 
of this anthology will find the same connection and joy that we feel 
each year.

Education Team
Emirates Literature Foundation
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Foreword
I love that the theme of this year’s anthology is hope. Writing a story 
and putting it in front of judges is a singular act of hope - and courage! 
It’s an act taking place every day as countless writers take a deep 
breath and send away a manuscript, hoping to find acceptance and 
the opportunity to share their stories with readers around the world. 

The crush of failure is always close at hand and writers, as a rule, 
are not thick-skinned, so I salute anyone who harnesses hope and 
takes the risk.

Back in 2025 I was delighted and honoured to help kick off the 
process of the Oxford University Press Story Writing Competition 
with a workshop. Getting young writers warmed up and inspired is a 
great privilege. I’ve been going into schools and running workshops 
for nearly two decades now and encountering the spark, joy and 
spirit of fresh talent never gets old.

For me it’s also a full circle thing, because my own act of hope ended 
in my first book deal, twenty years ago… with Oxford University Press.

The stories in this anthology showcase remarkable talent from a 
wide selection of young writers who are absorbing a planet which 
is changing fast. Their stories reflect its many facets, from the real 
world of rivers and rewilding to the fantastical search for a dragon 
led by a single scale. From war, illness and devastating flood, to 
ambitions for education and miracle cures.

The stories play wonderfully with imagery, using folded paper, yarn, 
candle-driven lanterns, paint, metal, pools of water, leaves, birds and 
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tempests to pull us in. The result is like wandering through a vividly-
coloured, intensely gripping gallery exhibit, all within these pages.

To see your work in print in a real book is such a wonderful way to 
begin a writing career of any kind. 

Whether the young creatives who have woven these tales move into 
careers as authors, editors, scriptwriters, poets or any other role in 
which written communication is key, this anthology is a foundation 
stone for that journey. If I had been published in this form before 
I left school, I would have been beyond thrilled. As it was, my first 
publications were definitely one-offs, in exercise books, accompanied 
by my own coloured-in drawings and carefully covered in sticky-back 
plastic.

The 21st century is an amazing time to be a writer, but also a 
challenging one. The way we write is as unique as our fingerprints. 
It’s a part of who we are, so no writer should feel the pressure to 
make their voice fit. 

Be you is the best advice I can offer any writer. Wonderful, imperfect 
you. Exactly like nobody else.

Ali Sparkes 
Multi-award-winning and bestselling author 
November 2025
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11 and under
Judge’s Overview

Gosh! The young writers are really keeping us judges on our toes; 
every year it feels harder and harder to just pick a few from the 
wonderfully imagined stories you treat us to.

Hope, interpreted in so many ways; love for others, love for nature, 
healing for both people and the planet, belief that your hope 
will keep someone safe. Your imaginations are brimming with 
wonderful stories!

To those of you who didn’t make it into the top places, please don’t 
be discouraged. There were so very many stories entered and the 
standard was exceptionally high; there were nearly twenty stories 
I wish I could have put in the top ten. It was extremely difficult to 
pick just a few and some of you were very very close. To me you are 
all winners!

Thank you so much for entering and please enter again next year; I 
really do love reading your work!

April Hardy
November 2025
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The Sage and 
the Sapling 

First place: Saikrsna Srinath, 11
Jumeirah English Speaking School – Arabian Ranches, Dubai

The forest was quiet after the rain…
Shara crouched beside a young fig tree, wiping mud from its 

fragile stem. She had planted it three weeks ago, part of her school’s 
rewilding project near the edge of Gombe River. Miraculously, it had 
survived the storm. She exhaled. Behind her a soft voice said, “You 
helped it.” Shara turned around, surprised. 

Jane Goodall stood beneath a wide acacia tree, arms crossed 
and eyes gentle. Her silver hair was tied back and her boots were 
encrusted in red soil; as if she had grown from the wilderness itself.

“I tried my best” Shara said shyly as Jane stepped closer, kneeling 
beside the sapling. She looked up at Shara. “It’s strong. Because you 
gave it a chance” Shara blinked. “I didn’t think it would make it.” Jane 
smiled. “Hope isn’t about certainty. It’s about showing up anyway.” 

They sat together in the damp clearing, the forest humming 
around them. Shara had read every book Jane had written and 
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watched every documentary. But nothing compared to being next 
to her. “I want to help,” Shara said. “Not just plant trees. I want to 
help everything” Jane nodded. “Then start with one thing. One tree. 
One animal. One person. That’s how change begins.” 

They walked together through the forest, Jane pointing out nests 
and stories etched into bark. She spoke of chimpanzees she’d known, 
of forests she’d watched vanish. Her voice was soft, but every word 
carried weight of a world known. At a fork in the trail, they found a 
young chimp alone, watching them from a branch. Jane paused, eyes 
shining. “He’s curious” she whispered. “Just like you” Shara smiled. 

They returned to camp as the sun dipped low. Jane handed Shara 
a small notebook which was worn, weathered, filled with sketches 
and quotes. “This was mine” she said. “Now it’s yours.” Shara held it 
like a priceless artifact. 

That night, Shara wrote her first entry: I planted hope. It survived 
the storm. Weeks later, Jane passed peacefully in her sleep. The 
world mourned. But Shara didn’t cry. She planted another tree. She 
taught her classmates about chimpanzees. She read Jane’s words 
aloud in the forest. When someone asked her why she believed the 
world could still be saved, she smiled and said: “Because I walked 
with Jane’’. 

Hope wasn’t loud. It didn’t shout. It whispered through leaves, 
grew in soil, and passed from hand to hand.

Judge’s Comments
A beautifully thought out and respectfully written story which is also 
a tribute to the wonderful Jane Goodall. This was such a clever idea, 
including in your story someone who instilled hope in people during 
her lifetime. I think Jane would have been very happy to read this. 
Very well done and please, do keep writing.
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The Tale of Dragon 

Second place: Kunxi He, 11
Repton School, Dubai

No dragon had been seen in Moon Kingdom for over a century. 
Once, they flew like stars across the sky, keepers of balance and 
bearers of warmth. Their fire lit cities, healed wounds, and kept the 
world running. But after the War of Ash, they vanished. Some said 
they were hunted to extinction. Others whispered they left in sorrow, 
unwilling to watch the world destroying itself.

Without them, Moon Kingdom grew cold. Magic faded. Winters 
lengthened. People forgot what hope even felt like. But in a small, 
wind-worn village clinging to the cliffs, a boy named Kay still 
remembered.

His grandmother, once a Skyguard rider, had flown with a golden 
dragon named Solara. Her stories had raised him, tales of flight 
above the clouds, of fire that could melt despair. Most called them 
fairy tales. Kay called them truth.

When the final winter came and the village fires failed, his 
grandmother grew sick, too frail to rise from bed. One night, she 
asked Kay to sit by her side and pressed a dull, cracked scale into 
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his palm. “It’s hers,” she whispered. “Solara. She’s still out there, just 
sleeping and waiting. Not for warriors, but for those who still believe 
in hope.” She passed away before sunrise. Grief pressed heavily 
on Kay’s chest, so did the scale. It was warm, faintly pulsing, like a 
heartbeat.

Kay left with nothing, but the scale wrapped in cloth. He climbed 
up the frozen ridges of the Windspire Mountains, higher than any 
map dared to name. Storms tore at his coat. Ice cut his face. The 
world was begging him to turn back. He did not.

At the summit, hidden beneath a sheet of frost and silence, he 
found a cavern, still and vast. In its center lay a dragon, curled and 
sleeping beneath a thick crust of snow. Her wings were tattered. Her 
light was gone. Kay stepped into the silence and placed the scale 
gently on her chest.

“I don’t know if you can hear me,” he whispered. “But I do. I remember 
you. And we need you.” Nothing moved. Then, a breath. A spark.

Golden light flickered beneath her ribs. Two ancient eyes opened, 
shining as abyss. Solara rose, steam rising from her scales. Her first 
breath melted the snow. Her wings stretched, cracked but strong. 
She looked down at Kay, and with a breath burning like fire, said, 
“You believed.”

She flew. Rivers thawed. Magic stirred. The long night ended. 
Dawn broke over Moon Kingdom for the first time in a hundred years.

Kay returned not as a warrior, but as the first of the new Skyguards. 
A boy who carried a dying ember of Hope through the darkness and 
lit the world again. 

Judge’s Comments
Excellent! A stirring story of a boy left alone in the world, with nothing 
but hope and a dragon’s scale. As I read this, I could picture it as an 
animated film. Please keep writing; you have a wonderful imagination. 
Very well done!
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Hope in Stitches

Third place: Shazana Binth Sha, 10
The Apple International Community School, Dubai

The war had taken almost everything from Grace. The streets 
where she once played hopscotch were now destroyed, the school 
where she learned her letters stood in ruins, and the voices of her 
parents were echoes she would never hear again. At just nine years 
old, Grace experiences more sorrow in her life than most kids. But 
she still had her teddy.

Her mother had kept it into her arms on the last night they were 
together. The ground had been destroyed with the sounds of bombs. 
Her mother’s face had been pale but steady as she whispered, when 
the world feels dark, hold this teddy bear close, light will find its 
way back.

That night was the last time Grace saw her parents. By morning, 
their house was gone, and Grace was left alone with only the teddy 
in her arms.

The teddy was old, its fur stitched and one button eye missing, 
but to Grace it was more precious than gold. She clutched it when 
she slept under broken buildings, whispered to it when she starved, 
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and held it tightly whenever fear threatened to overwhelm her. 
To the world, it was just a toy. To Grace, it was her mother’s arms, 
her father’s voice, her entire family sewn into one small patchwork 
of cloth.

Days blurred together. Smoke hung in the air, and silence pressed 
heavy on the ruins. Grace wandered with the teddy, searching 
for bits of food, searching for something, anything, that felt alive. 
Sometimes she almost gave up. Sometimes the sadness was so deep 
she thought even hope had left her.

One afternoon, Grace found herself standing in what used to be 
the town square. The fountain was broken, the benches shattered, 
but the sky above was soft and gold with the setting sun. For the first 
time in weeks, she noticed the beauty of the colors, the gentle pinks 
and oranges that painted the sky. She hugged her teddy tighter and 
whispered, “Look, Mom… the light came back.”

Her voice cracked, but her heart stirred with something fragile 
and alive.

Then she heard it, voices, Real voices. Not the ones she imagined 
in her loneliness, but strong, clear voices calling out through the 
ruins. Grace froze at first, fear tightening her chest. But the teddy 
seemed to give her courage, as if it were urging her forward.

She stood tall, held the teddy high into the air, and shouted with 
all the strength left in her small body: “I’m here!”

The voices grew closer, then figures appeared, running toward 
her. Warm hands wrapped around her shoulders, soft words filled 
her ears. Grace was no longer alone.

The city was broken, her family was gone, but the teddy in her 
arms still carried hope. Her mother was right, Light had found its 
way back. Way back to her.
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Judge’s Comments
A quietly powerful and very moving account of a nine year old girl, 
orphaned by war, holding onto the hope represented by the teddy 
bear her mother had given her. This brought a tear to my eye and a 
lump to my throat. Please keep writing. Thank you.



12 - 14
Judge’s Overview

Many psychologists believe that hope is one of the most important 
things a person can have to help them through difficult times. And 
it’s obvious that the writers in this year’s competition believe the 
same. It was refreshing to read so many stories from young people 
that did not dissolve into misery and despair and hopelessness that 
is so often seen in social media and news articles. There was hope 
in poor health, hope in war, hope in drought, hope in death and even 
hope in a can of baked beans!

I was given the top 33 entries out of thousands of entries to judge 
and honestly all of them could have made the top ten. The quality 
was outstanding. I was curious though that identical plots did come 
up on several occasions even within this small cohort. This could 
well have been through a brainstorm activity in a classroom from 
which several entries were submitted. It could be that the concept 
of hope resonated in similar ways with different people, or it could 
mean that ideas were AI generated. Whatever the reason, it did 
mean that completely original, well written stories that were unique 
to the author were more likely to make the winning entries. 

Here are some tips on how to win a writing competition. 

Do this:
1. Draw on your own experience.  No one else has your life.
2. You have a limited word count, so make every word count. 
3. Remember that your reader can only read what is on the page, 

not what is in your head. 



4. Once you have finished your story, leave it alone for a week or 
two, then when you go back to it, read it aloud. Any corrections 
you need to make will jump out at you. 

Do not do this:
1. Do not get AI to write your story for you. AI is not you and will 

never be as individual and unique as you are. 
2. Do not go to AI for ideas. Every person who does, gets the 

same ideas fed back to them. If the same story plot pops up 
repeatedly in competition entries, judges get very suspicious. 

3. Do not get AI to ‘clean up’ your story once you have written 
it.  It saps away all individuality and whitewashes creativity. 

4. Do not use AI at all. Just don’t.

And keep writing!

Kathy Hoopmann
November 2025
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The Last Light 
in Room 47

 First place: Ahan Punatham Kandy, 14
 Mayoor Private School, Abu Dhabi

The rain had been falling for three days straight, turning the hospital 
courtyard into a blur of gray puddles and reflected lights. Room 
47, at the far end of St. Mary’s Oncology Wing, overlooked that 
courtyard — though the boy inside it hadn’t seen the world beyond 
the glass in nearly two months.

Eighteen-year-old Arjun Mehta sat propped up against his pillow, a 
worn sketchbook resting on his knees. His once-steady hands trembled 
now, but the pencil still moved, tracing the faint outlines of a sunrise.

He had always painted sunrises.
“Another one?” came a voice from the doorway.
Arjun looked up to see Nurse Ananya, her warm eyes glancing 

toward the sketch. She was one of the few people who didn’t speak 
to him in whispers.

“Yeah,” he said softly. “I’m trying to remember what it looks like 
from my roof. The way the light hits the old neem tree first.”
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Ananya smiled. “You’ll see it again soon.”
He didn’t answer. They both knew what his silence meant.
Arjun had been diagnosed with osteosarcoma, a bone 

cancer that had spread faster than the doctors expected. The 
chemotherapy had taken his hair, his strength, and — lately —  
his faith.

There had been a time when his dreams had been filled with 
color — architecture school, traveling, his mother’s laughter, and his 
father’s endless lectures about hard work. But now his nights were 
restless, and the mornings were battles.

What do you dream of when your future has an expiration date?
He thought about that question often.
The door creaked open again. This time it wasn’t a nurse.
“Hey, artist boy.”
It was Maya, the girl from Room 46. She was fourteen, always 

wore mismatched socks, and somehow found a way to laugh even 
when her IV stand followed her like a shadow.

Arjun smiled faintly. “You’re supposed to be resting.”
“So are you,” she said, walking in and sitting on the foot of his bed. 

“Whatcha drawing?”
He turned the sketchbook toward her. “A sunrise.”
“Again? You’ve drawn like, twenty of them.”
He shrugged. “It’s my thing.”
“Looks more like fire than sunlight,” Maya teased, squinting.
Arjun chuckled. “Maybe it’s both.”
They sat in silence for a while, listening to the rain. Maya pulled 

out a small paper crane from her pocket and placed it on his 
bedside table.

“Made you something,” she said. “They say if you fold a thousand 
of these, your wish comes true.”

He picked it up carefully. “And what did you wish for?”
“That you’d draw me in your sunrise,” she said, grinning.
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For the first time in weeks, Arjun laughed. It wasn’t a strong laugh —  
more of a broken sound that cracked through the heaviness of the 
room — but it was real.

That night, he couldn’t sleep. The storm outside was fierce, 
lightning splintering the sky. He looked at the paper crane under 
the dim light, its wings casting shadows like open hands.

He took his pencil and began to draw — not the sun this time, but 
a small girl sitting beneath a glowing sky filled with cranes. Each one 
carried a sliver of gold, flying toward the horizon.

When the nurse came in for the midnight check, she found him 
asleep over the sketchbook, smiling faintly.

Morning came pale and cold. Ananya walked in with his breakfast, 
humming softly. Arjun was awake, his eyes tracing the slow, gray 
dawn through the window.

“Did you know,” he said quietly, “that the sun still rises, even when 
you can’t see it?”

Ananya looked at him, unsure what to say.
He pointed outside. “Behind those clouds… it’s still there. I think 

hope is like that.”
She nodded, blinking back tears.
A week later, Maya’s room was empty. Her bed was neatly 

made, the IV stand gone. The hallway outside Room 47 felt 
heavier, quieter.

Arjun didn’t ask anyone what happened. He didn’t need to. He just 
opened his sketchbook and began to draw another sunrise — this 
one brighter, softer, almost alive.

He added a paper crane soaring high above the clouds.
Days passed. Then weeks. His condition worsened. He spoke less, 

slept more, but his sketches multiplied — hundreds of pages filled 
with light, wings, and warmth. The nurses began to tape them to the 
walls, until Room 47 looked less like a hospital chamber and more 
like a gallery of dawns.
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Even the other patients started calling it “the sunrise room.”
One afternoon, Arjun’s parents arrived with something wrapped 

in brown paper.
“We thought you might like this,” his father said, trying to steady 

his voice.
Inside was a small canvas, framed and blank.
Arjun touched it carefully. “It’s perfect,” he whispered. “One 

last one.”
He spent all evening painting — his brush moving slowly, his breath 

uneven. When he was done, he asked Ananya to hold it up.
The canvas showed a radiant sunrise over a city of silhouettes. In 

the foreground stood a girl holding a crane, her face turned toward 
the light.

“It’s beautiful,” Ananya said softly.
Arjun smiled. “It’s called ‘The Last Light’.”
That night, the monitors in Room 47 beeped softly, then fell silent.
A year later, a new wing opened at St. Mary’s Hospital — The Arjun 

Mehta Art Therapy Center. On the wall near the entrance hung a 
large painting: the same sunrise he had painted on his final day. 
Beneath it, a plaque read:

“Even when the night is longest, the sun waits patiently 
beyond the horizon. Hope is not the absence of darkness — 
it is the promise of light.”
— Arjun Mehta (2007–2025)

Inside, children painted, folded cranes, and filled the walls with colors. 
Among them was a small girl with mismatched socks, holding a brush 
dipped in gold.

Years later, visitors still talked about the “sunrise boy.” Some said 
he was a miracle worker who brought joy to the dying. Others said 
he was simply an artist who saw beauty where others saw pain.
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But to those who knew him, to Ananya, to his parents, and to the 
children who painted under his legacy, Arjun was something more.

He was proof that hope does not need to cure you to keep 
you alive.

Because sometimes, hope is not about holding on.
It’s about letting go — with light in your eyes.

Judge’s Comments
This story brought me to tears. It captures the heartache and cruelty 
of cancer without dwelling on gory details but rather infusing the 
reader with the beauty of the human soul that can shine in some 
people in the hardest of times. Reading this, I wanted to meet Arjun, 
I wanted to talk to him about life and about death and I definitely 
wanted one of his sunrise sketches! 

 Congratulations on a beautifully written story. It had a lot of 
competition this year, but it’s ‘last light’ shone through to win in 
the end.
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The Lantern in 
the Storm 

Second place: Ethen Netto Jacob, 12
Dunes International School, Abu Dhabi

Aluva, Kerala — 17th August 2018, 4:45 a.m.
The rain fell as though the heavens themselves had broken, a 
relentless, drumming lament upon the roofs of Aluva. Rivers of brown 
water swallowed streets, bridges trembled under the fury of the 
Periyar, and the wind tore at the trees with claws of despair. In the 
midst of this, little human lives huddled, hearts thundering, waiting 
for mercy that might never come.

Inside a pale-blue house on Church Road, Mira Thomas, twelve, 
pressed her forehead to the cold, trembling glass. She could feel the 
chill creeping into her bones, yet she dared not move. Her mother lay 
feverish and weak, shivering beneath a threadbare blanket, and her 
little brother, Tariq, seven, coughed into the sleeve of his nightshirt, 
eyes wide with the terror of a world turned to water.

“Mira…” Tariq whispered, his voice fragile as the flutter of a 
sparrow’s wing. “Will the water come inside?”
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Mira’s lips parted to speak, yet the truth choked her. She swallowed, 
tasting the bitter fear she had no right to voice. “It won’t… not yet,” 
she murmured, a flicker of courage threading through the tremor in 
her voice. “We will endure. We will hold fast.”

Yet even as she spoke, the water licked hungrily at the carpet.
By 7:10 a.m., darkness claimed the house. Power had surrendered 

to the storm. Only the wind and rain remained, gnawing at the walls, 
hammering at her ears, a relentless drum of dread. Mobile signals 
had vanished. Rescue seemed a far-off dream.

Her hands found an old kerosene lantern, dusty and forgotten, a 
relic of quieter days. When she struck a match, the tiny flame leapt 
into life, trembling and golden, a beacon in the all-consuming gloom. 
It was fragile, yet it was enough.

She could not wait. Not while fear huddled in corners and little 
lives depended upon her.

Wading through the waist-deep floodwater, lantern held aloft 
like a talisman, Mira moved door to door. She guided an elderly 
couple through slippery mud, lifted a baby into her arms, helped 
a wheelchair-bound man negotiate debris. Slowly, a procession 
formed, moving toward St. Mary’s Parish Hall, the only building on 
higher ground that might survive the river’s wrath.

By 2:30 p.m., nearly thirty souls had gathered inside the hall. The 
smell of wet earth, fear, and human sweat mingled in the air. The rain 
hammered on the tin roof, a drumbeat of doom. Children whimpered. 
Adults muttered prayers.

Despair threatened to root itself in every heart.
“They will forget us,” muttered one man, voice cracking like 

brittle wood.
“They rescue others first… they’ll leave us,” another said.
“They’re rescuing Ernakulam first,” muttered another.
Mira felt a cold knot of dread tighten her chest. She drew 

herself tall, swallowed her fear, and spoke, her voice trembling but 
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determined: “If they do not come for us, then we will make them see 
us. We will not surrender. Not tonight. Not while we have breath.”

With trembling hands, she tore a white bedsheet into strips and 
bound them into a makeshift flag. Climbing the parish roof with two 
neighbours, rain soaking every thread of their clothes, Mira raised 
the lantern beside the flag. Hours passed. Arms ached. Muscles 
screamed. Yet she did not falter. Every flicker of the flame, every 
wave of the sheet, was a heartbeat of defiance. See us. Remember 
us. We are still here.

18th August — 6:55 a.m.
The river had claimed another half-metre of land. Children clutched 
parents, parents clutched hope. Then — a sound that cut through the 
roar of water and wind: the steady, pulsating thrum of helicopter blades.

A Mi-17 rescue helicopter from the Indian Air Force appeared, 
piercing clouds swollen with rain. Its searchlight caught the flag. 
Mira’s chest heaved with exhilaration and relief.

“They see us!” came a chorus of voices, trembling and bright as 
fireflies.

By 10:20 a.m., rescue boats arrived, moving slowly but surely 
through the brown floodwaters. Elderly first. The sick. Then children. 
Finally, Mira and Tariq were lifted aboard. As the boat drifted from 
the hall, she turned back. The lantern still burned in the window, 
unwavering, a small, golden guardian against the darkness.

21st August — 5:42 p.m.
The rains had ceased. Aluva bore the scars of the storm — roads 
torn, walls cracked, lives shaken. Yet people moved, hands busy, 
hearts resolute. Children splashed in puddles that had once been 
rivers; neighbours shared meals with strangers. Mira’s mother had 
recovered at Rajagiri Hospital, her father returned from Kochi, tears 
streaming down his face at their reunion.
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“They told me of the flag,” her father whispered, his voice thick 
with emotion. “And the lantern. You saved lives, Mira.”

She shook her head. “No,” she said softly. “We all saved lives. We 
simply did not stop hoping.”

That night, the lantern hung by the window, its glow steadfast. 
Once it had been just a tool to pierce the dark. Now, it was a symbol: 
of courage, resilience, and the eternal pulse of hope.

28th August — 8:00 a.m.
Ten days later, Mira returned to the parish hall. Relief trucks lined 
the streets, volunteers carried supplies, and families cleaned homes 
and streets. Children laughed, playing barefoot, water dripping from 
their hair, unbroken in spirit.

On the damp noticeboard outside the hall, a newspaper clipping 
fluttered:

“The Lantern Girl of Aluva: Teenager’s Courage Saves Dozens 
During Flood”

Mira smiled faintly. She had not acted for glory, only for the 
knowledge that in darkness, even the smallest light could guide 
many home.

She looked at Tariq, now laughing with the other children, and 
whispered: “Hope is not waiting for the storm to pass. It is the 
courage to light the dark — and keep it burning.”

Judge’s Comments
When a devastating flood engulfs her village, Mira realises that 
help is not coming any time soon. The story follows her fortitude and 
courage as she goes door to door helping everyone to the safety of 
a church on a high rise. Then she climbs the roof and stands with a 
white bedsheet flag until she is seen by a rescue helicopter. 

 It’s a simple plot but told with beautiful description – not just of the 
flood itself, but of little things, like ‘a kerosene lantern, a relic of quieter 



29

12 - 14

days’. All the senses were explored, such as ‘the rain hammered on the 
tin roof, a drumbeat of doom’, ‘the smell of wet earth, fear and human 
sweat’, and ‘swallowing bitter fear.’ These all added a rich depth to 
the story making it an immersive experience to read. Congratulations 
on a wonderful effort.
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The Paper Lanterns  

Third place: Adam Mahmoud Mubarak, 14
Al Hikmah Private School, Ajman

The night before the ceremony hit, the village just fell quiet. 
Real quiet, like the world held its breath or something.

Lina sat down by the river. Her fingers drew these slow circles in 
the water. The current grabbed little petals off the trees hanging 
over. White blossoms, drifting along like stars that wandered off 
course. Every year her town puts on the Festival of Lights. Families 
send up paper lanterns into the sky. It’s all to remember the ones 
they’ve lost along the way.

But this year, Lina wasn’t up for it. Not even a little.
Her older brother Sami used to handle their lanterns. He built 

them every time. And he’d joke around, say his shone the brightest 
because he packed in extra hope. Nearly a year had passed since 
he took off for the mountains. He went to help after the earthquake 
hit hard. He never came back though.

Now folks kept saying it was time to move forward. Lina couldn’t 
though. Celebrating when the person who made the festival feel 
alive was missing. That just didn’t sit right.
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She picked up a stone. Tossed it right into the river. The ripples 
shattered her reflection. Turned it into a thousand tiny bits.

Next morning, the village square was alive with all this noise. Kids 
darted around between the stalls. They clutched colored paper and 
bamboo sticks. The air smelled like fresh bread mixed with sweet 
syrup. Pretty much everywhere you turned.

Lina’s mom was at their table. Folding paper with these careful 
hands. Come help me, habibti, she said soft like always. We’ll make 
one for him together.

Lina paused there. It won’t be the same, she said.
Her mom gave this sad kind of smile. Nothing ever is, you know. 

But that’s what makes it count.
Lina sat down anyway. Reluctant, but she did. She folded the 

paper real slow. Pressed every crease just so. Her hands started 
shaking when she went for the candle. That was Sami’s part, always.

Keep the flame small, her mom reminded her. Too big and it burns 
out way too quick.

Lina nodded. Her throat felt tight though.
That afternoon, dark clouds rolled in over the mountains. Villagers 

started worrying the wind might wreck the whole festival. The mayor 
said they’d do it anyway. Hope isn’t scared of a little weather, he 
told them.

Lina didn’t buy that. The storm felt like a warning to her. Like the 
sky wasn’t in the mood for their lanterns this time.

Still, when the sun dipped down, everybody gathered at the 
riverbank. Hundreds of lanterns sat waiting. They glowed soft, like 
fireflies taking a break.

Her mom lit theirs with care. Handed it over to Lina. Go on, she 
whispered.

Lina stepped up to the water. She glanced up. Clouds hung heavy, 
wind all unsure. The lantern shook in her hands.

What if it drops, she said.
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Then we make another one, her mom replied. That’s what your 
brother would’ve said.

Lina managed a weak smile. He’d probably blame me for folding 
it all wrong.

Her mom let out a soft laugh. And then he’d jump in to fix it for you.
She shut her eyes. Let the lantern go.
It floated up slow. The light flickered against that gray sky. For a 

second, it looked like it’d drop. But the wind changed then. The flame 
held steady. Up it went, higher.

All around, other lights joined in. Hundreds of them, these glowing 
balls drifting skyward. Even with the clouds, they burned brighter 
than she figured. Turned the whole sky gold in spots.

And right through all those lanterns, Lina spotted something.
A small shape. Half tucked behind the hills. A line of faint lights 

heading their way. People started murmuring low. Is that the rescue 
team, somebody whispered.

Minutes later, hikers showed up on the road. Backpacks all beat 
up, flashlights in hand. Leading them was this face she knew. Thin 
now, sunburned bad, but grinning.

Sami.
Lina bolted before anybody could grab her. She almost tripped 

on the rocks. Tears messed up her vision. When she got to him, she 
wrapped her arms tight around.

He laughed. Voice rough but warm all the same. You didn’t figure 
I’d skip the festival, right.

She pulled away. Stared hard. They told us you were gone.
I nearly was, he said. But I thought of what you said. That you’d 

wait so we could light them together.
Lina blinked. I said that.
Yeah, he nodded. Kept that in my head every night out there. That 

was my hope, basically.
Later that night, the family sat by the river again. Sami’s hands, 
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rough from all the mountain work, helped Lina straighten out the 
lantern that tipped over. They lit a new one together. Small thing, 
fragile almost. It glowed gentle against the dark up there.

As it lifted, Lina whispered low. You think hope’s like this. Just 
floating off somewhere.

Sami shook his head. Nah. Hope’s what gets it up in the air to 
begin with.

The clouds up top finally parted. Not rain though. Moon came out, 
pale and big. Lit the river like silver. Lanterns kept rising. Their glow 
danced on the water, like stars dipped in gold.

Lina leaned on her brother’s shoulder. Next year, she said, we’ll do 
two. One for us. One for all the folks still waiting.

Sami nodded. And we’ll stuff both full of that extra hope.
That night, villagers talked about how bright the sky got. Brighter 

than ever, they said. Some even claimed they heard music in the 
wind. Like the mountains let out a big sigh of relief.

But Lina didn’t catch any of that. She watched the last lantern 
fade into the clouds. One spark, gone into the huge dark.

Deep down though, something warm kicked in again. Not the 
flame or the lantern or the festival noise. Just this quiet knowing. 
Hope doesn’t quit when the light dies out.

It hangs on. Out of sight but kicking. Waiting for whoever’s got 
the guts to let it lift again.

Judge’s Comments
When Sami, who went into the mountains to help earthquake victims, 
had not returned after a year, everyone thought him gone forever, 
except his little sister, Lina. On the night of the Festival of Lights, she 
felt his absence deeply but still folded the lanterns dutifully with her 
mother, all the while longing for her brother’s return. And return he does. 

 It’s a simple plot but poignantly written. The author beautifully 
captures the agony and heartache of not-knowing, and having to wait 
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and wait, whilst holding on to hope when everyone else has given up. 
It’s a life story for us all. 

 It was interesting that the author decided to write all speech 
without inverted commas however because it was consistent, it 
contributed to the flow of the story. It’s okay to break grammar rules 
if you know what you are doing and it’s obvious the writer is talented. 
Congratulations.



15 - 18
Judge’s Overview

How many ways are there to envision hope? Is it a strong force that 
allows us to face life’s hardships, or is it a calm resolve that underpins 
our dreams? Can hope be shared with others, or is it something that 
people must discover on their own? 

Approaching this year’s theme of “hope” from all of these 
perspectives, the writers ages 15 to 18 invited their readers into 
the lives of a wide range of characters, from families caught up in 
war zones or natural disasters to young people contemplating their 
future to individuals confronting life-threatening disease. They also 
experimented with different genres, offering realistic explorations 
of everyday problems, epic battles against the elements, and 
encounters with magic forces and spooky mansions. 

The most effective submissions this year demonstrated an assured 
mastery of the short story form. They focused on only one main 
conflict within a well-defined time period. The number of characters 
was small and the settings limited to only a few places. Created 
within a well-defined framework, the successful stories were able 
to merge complex characters, vivid sensory descriptions and 
multilayered plots into well-crafted narratives. 

In many stories, the command of structural features and language 
conventions was impressive. Variety in sentence structure and 
paragraph length helped to control pacing. Skillfully constructed 
dialogue established character and advanced the plot. The frequent 
first-person narrators brought personality and immediacy to the writing. 



Although it was very difficult to select only three texts for publication, 
the choice ultimately came down to the skill with which the writers 
addressed the theme of hope, sustained the quality of the narrative 
and created an emotional impact.

Kathy Butti
November 2025
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A Lullaby Carried 
by the Sea 

First place: Lyn Mary Liju, 15
Emirates Future International Academy, Abu Dhabi

 
The tune started in my chest, a hollow ache humming beneath my 
ribs. It was her song, my mother’s song. It didn’t come back as a 
memory; it felt like a weight pressing down on me. She sang it when 
the world still felt kind. Her voice rose softly through the summer air, 
a silver thread weaving through the stillness.

I can still picture her shadow moving across my ceiling, her 
hand tracing constellations on the glow-in-the-dark stars I had 
stuck there as a child. That song — God, that song wasn’t just 
music. It was memory woven into sound. Even now, when I close 
my eyes, I can smell the jasmine she grew in chipped clay pots, its 
scent heavy in the sun. I can hear the rough slide of my father’s 
charcoal across thick paper as he sketched bridges and skylines 
late into the night. I can taste honey-soaked dates on a festival 
morning — sweet and sticky, joy blooming so effortlessly it hurts 
to remember.
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That was home once, a place so full of color that it seemed 
impossible it could ever fade. But war has a way of destroying 
everything you love.

Now, at seventeen, home is a word that cuts. Home is this 
overcrowded boat creaking through the indifferent sea. Home is 
the sound of quiet sobbing, the slap of waves against a battered 
hull. It’s the smell of salt, sweat, and fear. Around me, people breathe 
like ghosts trapped in human bodies. Some pray. Some whisper 
names into the wind as if it might carry them home. But there is no 
home left to return to. We are all ruins drifting toward something 
we cannot name.

I hold my father’s leather-bound sketchbook to my chest until the 
edge digs into my skin. It’s the only thing I own that still belongs 
to love. The book is worn, its corners softened by years of use, the 
pages faintly smelling of graphite and rain. Inside are his dreams —
plans for a better world. Towers reaching for light. Bridges crossing 
impossible distances. He believed that architecture could hold hope, 
that if you built something strong enough, it could outlive pain. Now 
his drawings are my inheritance. His handwriting, his legacy, presses 
against my heart as the boat groans below me.

My mother’s lullaby has faded to silence. My sister Lena’s laughter 
is an open wound. I remember the day we ran — sirens ripping 
through the air, the smell of iron and ash, the sudden absence of 
birds. My father shouted my name, pushing the sketchbook into my 
hands. I didn’t understand then — not until the ground shook and the 
sky split apart. One heartbeat we were four voices calling to each 
other. The next, I was alone in the rubble.

They didn’t just die. They became the air I can no longer breathe.
The sea stretches endlessly around us, cruel and gleaming. The 

sun presses down like a punishment, and thirst tastes like copper 
on my tongue. Hope isn’t a flame anymore; it’s a tiny spark buried 
under my ribs, and I hold it tight like it’s the only thing keeping me 
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alive. At night, the waves glow faintly with plankton, like the stars 
my mother once traced for me. In that light, I see faces — Zara, the 
young mother whispering fairytales to the baby in her arms; Hakim, 
the old man beside me, his eyes gray with loss yet still searching.

One night, he speaks without looking at me.
“The sea is a thief,” he says, his voice rough as sand. “But it also 

carries what you need.”
I ask him what he means.
He just shrugs. “Some things must be taken so others can be found.”
I don’t understand until the night the sea decides to remind us 

who we are. The storm comes without warning. The horizon vanishes 
behind a wall of black. The wind screams. Waves rise like living 
creatures — furious and endless. The world turns into noise, salt, 
and panic.

Fear doesn’t reach me anymore; I feel hollow. But then, through 
the chaos, I see her—Lena. Her face, pale and terrified, looks right 
at me through the spray. Her mouth opens, but I can’t hear her. 
Behind her, I hear my mother’s last scream — one final, unfinished 
note swallowed by the wind. The boat twists. People fall. Someone 
prays. Someone disappears. My father’s book slips from my hands, 
spinning across the wet deck. My lungs tear open with a raw, wordless 
sound as I dive after it. My fingers close around the leather just as a 
wave slam into me, dragging me into the dark. That book holds the 
promise of every tomorrow he wanted me to see.

The water feels alive, grabbing at me with a thousand invisible 
hands. I kick, clawing toward air. When I break the surface, choking, 
I hold the book like it’s life itself. Something inside me breaks, but at 
the same time, something starts to rebuild. It isn’t just a book. It’s a 
promise that I won’t let their lives be erased.

When the storm dies, the sky looks bruised and exhausted. The 
sea, once furious, lies still—a sorrowful mirror reflecting the stars. I 
open the soaked book, afraid the pages will be ruined, but the ink 
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still clings to the paper. My father’s handwriting flows between the 
lines like a heartbeat frozen in graphite. At the back, a folded sheet 
rests between the pages. I’ve never seen it before. My hands tremble 
as I unfold it. The ink has run, but the words remain.

My dearest Omar,
If you are reading this, it means the world we built has fallen. I wish I 
could have given you safety, my son. I wish I could have stood beside 
you when the sky turned to fire. But know this — our love did not vanish 
with the dust. It’s written into you, into your hands, your breath, your 
stubborn will to keep living.

I remember you at seven, standing on the roof as your mother 
sang. You traced your own constellations with chalk, telling me 
you’d one day build bridges between stars. I laughed then. But now, 
I see you already have. Every heartbeat that still rises in you is a 
bridge from our world to the next. I remember the paper city we 
built on the kitchen table. You cried when the ceiling leaked and it 
melted apart. But by morning, you started again. “It needs stronger 
walls,” you said. That night, your mother whispered to me, “He has 
your hands.”

Omar, grief is the final form of love. Carry it, but don’t drown in it. 
When you hear her song, don’t hear loss—hear roots. When you touch 
this book, don’t see endings—see beginnings. Build, even when your 
hands shake. Build, even when no one is left to see it.

The world will break you. Let it. But when it does, rise again — not 
as what you were, but as what we dreamed you could be. Promise 
me, when you find land, you’ll plant something. Even a seed. Even a 
memory. That’s all it takes to begin again.

You were my first foundation, my last design.
And even in the ruin, you are the most beautiful thing I ever built.

—Baba
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The words blur with my tears. I press the letter to my chest, my 
body shaking with the weight of all the love I thought I’d lost. Around 
me, Zara sleeps, her baby’s small fist clutching her shirt. Hakim’s 
eyes are open, not on the horizon now, but on the waves as if he’s 
listening to something only, he can hear. We are all carrying ghosts. 
But maybe, we are also carrying seeds.

When someone shouts, “Land!” it takes me a moment to 
understand. I look up. There, in the distance, a thin, trembling line of 
green cuts through the endless gray. It isn’t home — not yet. But it’s 
the promise of one.

No one cheers. We just cry. The sound rising from the boat is raw 
and human—a sound made of exhaustion, disbelief, and aching relief. 
I stand, clutching the book against the one place in my chest that still 
feels warm. The wind bites, but it feels almost like a blessing. Ahead 
of me lies an empty world — a blank blueprint.

I don’t know what I’ll build. I don’t know who I’ll become. But I will 
build. I have to.

And then, without realizing, I start to hum the same salt-stained 
lullaby my mother once sang. It’s cracked and broken, but it carries. 
It carries across the water, through the silence, across everything 
we’ve lost.

It isn’t just a song anymore. It’s an act of defiance. A bridge. A 
prayer. A promise — to rebuild, to remember, to live.

And in that trembling tune, for the first time in years, I don’t hear 
grief. I hear hope.

Judge’s Comments
Young Omar finds himself on a broken-down boat filled with refugees. 
The sole survivor from his family, he clings to a single possession — his 
father’s leather-bound sketchbook. The power of this story lies not 
only in the writer’s evocative depiction of the precarious situation 
facing Omar and his fellow refugees, from the horrors of war to 
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the perils of the sea, but also in the multiple layers of memory and 
point of view brought to bear. Memories surface through the writer’s 
effective sensory description of Omar’s mother’s lullaby, visions of his 
family during a storm and a newly discovered letter from his father. 
The first-person point of view, which dominates the story overall, is 
supplemented by a fellow passenger’s philosophical musings and 
Omar’s father’s voice in the letter. 

Overall, this intricately constructed narrative demonstrates how 
clear plotting, nuanced characterization, expressive imagery and 
assured use of language can come together to create a moving 
experience of hope growing out of adversity.
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The Promise 
of Flight 

Second place: Ethan Poh, 16
Jumeirah English Speaking School, Dubai

The boy was seven when the doctor leaned close to his ear and 
whispered, as if confiding a secret meant only for him.  

“There’s a cure,” he said. “Not today, not tomorrow, but it is being 
made. You must hold on until it arrives.”  

His mother did not hear. She was turned away, shoulders shaking in 
her hands. Behind her, the room hummed with the sound of machines 
that offered mechanical prayers in rhythm with the dying. The doctor 
straightened his coat, wrote something on his chart –  words in the 
careful, hopeless jargon of medicine – and left without looking back.  

But the boy carried the whisper away like treasure.  
That night, when the pain came like waves, he imagined the cure 

as a bird in flight – high above the hospital, circling closer each day. 
He pictured its wings beating against the wind, its feathers bright 
as glass. When his chest ached, he whispered to himself, It’s coming. 
The bird is almost here.  
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His mother sat beside his bed, her hands wrapped around his. 
“You have to rest,” she said, but her voice trembled.  

“I’m waiting for the bird,” he murmured, voice thin as a thread 
of smoke. His gaze drifted somewhere past the ceiling, beyond the 
reach of her trembling hands. 

She smiled through her tears, brushing the damp hair from his 
forehead. “What bird, love?” she whispered, though her voice 
wavered. 

He didn’t answer. His eyes followed something unseen, tracing soft 
arcs through the air, as though tracking the shadow of a promise 
only he could still believe in. The fever had carried him far from 
her, into a world where reason no longer followed. Still, she smiled, 
because to stop smiling felt like surrender. 

Days folded into weeks. The boy grew thinner, his skin pale as 
linen, but he kept whispering about the bird. Nurses grew used to 
hearing him murmur to it when they passed his door. “You’re getting 
closer,” he would say. “I can feel it.”  

When treatments failed, when machines ticked through the nights 
like distant clocks, he still clung to that image. Hope – even false 
hope – had settled into his bones like a second heartbeat.  

The doctor tried not to think about what he’d done. He told himself 
it had been kindness, nothing more. He had seen too many children 
fade after being told the truth. But this one… this one had looked 
at him with such wide, unguarded faith. So, he had lied. And the lie 
began to haunt him.  

Still, every month, the boy’s condition held steady. Then, impossibly, 
it began to improve. Blood tests changed. X-rays cleared. His lungs 
grew stronger. He started to walk again. When the doctor entered 
the room one morning, he found the boy standing by the window, 
watching a flock of birds wheel across the sky.  

“You see?” the boy said, his voice light. “It’s close now.”  
The doctor stared at him, and something inside him faltered.  
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“Maybe it is,” he said quietly.  
By the time the boy turned sixteen, his name had become 

ubiquitous in medical journals. “Spontaneous remission,” they 
called it. “Anomalous immune response.” The doctor accepted the 
interviews, though each response felt hollow. He had no answer, no 
science that could make sense of what had happened.  

But in the back of his mind, he kept hearing the whisper he’d 
spoken years ago. There’s a cure. Hold on until it arrives.  

He never said those words to another child again.  
The boy, now a young man, carried the story of his recovery like a 

talisman. He worked, studied, fell in love. He did not speak often of 
his illness, though at night, when the house was quiet, he sometimes 
dreamed of the bird. It was always flying – never landing, never gone.  

When his daughter was born, he watched her small chest rise and 
fall as she slept and thought of the doctor’s face, the tremor in his 
voice that day in the ward. You must hold on.  

By thirty, he had almost stopped wondering. The past had settled 
into memory, that wondrous yet fickle thing. Yet on certain mornings 
– in the stillness before dawn – he would wake with a strange 
awareness, as if part of him were still waiting for wings overhead.  

The doctor was old when they met again. His hair had gone white; 
his hands shook when he signed prescriptions. The hospital seemed 
gentler now – the hum of machines subdued, the glare of fluorescent 
lights softened – but the air still held that familiar trace of antiseptic 
and sorrow. Aaron came alone. His daughter waited outside, reading 
in the corridor.  

“You probably don’t remember me,” Aaron said.  
The doctor looked up, and for a moment, time folded back on 

itself. He saw the boy in the thin man before him – the same eyes, 
the same quiet strength.  

“I remember,” he said. “You were the one who lived.”  
Aaron smiled. “That’s what they say.”  
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There was a pause. The doctor gestured for him to sit. “How have 
you been?”  

“Good,” Aaron said. “Healthy. I wanted to thank you.”  
“For what?”  
“For saving me.”  
The doctor flinched. His gaze drifted toward the window, where 

the evening light lay pale on the floor. After all these years, the lie 
still sat between them, unspoken and heavy.  

Aaron leaned forward. “Tell me,” he said softly. “What was in the 
cure that saved me?”  

The doctor closed his eyes. For a long time, neither spoke. Then, 
with a tremor that seemed to come from somewhere deep within, 
he said the words he had avoided for decades.  

“There was no cure.”  
Aaron frowned, not understanding.  
“There was no medicine,” the doctor continued. “No treatment 

waiting to be approved. I only told you that so you wouldn’t give up. 
You were too small to face the truth – and I couldn’t bear to watch 
another child stop hoping.”  

His voice cracked. “I lied to you, Aaron. And I have thought of that 
lie every single day since.”  

For a moment, the room was silent except for the eternal buzz of 
machines in the hallway. Aaron stared at his hands – hands strong 
and steady, the same hands that had once clutched at bedsheets 
in pain.  

Something inside him shifted.  
He thought of the long nights he had endured, whispering to 

himself that the bird was still flying, still coming closer. He thought 
of the first breath that hadn’t hurt, the first morning he had woken 
without fever, the years of living that had followed.  

When he finally looked up, his eyes shone with something that 
wasn’t quite sorrow, but close. 
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“You were wrong,” he said quietly. “There was a cure. You just 
didn’t know what to call it.”  

The doctor blinked.  
“Hope,” Aaron said. “That was the cure. You gave me that, and my 

body believed it. It believed so hard it learned how to live.”  
The doctor’s eyes filled, and for the first time in many years, he 

wept without restraint.  
Aaron stood, hesitated, then placed a hand on his shoulder. “You 

didn’t lie,” he said. “You gave me something real.”  
Outside, the sky had opened into the pale blue of evening. Aaron 

stepped into the corridor where his daughter waited, her hair 
catching the light as she ran toward him. She grabbed his hand, 
tugging him forward, laughing about something small and ordinary.  

As they left the hospital, Aaron looked up. A single bird wheeled 
high above the roof, cutting across the clouds before vanishing into 
the horizon.  

He smiled. The bird was still circling – it always had been.  
But now he understood: it had never been searching for him.  
He had been carrying it all along.

Judge’s Comments
In this aptly titled story, a small boy with a terminal illness finds 
comfort in the words of a doctor, imagining a companion of hope in 
the form of a bird. The narrative asks readers to consider the power of 
optimism and imagery in the treatment of illness while also evaluating 
the more science-based views of the medical establishment and the 
ways in which patients are informed of their condition. The writer 
skillfully develops the plot, alternating between different points of 
view, from those of staff and family in realistic scenes at the hospital 
to the boy’s visions of the healing bird moving ever closer. The balance 
of dialogue and description as well as careful paragraphing also 
contributes to the impact of the story.
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The Umbrella Man 

Third place: Ameera Aal Ghardaqa, 16
Emirates National Schools, Ras Al Khaimah

Rain always hit the hardest at the northbound stop. It blurred the 
city into streaks of color and shadow, like someone had smeared 
watercolors across the pavement. Faces came and went, too fast 
to remember, too wet to matter. That was where I first noticed 
him. An old man who didn’t seem to belong to the rush of buses 
or the movement of the crowd. He stood under the shelter like any 
other passenger; except he never boarded. Instead, he carried a 
battered case and a pile of umbrellas, each one was different. One 
was striped, another had a wooden handle that looked like it had 
survived a hundred storms, and one was patched with clear tape. 
Every time someone stepped into the rain, he handed them an 
umbrella. No words. No money. Just a quiet gesture.

People called him strange. I called him interesting. I had gotten 
good at looking like I didn’t care; it was easier than getting my hopes 
up for something that came free. I didn’t trust kindness without 
a catch. I had learned that hope usually comes with a price, like 
apologies that were too late, promises that didn’t mean much, and 
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adults who disappeared behind the word “change.” So, I watched him 
from a distance, like I watched a flickering streetlight and wondered 
if it was magic or just broken.

He moved like someone who knew silence was powerful. He 
didn’t make a show of it. He just passed umbrellas to people who 
needed them. A thank you here, a smile there, and then he faded 
back into the background. On the third week, I noticed something 
different. A slip of paper was tucked inside one of the umbrellas. It 
had a name and an address. That tiny detail hit me harder than I 
expected. It made me curious in a way I hadn’t felt in a long time. 
So, I followed him.

The next morning, I left home earlier than usual. I told myself I wasn’t 
invested, just curious. I had my camera tucked in my bag and my raincoat 
zipped up tight. The city had that washed out look again, the kind that 
makes everything feel temporary. I waited at the stop, pretending to 
scroll through my phone, but really, I was watching for him.

He showed up right on time. His coat looked older in daylight, the 
cuffs frayed, the fabric damp with years of weather. He carried the 
same battered case. Now I could see faint scratches carved into its 
surface, maybe initials, maybe memories. When the first raindrops 
began to fall, he opened the case and handed out umbrellas as if 
he’d done it a thousand times. I watched as he handed one to a 
woman juggling groceries, another to a man with a crying toddler. 
Every movement was calm, like a ritual.

I stepped closer. My heart was racing, though I didn’t know why. 
“Why do you do that?” I asked, trying to sound casual.

He turned to me, his eyes kind but distant. “Rain doesn’t choose 
who it falls on,” he said. “So why should kindness?”

I didn’t have an answer. I just stood there, letting the rain hit my 
face. He smiled, then walked away before I could say anything else.

In the following days, I couldn’t stop thinking about him. His words 
stuck with me. I told myself people like him were just bored or lonely. 
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People who gave too much because they had nothing left to lose. 
But that didn’t explain the slip of paper I’d seen before. So, one rainy 
evening, I followed him again.

He didn’t go far. Just a few blocks into an older part of town, 
where buildings leaned into each other like they were tired. The 
streets smelled of rust and old rain. He stopped in front of a run-
down apartment complex and climbed the stairs, one hand on the 
railing, the other gripping his case. I waited until he disappeared, 
then slipped inside.

The hallway was dim. Paint peeled off the walls, and water stains 
marked the ceiling. On one door, I noticed a small drawing of an 
umbrella taped beside the number 17. I first hesitated, then knocked.

The door creaked open. The Umbrella Man stood there, surprised. 
For a second, I thought he might tell me to leave. But instead, he 
said, “You’d better come in before you catch cold.”

His apartment was simple. Old photos, stacks of books, and in one 
corner, dozens of umbrellas hung like trophies. Each one had a note 
attached: names, dates, short messages. I stepped closer and read 
from one. “To the stranger who saved my presentation.” Another 
said, “To the man who made me believe in good people again.” I 
looked at him. 

“You kept their letters?” I asked.
He nodded. “Each one reminds me that it mattered. Even small 

acts of kindnesses have a greater impact than we think.”
“But why umbrellas?” I asked.
He smiled sadly. “They used to belong to my wife. She loved the 

rain. Said it made the world honest and washed it clean, even if only 
for a while. She used to lend her umbrellas to strangers who looked 
lost.” His voice cracked. “After she passed, I found them all in the 
attic. I couldn’t let them just sit there, gathering dust.”

I didn’t know what to say. The room felt heavy with memories that 
weren’t mine, but somehow mattered anyway.
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That night, the rain hit harder than usual. I left his apartment with 
one of the umbrellas, a navy blue one with a wooden handle and a 
faded floral pattern. He insisted I take it. “It’s not about keeping dry,” 
he said. “It’s about remembering to share the shelter.”

The next morning, I saw a girl at the bus stop, holding her laptop 
over her head. Without thinking, I handed her my umbrella. She 
blinked in surprise, then smiled. “Are you sure?” she asked.

“Yeah,” I said, and for the first time, I meant it. “Rain doesn’t 
choose who it falls on.”

As she walked away, I realized that it felt strange to repeat his 
words. But it also felt right. Maybe hope doesn’t come all at once. 
Maybe it moves slowly, passed from one hand to another, one small 
act at a time.

Weeks passed. We both developed a quiet routine. I’d meet 
him at the stop, sometimes helping, sometimes just listening. He 
told me stories about strangers he’d met, places he’d visited with 
his wife, and the day the rain first came after she was gone. His 
kindness wasn’t loud. It didn’t ask to be seen. But it changed the 
way I saw everything.

Then one morning, he didn’t show up. The bench was empty, his 
spot untouched. I waited an hour, then two. Finally, I went back to 
his apartment building. The umbrella drawing was still there. When 
I knocked, no one answered. A neighbor opened her door instead. 

“You’re looking for Mr. Hassan?” she asked. I nodded. “He passed 
away last night. Heart failure, they said.”

I didn’t know what to say. The woman looked at me kindly. “He 
talked about you,” she added. “Said it was nice having someone to 
share the rain with again.”

Back at the bus stop, the rain felt different. I stood where he used 
to. Then I noticed a small, battered case, leaning against the bench. 
Inside were three umbrellas and a folded note.

My name was written across it.
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Ali,
If you’re reading this, the rain has probably found you again. Don’t 

let it wash away what you’ve learned. Keep the umbrellas moving. 
Hope doesn’t stop; it changes hands.
— Hassan

I didn’t realize I was crying until the ink on the note began to blur.
That night, I walked through the rain, handing out umbrellas. 

No introductions. No explanations. Just quiet gestures that meant 
something. And though the world still looked grey, something inside 
me had changed.

Because the thing about hope is it doesn’t need sunlight to grow. 
Sometimes, all it needs is rain.

Days passed, and I found myself at the bus stop. Each person I 
helped, each quiet smile I caught in return, reminded me that even 
the smallest gestures could carry the heaviest weight.

One evening, after a long day of rain, I paused on the empty 
street. A child ran after a balloon, soaked from head to toe, and 
I lifted an umbrella over them just in time. For a moment, I heard 
Hassan’s voice in my head: “Rain doesn’t choose who it falls on. So 
why should kindness?”

I smiled through the drops. The bench was empty, the umbrella 
case gone, but hope was still alive, carried forward by my own hands. 
As the rain fell harder, washing the city, I understood something 
I hadn’t before. Hope wasn’t something you waited for. It was 
something you gave away, one small act at a time.

And tonight, I was giving it away too.
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Judge’s Comments
The writer begins this tale of intergenerational friendship at a bus 
stop on a rainy day, where the older protagonist offers umbrellas to 
those without them. Finding him intriguing, the younger protagonist 
shares first-person observations about the “Umbrella Man,” leading 
the reader to understand the circumstances and character of both 
men through descriptions of actions, thoughts and speech. Readers 
can find inspiration in the old man’s philosophical comments about 
hope and kindness (e.g., “Hope doesn’t stop; it changes hands,” or 
“Rain doesn’t choose who it falls on. So why should kindness?”), which 
the young man repeats as he begins to mature and reaches out to 
help others.
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April Hardy grew up in the New Forest. Since leaving drama school, 
her varied career has included touring pantomimes, children’s 
theatre, a summer season as a Butlins red coat, much waitressing, 
and working in hotel kitchens. She spent many years in Greece, as a 
dancer/choreographer, worked on a Greek cruise ship, then for a cake 

designer, training as a pastry chef at a Swiss hotel school in Athens. Whilst living 
there, she also volunteered at a local animal sanctuary.

Relocating to the UAE with her husband and deaf, arthritic cat, she has lived in both 
Abu Dhabi and Dubai, where she was delighted to have the time to devote to writing 
her romantic comedies! At the 2014 LitFest, she won the inaugural Literary Idol 
competition with the opening page of Hazard at the 19th, before being signed up 
by LBA Books. In 2015, she signed a 3-book deal with UK publisher, Accent Press. 
Sitting Pretty, the first of her New Forest rom-coms, was published in 2016 and 
shortlisted for the Joan Hessayon, Romantic Novelists’ New Writers’ Award. In 2017, 
both Kind Hearts & Coriander (shortlisted for the Exeter Novel Prize) and Hazard 
at the 19th were published. In 2017, she was also signed up by Felicity Trew at the 
Caroline Sheldon Literary Agency.

After seventeen very happy years in the UAE, April has recently relocated to the 
Thai island of Phuket, where she divides her time between writing, volunteering at 
local animal charities, and being bossed about by her rescue cat, Mr Wonky Tail – 
which may well provide settings for future rom-coms!

She misses her Dubai writing pals very much and so is delighted to still have a link to 
the wonderful Emirates LitFest by remaining a judge for the OUP Under 11s’ writing 
competition.

Kathy Hoopmann has written over twenty books for children and 
adults, including picture books, novels and nonfiction, with translations 
into almost as many languages. All up she has around fifty of her books 
in different languages on her shelf.  She has won, and been shortlisted 
for, numerous literary awards including the Children’s Book Council of 

Australia Award, the ALCS Educational Award (UK), the Living Now Award (US) and 
has five times been awarded a Nautilus Award (US) which is granted to ‘books that 
change the world’.   Kathy is best known for her writing on neurodiversity, and her 
photo illustrated books, All Cats are on the Autism Spectrum, All Dogs Have ADHD, 
All Birds Have Anxiety are bestsellers worldwide.  

Judge’s Profiles
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Kathy Butti has taught English for many years in both the United 
States and the United Arab Emirates. Her courses have included 
American and English literature, media studies, creative writing, 
TOEFL and IELTS preparation, and English research and writing skills 
for university. She has also worked as an editor for a contemporary 

art foundation. A strong supporter of the Emirates Airline Festival of Literature, she 
has served as a judge for the Story Writing Competition since 2012 and offered two 
workshops and a webinar for competition participants.

Judge’s Profiles
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د. بشاير العطروزي، كاتبة في ÷û üăلطفل ومؤسسة ÷كاăيمية 
»ثوتس« للخدماû þلثقافية وûلمعرفية. تتخصص ă. بشاير في 
وقدمت  للطفل،  ûلموجهة  ûلتربوية  وûلمناهج  ûلبرûمج  تصميم 
ûلإبدûعية  ûلكتابة  في   ýلمبتكرû وûلبرûمج   Ĉąلوû من  ûلعديد 

وتصميم ûلدمى وûلدûąما ûلمسرحية.

لجنة تصميم  بحثية، وهي عضو في  بأوûąق  عربية   þûلكاتبة في مؤتمرû شاąكت 
ûلعرûئس لقناý »برûعم« بدولة قطر، كما ÷عدþّ وقدّمت برûمج تربوية في تلفزيون 

ăولة ûلكويت.

ûلصغير«،  »ûلعربي  مجلة  في  )ûلكوميكس(   ýąلمصوû ûلقصص  ûلكاتبة  تؤلف 
 Āلعلاûو  ąلابتكاû وتنمية  ûلإبدûعي  ûلتفكير  في  على شهاþûă متخصصة  وحاصلة 
÷ثر  وتحقيق  ûلطفل  بتنمية  تُعنى  ومسرحية  قصصية   þûąûصدù لديها  بالدûąما. 

تربوي مستدûم.

ûلملف ûلشخصي للمحكمين
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ûلانفعالاþ وûلمشاعر  ûللغة لتصوير  ûلكاتبة و تطويع   üعلى نضج ÷سلو
مما جعل ûلنص متكاملًا في فكرته و÷سلوبه وتأثيره و÷وصي بالحفاČ على 

هذû ûلتوĆûن ûلجميل في ÷عمال ûلكاتبة ûلقاăمة.



43

18-15 سنة

شيõ ÷فضل ينتظرني. 
 ،õلدفû بد÷ يشعر بشيõ من  قلبي  لكن   ،ýăبرو ÷كثر   ûبد ûلهوõû حولي 
 ćąă ÷ول  ûلرفض   ûهذ كان   .õلانطفاû يرفض  ûلذي  ûلخافت  ûلأمل   õفă

 .þûيبد÷ بالعثر āلنجاû ن طريق÷ ýلحياû ياهù تعلمني
 في تلك ûللحظة شعرþ ÷ن قلبي بد÷ بالهدوõ وûن كل ûلصخب ûلذي 
بدûية  للحزن، بل كانت  ąمز   ăلم تعد مجر  čلدموû ÷هد÷، و÷ن  بدûخلي ÷صبح 

لشيõ جميل، ùنه شعوû ąلتفاøل. 
 čستجماû بينما كنت ÷حاول ûليوم ûلمشؤم،  ûلتالي من Ąلك  ûليوم  في 
قوûي، جاõتني ùحدى ûلصديقاþ وûبتسامة ساخرý تعلو شفتيها. لم تنتظر 

حتى تهد÷ جِرûحي. 
ûلصديقة: »سمعت ÷نهم ما قبلوكِ... كنت ÷عرف، مستحيل تنجحين!« 
كانت كلماتها مثل سهم يتجه نحوي، لكن شيئًا ما تغير ûăخلي. لم ÷عد 
Ąلك ûلشخص ûلهش ûلذي يقبل ûلاستهزõû به. ûبتسمت بثباþ، نظرûتي 

÷كثر صلابة من Ąي قبل، وقلت لها: 
»ûلمستحيل مجرă كلمة، و÷نا عاĆمة على حذفها من قاموسي ùلى ûلأبد 

وûلخيرý فيما ûختاąه الله.« 
ضحكت هي باستخفاف وĄهبت، لكن كلماتي لم تكن مجرăą ă فعل، بل 
كانت موجهة لي قبل ÷ن تتوجه ùليها. عدù þلى ûلمنزل وûلعزم يشتعل في 

صدąي كلهب لا يعرف ûلاستسلام. 
ùلى  ûلصف   ýحجر من  كلل:  بلا   ąيتكر ûليومي  وûلروتين  ûلأشهر،   þمر
÷عد  لم  لكني   .þلمجلاû و  ûلكتب  ÷كوûم  بين  ùلى غرفتي  ثم  ûلحافلة،  مقعد 
÷ûĄكر  كنت  ùلى وąشة عمل، حيث  غرفتي  تحولت  ûلسلبية.   ąللأفكا  ýسير÷
حتى منتصف ûلليل، وûلقلم في يدي لم يعد مجرýûă÷ ă للكتابة، بل ÷صبح 

سيفًا ÷قاتل به ûلعجز، كل كلمة كتبتها كنت ÷حاüą بها يأسي وقنوطي.
÷يقظ  ûلذي  ûلدûفع  ûلرفض كاąثة، بل كان  ÷ąى  ăûąùتي. لم ÷عد  تشكلت 
Ąلك  هزيمة  من   ýخطو يقربني  كان  يمر  يوم  كل  بدûخلي.  ûلذي  ûلوحش 

»ûلمستحيل« ûلذي صدقته þûĄ يوم. 
بعد سنوþû من تلك ûلأحدÿû وصلني خبر مدąسة جديدý تتبع نظام 
جديد ومميز كان يرتحلها ûخي ûلكبير قبلي فكانت من ûفضل ûلمدćąû لكن 
حتى ûلان ماûĆل ûلمستحيل ąفيقي في قصص ûلمدćąû هذه ولكن ناولت 

بالتقديم وû Ąùنا في ûليوم ûلتالي 
 þلامتحان، وكان قلبي ينبض برهبةٍ ممزوجة بالثقة. تذكرû هبة لقاعةûĄ
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ûăم  ما  بعد،  يُنجز  لم  لأنه  فقط   ûًبعيد يبدو   õشي كل  عزيزتي،  »يا   –
ûلإنسان يسير نحو ûلأمام فهو في طريق ûلنجاā، ليس ûلأمر سهلًا، لكنه 

ليس مستحيلًا، ÷ليس كذلك؟«
هزą þĆ÷سي، ÷كملت حديثها... 

÷حيانًا يتعثر ûلمرõ، لكن ينهض، فيصبح ÷قوى و÷قرù üلى ûلهدف، صدقيني.
بعد ÷ن ÷نهت كلامها جلست على ûلمقعد ûلمقابل لها، ÷ûąقب حركاتها 
تُحكى  بقصة  ÷شبه  ÷صبحت  صوتها   ýونبر كلامها،  وûصلت  تطهو،  وهي 

لفتاý تائهة تبحث عن طريق ûلأمل: 
– تذكري يا صغيرتي، ليست ûلنتائج هي ûلتي تصنع ûلفرق بل ûلإنسان 
ûلشاعر  Ąلك  قول  تأملي  يبنيك.  سوف  منه  تتعلمين  موقف  كل  نفسه 

وهو يمدû āلمعتصم حين حقق هدفه ووصل ùلى مرăûه:

بصُرþَ بالرûحةِ ûلكبرى فلم ترها             تُنال ùلا على جسرٍ من ûلتعبِ 

بل  عاăية،  ا  ÷مًّ ليست  ÷مي  ÷ن  و÷ąăكت   ،þلكلماû تلك   õبدف  þشعر
 þبتعدû بحق.  تقول  ما  تعرف   ،üąلتجاû وصقلتها  ûلدنيا  علمتْها  حكيمة 
لكن يشعان  ûلشمس  بعينين تشعان كما يشع  ùليّ   þقليلًا، نظر عني 

بحنانها، وقالت بابتسامة: 
– غدûً يوم جديد، 
همست وقلت: 

– ÷مي… كلماتك قد حلت عقدي »وضحكت« 
نقطة  ûللحظة  تلك  كانت   .þوتنهد منها،  لأملأهما  عينيي  ąفعت  ثم 

تحول، ÷شعرتني بأنها بدûية ąحلة نحو ûلهدف. 
 جلست حذõûها في ûلمطبخ، ويدي تمتد لأساعدها في ترتيب ûلصحون. 
û بالسيطرý على فوضى ûليوم.  ąًبل كان شعو ،þûوă÷ ترتيب ăلم يكن مجر

 .ýلحياû يبين معنى ûًمزą لبيت كله ÷صبحû ن÷ þللحظة شعرû في تلك
ûلجدûąن ترمز ùلى صلابة ûلحياû ،ýلكرسي ùلى ûلجهد ûلذي يضعه ûلإنسان 
ùلى ûلأمل ûلذي لا يغيب كل شيõ حولي  في جلوسه، وûلضوõ من ûلقمر 

مهما بدû بسيطاً كان كافياً ليخبرني قصة.
بعد ÷يام من ûĄك ûلمساû õلذي قضيت فيه وقتًا مع ÷مي، وصلني خبر 
÷فضل  ùلى فرصة  بعناية لأąتحل  ÷وûąقي  عن مدąسة جديدý، حضرþ كل 

و÷كثر تشويقاً. 
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طقطة أمل
ûلمركز ûلثالث: جوûهر ûąشد محمد طاهري، 16

مدû ćąûلتكنولوجيا ûلتطبيقية، عجمان

كانت ûلحصة ûلأخيرý قد ûنتهت، ضجيج ûلطالباþ عند ûلروāû يشبه هدير 
بحر في عاصفة، ûلطالباþ يلملمن ÷شياõهن، ÷وûąق تتطاير، مقاعد تُجرّ بلا 
نظام، ضحكاþٌ تتعالى. وشمس ûلأصيل تتسلل من خلال ûلنوûفذ فتغمر 

ûلسبوýą بضوõ ساطع. 
÷ما ÷نا، فبقيت جالسة على ûلمقعد ûلخشبي ÷حدق ساهمةً في ûلسبوýą؛ 
ûلتي لم تكن مجرă سبوýą؛ بل مرą÷ ،ýöى فيها خوفًا من ûلمجهول. ÷فكاąي 

كانت تتصاăم كحاÿă سياþûą متتابع: هل سأحقق ما ÷ąيد؟ 
ûلمعلمة  لأجد  ûلتفت  معها.  قلبي  فاهتز  ûلطاولة،   þصو ăوى   ýفجأ
وûقفة عند ûلباü، ترûقب ûلصف ûلفاĎą. تقدمت بخطوþû تطقطق بكعبها 
على  يدها  وضعّت  وقلبي،  سمعي  على  تضغط  طقطة  وكل  ûلعالي 

ûلطاولة. 
 ،ûخرجو خيالك؟ جميعهم   āين سر÷ ùلى  ûبنتي،  يا  )بابتسام(:  ûلمعلمة 

و÷نتِ ما Ćلتِ هنا.
ąفعت ą÷سي، ووجدþ في عينيها قلق معلمة ÷م، )تنهدþ طويلًا ثم 

 )ăăبالتر õٌمتقطع ملي þبصو
»÷نا...÷نا... 

)صوþ يكاă يختنق(... 
كنت ÷فكر في مستقبلي...« 

جلست ûلمعلمة على حافة ûلطاولة، ونظرù þليّ نظرý عميقة. 
ليلة  بين  تكبر  لا  بيديك،  تزąعينها  نبتة  مثل  ûلمستقبل  ûلمعلمة: 
ûلى  وضحاها، لكن بصبرك وسعيك تثمر بفضل الله، لا تقلقي فلتذهبي 

ûلمنزل ûلآن. 
 þبالطالبا يعج  كان  ûلممر  ûلصف.  من  وخرجت   ûًخير÷ كتبي  جمعت 
كأنها   üûلأبوû تتدûخل مع صدى  ûلمتساąعة، ضحكاتهن  ÷قدûمهن  ووقع 
ظللت  ûلمدąسة.  في  ûلفوضى  تعكس  ąعب  فيلم  في  ûąăمية  موسيقى 
 ،ûًăąلمقعد باû كان .ýلنافذû üلحافلة، جلست قرû لىù مشي حتى وصلت÷
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ùمدûăûتهم  برعاية  قيامهم  ومع  ûلقلق،  من   þلحظا ùلى  ûلأيام  تحولت 
وحدتهم،   þĆعز عقبة  كل  تنفصم.  لا  ûąبطة  بتكوين   ûقامو ûلمتضائلة، 

ونفخت ûلحياý في هدفهم، و÷شعلت ąغبتهم في ûلوصول ùلى كيبلر 283.
 ûلكلل، وصلوû لتي لا تعرفû لعزيمةûلشاق وû لسفرû وبعد ÷سابيع من
 ،ýلمشاهدû من فتحة ûكوكب كيبلر 283. وبذهول جماعي، نظرو ąûلى مدù ûًخير÷
وقد ÷Ąهلتهم ûلدهشة. كان ûلكوكب خلاباً، لوحة نابضة بالحياý من ûلألوûن 

.õلفضاû ترحيبية في ظلام ýąمتلألئة، ومنا õûمة ومغلفاً بأجوûلدوû
لقد  هنا.  »نحن  بالعاطفة.   õملي  þبصو ÷حمد  همس  نجحنا«،  »لقد 

صنعنا ûلتاąيخ«.
وبينما كانت سفينة ăيسكفري تستعد للهبوċ على هذû ûلعالم ûلغريب، 
ûلمليõ بفرĉ جديدý للاستكشاف، جمع ÷حمد ÷فكاąه. فقد كانت ąحلته حتى 
طاقمه،   ăûفر÷ ùلى  ونظر  لشخصيته.  وصقل  لشجاعته   ąختباû بمثابة  ûلآن 
÷كثر من مجرĆ ăملاõ بل عائلة، متشابكين في  ûلذين ÷صبح كل منهم ûلآن 

ûلتجاû üąلتي وûجهوها معًا.
÷ن  ÷ąăك  قلبه،  في  ûلحماسة  ûشتعال  ومع  ûلبدûية.   ăمجر هذه  كانت 
ومع  تنتظره،   283 كيبلر   ąûسر÷ كانت  تنتظره.  كانت  ûلحقيقية   ýلمغامرû
سوف  عروقه.  في  تسري  هائلة  بثقة  ÷حمد  شعر  ûلمخلص،  طاقمه 
يكشفون ÷سرąû هذû ûلعالم ûلبعيد، ويفتحون عصرûً جديدûً من ûلاستكشاف.
ûلناعمة  ûلتربة  على  ăيسكفري  ûلفضائية  ûلمركبة  هبطت  وعندما 
 ýąلإثاû ليستنشق  للحظة  ÷حمد  توقف   ،283 كيبلر  كوكبة  في  ûلمضيئة 
ûلكامنة في ûلإمكاناþ، وāûą يتطلع ùلى ما وû õûąلأفق. كانت ûلنجوم تتلألأ 
حولهم. في تذكير لهم بأن حدوû ăلكون شاسعة، ولكنهم كانوû يعرفون 
في قرýąû ÷نفسهم ÷نهم سوف يكافحون ùلى ûلأبد للوصول ùليها، بغض 
÷ن  ÷حمد  ÷ąăك  ûللحظة،  تلك  وفي  يوûجهونها.  ûلتي   þلتحدياû عن  ûلنظر 
مغامرته وكل ما تضمنته كان مقدûًą لها ÷ن تترăă ÷صدøûها ليس فقط في 

ûلنجوم، بل وفي قلوü ÷ولئك ûلذين يعيشون على ûلأĊą ÷يضاً.
 þستيقظا على صوû وحه قدąوبعنف، شعر ÷حمد ÷ن جسده و ýفجأ
بالبركاþ وûلفرĉ. وعندما خرù Āلى   õلطريق ليوم مليû ن، و÷نه مهدûĄلأû
ليعمل  ûăخله،  في  ûلفجر   ýوصلا وûلده   þصو صدى   ăăتر  ،āلصباû  õضو

كتذكير ûăئم بالدعم وûلحكمة ûلتي سترûفقه طوûل ûليوم وما بعده.
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 20 يبعد  بعيد  283، وهو كوكب خاąجي  كيبلر  ùلى  ûلتاąيخ  ينساها  لن  ûلتي 
سنة ضوئية عن ûلأĊą، كانت هذه ûلنتيجة ûلنهائية لسنوþû من ûلتدąيب 

وسنوþû من ûلتطوû þûąلتكنولوجية.
شعر ÷حمد بإحساć هائل بالوûجب وûلنشوý في نفس ûلوقت ûلذي 
وûلمهندسين   õلعلماûو ûلعقول  ÷Ąكى  من  عشر  باثني  فيه  محاطًا  كان 

وûلفنيين في ûلعالم.
 õلفضاû في محطة ąلسفينة تستعد للانطلاق من بايكونوû بينما كانت
 þقاă عتąترتجف في عظامه وتسا þلمحركاû þûĆûلدولية، شعر ÷حمد باهتزû
قلبه. ÷علن لطاقم ûلمحطة وكان صوته مزيجًا من ûلحماć وûلجاĄبية: لقد 

حان ûلوقت! ùنها ûللحظة ûلتي تدąبنا فيها طيلة حياتنا. فلنصنع ûلتاąيخ!.
ûلفضائية  ûلمركبة  وûنطلقت  ûلصفر  م��ن  ûلتناĆلي  ûلعد   üûق��ت��رû وم��ع 
ăيسكفري في ظلمة ûلفضاõ، لم يستطع ÷حمد ÷ن يكبح جماā نشوته. فقد 
شاهد ûلأĊą تتلاشى ùلى كرąĆ ýقاõ تضيئها ûلشمس وقد ÷Ąهله جمال 
كل Ąلك. ولكن مع تلاشي öخر شعاč من ûلضوõ عن ûلأنظاą، بد÷ ûلوûقع 
يتكشف ÷مامه. ùن هذه ûلمهمة سوف تكون محفوفة بتحدياþ غير عاăية.

كانت ûلمرحلة ûلأولى من ąحلتهم هاăئة حتى بعد مروą عشرý ÷يام، عندما 
ûلسفينة   þمحركا ÷حد  من  متوقع  غير   ąنفجاû ûندلع  لقد  ûلكاąثة،  وقعت 
مما ÷ăى ùلى خروجها عن ûلسيطرû ،ýنطلقت ÷جهزû ýلإنذąû، وساû čąلطاقم 
لاحتوû õûلفوضى. ÷صدû þąلأستاýĄ جانيت، بطبيعتها ûلعملية ûلأوûمر، 
نحن نفقد ûلاąتفاč حافظوû على ûستقرû ąûلسفينة. يا ąفاق Ąûهبوù ûلى 

محطاتكم.
ąكز ÷حمد على ûستعاû ýăلسيطرý على ûلمركبة وصاā وسط ûلصخب: 
ûلسفلية   þلمحركاû من  ûلطاقة  توجيه   ýăعاù ùلى   Āنحتا جميعًا،   ûوøهدû

. ąûلاستقرû يعها لتحقيقĆوتو
من   ûتمكنو  ،þûąûللقر ûلسريع  وûتخاĄه  معًا  ûلطاقم  عمل  وبفضل 
Ćولا   ýąلدكتوû قالت   ، ùمدûăûتهم   ăبجر  ûقامو لكنهم   ،ýلسيطرû  ýăستعاû
وبهذه  ûلنصف  ùلى  ûحتياطينا  ûنخفض  لقد  ûلقلق:  من  متقطع   þبصو

ûلوتيرý لن نتمكن من ûلوصول ùلى كيبلر 283 .
لكن  مساąها،  في  ăيسكفري   þستمرûو ÷سابيع،  ùلى  ûلأيام  تحولت 
نقص  مع  ûلتعامل  خضم  ففي  وخيمة.  بعوûقب   õجا  þûلمعدû فقدûن 
ûلطاقة، ûجتاحت ظاهرý كهرومغناطيسية غريبة ûلسفينة مما تسبب في 
حدوÿ نوباþ غير متوقعة. ÷صيب فني ûلكهرباõ وهو شاü وûعد يدعى ûąئد 
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وكان يضرü لهم ÷مثلة من ûلتاąيخ فيقول لهم:
ûلأمل هو ما جعل ûلنبي يعقوü يصبر على فقد يوسف سنين طويلة 
حتى عاù ăليه، ûلأمل هو ما جعل ÷م موسى تلقي بطفلها في ûليم وهي على 
يقين ÷ن الله سيرăه ùليها، ûلأمل هو ما جعل ÷هل مكة يرون في غاą صغير 
ùلى ûلشمس   ûنظروû :ًكلها. ويقول لهم ÷يضا Ċąلأû غير وجه ąية لنوûبد
كل   ăتعو لكنها  ûنتصر  قد  ûلليل  ÷ن   õلمرû فيظن   õكل مسا تغيب  كيف 

.ýلحياû õليضي ăلأمل مهما خبا يعوû مشرقة من جديد، كذلك هو āصبا
 ąتجا ÷كبر  ÷صبح من  وقد  ûلجديد  متجره  في  يوسف  يوم جلس   þûĄو
ûلسوق. نظر ùلى جدûąنه ûلمزينة بالقماû Ĉلملون وقال في نفسه: لقد 
خسرنا كثيرûً لكننا ąبحنا ما هو ÷عظم، لقد ąبحنا ąăساً لا ينسى. ÷ن ûلأمل 
هو ûلتجاû ýąلتي لا تبوą، وهو û ć÷ąلمال ûلذي لا يخسر، ومن تمسك به لا 
يفتقر ÷بدûً. ثم ąفع بصره ùلى ûلسماõ وحمد الله على ما ÷نعم به من عزم 
.þفالأمل لا يمو ăăم فينا نفس يترûă قلبه ما ÿبتسم وهو يحدûوصبر، و

رأي المحكم
 ،ýلعمق بالفكرûو āلطرû لبساطة فيû جمع بين Ćلأمل« نص ممتاû« نص
طرû āلكاتب لتفاصيل في وصف ûلزمان وûلمكان ÷ضفى عنصر ûلتشويق 
ûلتي   þلتشبيهاû öن  كما  معه،  ûلقصة   ÿûحد÷ يعيش  وكأنه   úąللقا
ûستخدمها كانت معبرý وبليغة، مما منح ûلنص بعدûً فلسفيًا وùنسانيًا 
في نفس ûلوقت، تميز ûلنص بتسلسل منطقي للأحدÿû وûنتقال سلس 
بين  حوąûي  قالب  في  وضعها  وحكم   þلاøبتسا مدعوم  ûلمشاهد  بين 
ûلشخصياþ مما يثري ûلتجربة ûلقرûئية لدى ûلقاúą. عمل متوĆûن في ûللغة 
وûلفكرý يعكس نضجًا ÷ăبيًا ووعيًا بالقيمة ûلتي يجسدها ûلأمل، ÷ثني على 
ûلكاتب و÷شجعه علي ûلإستمرąû في هذû ûلنهج ûلمتقن في ûلكتابة وتطوير 

.ąûلفكرية باستمرûية وăلسرû تهûوă÷
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وقصتنا ûليوم ليست سوى شاهد على ÷ثر ûلأمل في ûلنفوć، وكيف 
 ýحيا في  عميقاً  تحولًا  بسيطة   ýفكر ÷و  صاăقة  كلمة  تصنع  ÷ن  يمكن 
ùنسان وتفتح له ÷بوûباً لم يكن يتصوą ÷ن تُفتح يوماً في Ćمن ظن فيه ÷ن 

ûلأفق قد ûنغلق ÷مامه.
 õûلخضرû لحقولû سع وتحيط بهاûفي مدينة عريقة تمتد على ضفاف نهر و
 .ăلبلاû في ýąلتجاû عُرفت بأنها قلب ،ýهرăق مزûمن كل جانب، كانت هناك ÷سو
كانت ûلحركة لا تهد÷ فيها من ûلصباā حتى غروû üلشمس، وكانت ûلأĆقة 
 þûąلبهاû ئحةûą منها āون على بضائعهم وتفوăلباعة وهم يناû þûتضج بأصو
وûلقماû Ĉلجديد وûلخبز ûلساخن. وفي قلب Ąلك ûلسوق كان هناك تاجر يُدعى 
يوسف، ûشتهر بين ûلناć بأمانته وجوýă بضاعته حتى صاą متجره قبلة لكل 
من يبحث عن ûلمنسوجاû þلفاخرý، وكان يوسف يعيش في ąخاõ مع ÷سرته 

.ýăلبيت سعاû يملؤون õوجة طيبة و÷بناĆ
لكن ąياû āلحياý لا تعرف ûلثباþ، ففي ليلة من ليالي ûلصيف ûندلع حريق 
مهول في ûلسوق، سببه مصباû āنقلب على ÷كوûم من ûلقش ûشتعلت 

ûلنيرûن بسرعة هائلة وûلتهمت ûلبيوþ وûلدكاكين.
هرč يوسف ùلى متجره فلم يجد سوى جدûąن تتهاوى وسط ûللهيب، 
 þكانت صيحا čلدموû تملؤها ćلناû وعيون þو÷قمشة تحترق في لحظا
ûلنساõ وûلأطفال ترتفع في ÷ąجاû õلسوق. وكان يوسف وûقفاً عاجزûً يرûقب 
ثم جلس على ûلأĊą وąماă بضاعته يلف ثيابه وهمس بصوþ متهدĀ لقد 

ûنتهت حياتي.
مرû þلأيام ثقيلة، لم يعد يوسف يجد في نفسه قوý على ûلنهوĊ، كان 
يستيقظ كل صباā فلا يجد ما يشغله ùلا ûسترجاč صوą متجره وهو يحترق. 
كان يسير في طرقاû þلسوق فيرى ûلتجاû ąلآخرين يعيدون ûلبناõ، ÷ما هو 
فظل غاąقاً في حزنه يرăă: لا جدوى بعد ûلآن، لقد ضاعت تجاąتي وĄهبت 
 ûًساته لكن قلبه كان مكسوûعمري، وكانت ÷سرته تحاول مو þûمعها سنو

. ćليأû بظلال
وفي ÷حد ûلأمسياþ، جلس بجوąûه ąجل مسن من ÷هل ûلسوق كان معروفاً 
بالحكمة فقال له: يا يوسف لا تحزن فما ÷صابك ليس نهاية ûلطريق بل قد 
 ،ûعظم مما كانو÷ ûوăلهم ثم عاûمو÷ ûفقدو ąلتجاû من ûًن كثيرù .ýية جديدûيكون بد
تذكر ÷ن ûلناą لا تحرق ùلا ما هو قابل للاحترûق. ÷ما قلبك وăûąùتك فلا يحترقان 
÷بدû ،ûًنظر ùلى هذه ûلحجاû ýąلسوõûă من حولك، ستصبح يوماً ÷ساساً لمتجر 

جديد ùن تشبثت بالأمل.
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سعدþ جدûً بما قر÷ته من نصوă÷ ĉبية متميزý تعبر عن طاقاù þبدûعية 
وûعدý، تنوعت فيها ûلرøى و ûلأساليب مابين ûلخيال وûلوûقعية، كما و÷هنئ 
في  وطلاقتهم  ûلوûضحة  جهوăهم  على  ûلمشاąكين  ûلمبدعين  جميع 
ûلتعبير عن ÷فكاąهم، فقد ÷ظهر جميع ûلمشاąكين تمكنًا لغويًا وحسًا فنيًا 
بناû õلشخصياþ وتصعيد ûلأحدÿû بصوýą مشوقة،  ناضجًا، وقدýą على 
 ĉلنصوû بعض þفقد تميز ،ĉلنصوû بين þلمستوياû برغم من تباين
öخرى   þĆبر حين  في  ÷سلوبها،  وسلاسة  تشبيهاتها  وعمق  لغتها   õûبثر
 ċلنقاû ومن ÷هم .āلإنسانية بوضوû لتجربةû تها على نقلąقعيتها وقدûبو
هي  مستقبلًا  كتاباتهم  لتطوير  عليها  ûلعمل  للمشاąكين  يمكن  ûلتي 
على تصاعد منطقي  يحافظ   ÿûللأحد ûلمنطقي  ûلتسلسل  علي   Čلحفاû
 ąظهاùو ÿûلأحدû õûلإثر þلشخصياû بين þûąûلحوû ýăياĆ ،ومشوق للحبكة
 õلاهتمام ببناû ،ميûąلدû لجانبû غير مباشر يعمق üخلي بإسلوûلدû čûلصرû
نهاياþ ÷كثر قوý وتأثيرûً يمنح ûلقصة بعدûً فكريًا وعاطفيًا يرسخ في Ąهن 
ûلقاù ،úąلى جانب ûلتقليل من ûلحشو ûللغوي وûلتكرąû لتكون ûلجمل ÷كثر 
÷يضاً  ûلمهم  ومن  لغوي،   čيقاùو  ýقو  ăلسرû يمنح  مما   āووضو كثافة 
توظيف ûلخيال ûلذي يسهم في ùثرû õûلنص وتوسيع öفاق ûلقاúą. تمنياتي 
 ûليقدمو  čûبدùبثقة و يوûصلوû كتاباتهم  بالتوفيق و÷ن  ûلمشاąكين  لجميع 

÷عمالًا ÷كثر تفرûăً وتأثيرûً في ûلمستقبل. 

د. بشاير العطروزي
نوفمبر 2025
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كل هذه ûلشائعاþ؟ شعرþ وكأنني ÷عيش معركة كنت ÷قاتل فيها لوحدي، 
معركة بين ûبتسامتي ûلتي ُ÷ظهرها للعالم وăموعي ûلتي لا يعرفها ÷حد.«

مئة  كانت  كأنها  ÷شعر  كنت  لكني   ąلشهو  ýلمعاناû هذه   þستمرû  
لم  ùلى ساحة معركة.  ÷Ąهب  ÷نني  سنة. كل صباā كنت ÷ستيقظ و÷شعر 
 õلأشياû كثر صمتاً. حتى÷ þلصف كما كنت من قبل، وصرû ك فيąعد ÷شا÷
ûلصغيرû ýلتي كنت ÷حبها لم تعد تفرحني كما كانت. ÷صبحت ÷عوù ăلى ûلبيت 
.ÿلذي يحدû ي، و÷حاول ÷ن ÷فهم ماąغرفتي لأبقى وحدي مع ÷فكا üو÷غلق با

 كانت ûلضحكاþ من حولي تزăûă قسوý، وûلنظرû þûلتي ÷وûجهها كل يوم 
كانت تُشعرني وكأنني غريبة عن هذû ûلمكان ûلذي من ûلمفترĊ ÷ن يكون 
يزăûă في  كان   ýلوحدû ثقل  لكن  ăموعي،  ÷خفي  ÷ن  ÷حاول  كنت  ûلثاني.  بيتي 
ûăخلي يومًا بعد يوم. لم يكن ûلأمر مجرă كلماþ عابرý ÷و تصرفاþ مؤقتة، 

بل كان ùحساسًا عميقًا بالعزلة وكأنني مُحاطة بجدąû لا ÷ستطيع تجاوĆه.
 كنت ÷عوù ăلى ûلمنزل مُتعبة نفسيًا، ÷ضع حقيبتي جانبًا و÷شعر كأنني 
 ،ÿلدي ما يحدûخرجت من معركة لم ÷نتصر فيها. لكن عندما كنت ÷حكي لو
كانا ينصتان ùلي بكل ûهتمام وكانا يقولون لي: »هذه ûلتجاüą ستصنع منك 
شخصية قوية في ûلمستقبل«. »فكنت ÷قول لهم: ÷علم Ąلك، لكن ûلأمر 
صعب جدû ûًلآن.« فكانوû يرăوû ويقولوû: »نحن هنا معك ûăئماً ولم نتركك 
 ąهما بجانبي كان كالنوăلامي بين يوم وليلة، لكن وجوö ِوحدك.« ولم تختف
ûقتربت  ûلأيام،  ÷حد  وفي  وحدي.  لست  ÷نني  ويذكرني  عتمتي،   õيُضي ûلذي 
مني Ćميلة في ûلصف وقالت: »هل ÷نت بخير؟ تبدين حزينة ûليوم« بعد Ąلك 
ûبتسمت ûبتسامة صغيرý و÷جبتها: »نعم، فقط يوم صعب قليلًا« فقالت 

.»ÿلتحدû þِăą÷ ûĄù لي: »لا تقلقي، ÷نا هنا
لم  ÷نني  صحيح  ûلمدąسة.  في  وحدي  تمامًا  لست  ÷نني  ÷لاحظ   þ÷وبد
÷جد بعد تلك ûلمجموعة ûلقريبة ûلتي كنت ÷حلم بها، ولم يكن عندي ûلكثير 
من ûلأصدقاõ في مرحلتي ûلعُمرية، لكن كان هناك بعض ûلأصدقاû õلذين 
÷ظهروû لي موûقف صغيرý مليئة باللطف. ÷حدهم كان يضحك معي في 
÷وقاû þلفسحة، وöخر كان يسأل عني عندما ÷بدو حزينة. قد تبدو تفاصيل 
بسيطة، لكنها بالنسبة لي كانت كبذوąٍ صغيرýٍ من ûلأمل، تُذكرني ÷ن هناك 
على شكل مجموعة  تكن  لم  لو  حتى   ،ýجديد  þقاûصد õلبد فرصةً  ûăئمًا 

كبيرý كما تمنيت.
كانت  ûلتي  ûلطفلة  تلك  ÷عد  لم  ÷نني  ÷لاحظ   þ÷بد ûلأيام،   ąمرو ومع   
÷حيانًا، لكنني تعلمت   ýبالوحد ÷نني ما Ćلت ÷شعر  تنكسر بسرعة. صحيح 
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نوُرُ الْأَمَل

13 ،þûلنصيرû ينةĆ :لثالثû لمركزû
كلية ăبي للتخاطب بالإنجليزية - ăبي

 þûąسةً مليئةً بالاختباąيةً، بل مدăسةً عاąسة، لكنها ليست مدąكالمد ýلحياû
تبد÷  ûلثانوية.  ûلمدąسة  تدخل  حين  تبد÷  ûختباûąتها  ÷صعب  لكن   .üąلتجاûو
هذه  ستترك  متى  تعلم  لا  فإنك  موتك،  عند  وتنتهي  تُولد  عندما  ąحلتها 
ûلمدąسة وتتخرĀ منها. لكن من ăون ÷ي شك ستكون هناك مرûحل مُتنوعة 
ومُختلفة في هذه ûلمدąسة، فإنَّ ûلبعضَ من هذه ûلمرûحل ستكون صعبةً، 
وستشعر ÷ن من ûلمستحيل ÷ن تأتي نهايتها وûلبعض منها قصيرý وسهلة، 
وتتمنى ÷لا تنتهي وتفاąقك. وفي هذه ûلقصة سأكتب لكم عن مرحلة عاتمة 

بر وقيمة ûلأمل. مرقت بها ÷ثناõ حياتي؛ مرحلة علّمتني معنى ûلصَّ
 كنتُ بنتًا صغيرý وبريئة، قلبها مليõ بالحنان وûلأمل في بدûية حياتي 
في ûلمدąسة ûلثانوية. فعندما ăخلت ÷بوû üûلمدąسة ûلكبيرû ،ýلبيضاõ في 
 þوغريباً، وشعر ûًخل عالماً جديدă÷ نني÷ þُلمُشمِس، شعرû āلصباû لكĄ
بمشاعر مُختلطة؛ فكنتُ خائفةً ومُتحمسةً كنتُ سعيدýً؛ و÷شعر بحزن؛ 
ûلذين كانوû فيها. وكنت ÷سمع  لأني تركت مدąستي ûلابتدûئية و÷صدقائي 
كأنَّ  ûلمُتساąعة،  قلبي   þقاă مع  تختلط  ûلساحة  في   üلطلاû  þûصو÷

ûلمكانَ كله يُرûقبني، وûلعيون كثيرý حولي.
وجهها  على  ą÷يت  öنسة  بي  بت  ąحَّ ûلمدąسة؛   üûبو÷ ăخلت  ÷ن  بعد   
بأنك   ûًجيد ÷علم  مدąستنا!  في  هنا  بك  »÷هلا  وقالت:  وûسعة،  ûبتسامة 
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لأملهم ûلجديد ويأخذون منه نصف ûلدوõû لكي يعالجوû ÷ملهم ûلوحيد بعد 
تحقق ûلشرċ وتعلمهم.

 þلا ساعاû لجديد، وما هيû لأملû ولم يأتي þلساعاûو þلساعاû þومر
وتبد÷ ûلشمس في ûلمغيب، ويقترü موعد ûلحصاă. فبد÷ ûلخوف يسيطر 
فتعالت  ûلمحاصيل.  على  وخوفهم  ûلوحيد  ÷ملهم  على  خوفهم  عليهم، 
ûلأصوþû، فقال بعضهم: لقد خدعنا ûلطبيب وقطع لنا كل ûلآمال وضيعنا 
وقتنا في تعلم ûلقرýõû وûلكتابة. وقال ûخرون مهلا لعلنا لو صبرنا وûنتظرنا 
ąبما حدÿ للطبيب شيõ. فتذكر ÷حدهم ûلرسالة، وقال: هيا بنا نذهب ùلى 
÷ملنا ûلوحيد فنعتذą له عن عدم ùحضاąنا للدوõû ونذكره بالرسالة ونقر÷ها 

كي نتبين ما ûلمكتوü فيها وما ûلغرĊ منها.
وصل ûلجميع ùلى ûلمنزل وûستأĄنوû في ûلدخول فخرĀ لهم كبير ûلقرية 
وقال لهم: ùن ûلأمل ûلوحيد خرĀ وترك لهم ąسالة ÷خرى وعليهم قرõûتها 
بعد ąسالة ûلأمل ûلجديد. فاستغربوû جميعًا وسألوه: كيف ûستطاû čلحركة 
 ûًفهل سيساعدنا غد Āلخروû čستطاû؟ وطالما تحسنت صحته وĀلخروûو
 ،ûفقال لهم: لا تتعجلو .þûلمعدû هل سيكون معنا في تشغيل ăلحصاû في
ûلآن ÷صبحتم ÷نتم ûلأمل وتستطيعون ûلقرýõû وûلكتابة. فناăي فيهم ûلكبير 
من يأخذ هذه ûلرسالة ويختصر لنا ûلوقت ويقر÷ها فأخذها ÷حدهم وقر÷ها 
بصوþ عال. ûلأمل ûلجديد يسلم عليكم ويخبركم بأنكم ÷نتم ûلأمل ûلدûئم 
وقت   ûًغد سيكون   ăلميعاû و÷ن   ،ýحدûو جرعة  كان   õûلدوû و÷ن   ،ăلمتجدûو

ûلحصاă وفي وسط ûلمحصول، و÷نه سيحضر هذû ûلموسم معهم.
ûلان،  ÷مان  في  ÷صبحنا  لقد   ûوقالو ûلقرية  لأهل   ăيعو ûلأمل  بد÷  وهنا 
ومع شروق ûلشمس وûقترüû وقت ûلحصاă، و÷نهم ولأول مرý سيكونون 
 þلآلاû þصو ûسمعو ýلوحيد؟ وفجأû ÷ملهم  ÷ين Ąهب  ûلأمل. ولكن  هم 
 ûما هذ :ûفقالو .ăلحصاû ÷وبد þûلمعدû عية وكأن ÷حدهم قام بتشغيلûąلزû
ûلصوþ ومن هذû ûلذي يستطيع تشغيل ûلمعدþû وûلآلاþ؟ هيا بنا نذهب 

.ăلحصاû ليه سريعًا لكي يساعدنا فيù
 ûعتمدوû لآخرين؟û لأمل عندû لقرية: ÷ما كفاكم بحثًا عنû فقال لهم كبير
لخلق  ûلوقت  حان  نعم،   :ûفقالو بأيديكم.  ûلأمل   ûخلقوûو ÷نفسكم  على 
ûلأمل. فقر÷ عليهم كبير ûلقرية ûلرسالة، ومكتوü فيها: حان وقت ûلعمل، 
 ûقسموûجميعًا و ûكم. ففرحوąنتظاû تأخرتم؟ نحن في   ûĄلما فأين ûلأمل؟ 
بأن يعتمدوû على ÷نفسهم. فخرجوû وكبير ûلقرية معهم وهم يرăăون: نحن 

ûلأمل، نحن ûلأمل.
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موسم حصاد الأمل

12 ،ĆûĆلرû لسيدû هيم طهûبرû مăû :لثانيû لمركزû
مدąسة ûلحكمة ûلخاصة، ûلجرف

 õûلخضرû ąلأشجاû لسعيد، حيثû لنهرû مان ليس بالبعيد، وعلى ضفافĆ في
ûلمزهرý وûلمحاصيل ûلزûąعية ûلمثمرý، عاشت قرية صغيرý بجانب ûلنهر، 
يشربون ûلمياه ûلعذبة ûلصافية ويستمتعون بالطبيعة ûلجميلة ûلخلابة، 
ويأكلون ÷طيب ûلثماą، وتغمرهم ûلسعاù ýăلى ÷بعد ûلحدوă، فكان ûلجميع 
يشتغل بالزûąعة ما عدû شخص وûحد، ويسكن بالقرü من بيت كبير ûلقرية.
وكان ÷هل ûلقرية يحبونه حبًا شديدûً، و÷طلقوû عليه لقب )ûلأمل ûلوحيد(، 
وكانوûă ûئمًا يدعون بأن لا تنقطع ûلبسمة من على وجوههم، ولا ûلثماą من 

على ÷شجاąهم، ولا يفقدون )ûلأمل ûلوحيد(.
فطوûل ûلعام يزąعون ويحصدون وساعدهم ûلأمل ûلوحيد في تشغيل 
ûلآلاþ وûلمعدþû ومعرفة موûعيد ûلري وûلحصاă، وبعد ûلحصاă يأخذون 
 ،ýئة سعيدăها ýلحياû وظلت .ýąلمجاوû لقرىû لباقي علىû عونĆلنصف ويوû

.ăلحصاû سمûلكثير من موû þحتى فا
ما  فسرعان   ،ăمعتا غير   þصو على  ûلقرية  ÷هل  ûستيقظ  ليلة  وفي 
ûنتشرû þلأخباą بأن ûلأمل ûلوحيد مريض جدûً ولا بد له من ûلرûحة ûلتامة. 
فحزن ÷هل ûلقرية حزنًا شديدûً، فمن غيره يستطيع ûلقرýõû ويعرف موûعيد 
 ،þلآلاûو þûلمعدû وتشغيل ăلسدوû ومن سيقوم بصيانة ،ăلحصاûلري وû
وعملنا  كلامه  سمعنا  ليتنا  ÷حدهم  فقال  ûلوحيد.  ÷ملهم  هو  كان  فقد 
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على ûلغصن، خفق قلبه بسرعة وقال هل ûشاąك؟ ماûĄ لو سقطت؟ لكنه 
تذكر كلماþ ÷مه وقال: »سأحاول، حتى لو فشلت.«

بسرعة  تحلق   ýلكبيرû وûلعصافير   ąلنسوû وك��ان��ت  ûلسباق،  ûنطلق 
مذهلة، بينما خفق سليم بجناحيه بكل قوته محاولًا ûللحاق بها. لكنه لم 
 ąلطيوû لمتمايلة. ضحكت بعضû üلاعشاû ضاً بينą÷ وسقط ûًيطِر بعيد
وقال ûلغرüû ساخرûً »÷نت لست ùلا طائر صغير، مكانك على ûلأĊą« شعر 

سليم بالحزن، لكنه ąفع ą÷سه وقال »سأعوă ÷قوى سأطير يومًا ما.«
جلس سليم على صخرý قرû üلنهر حيث ûنعكست ÷شعة ûلشمس 
على سطح ûلماõ كقطع من ûلمرûيا ûلمتلألئة، يفكر في حلمه : كيف سأحقق 
 ýهبي لامع يجلس على صخرĄ يشą وĄ ه ظهر نسر ضخمõن؟ وفجاûلطيرû
مقابلة ويحدق فيه بحنان. ûقترü منه وسأله بصوþ عميق »لماûĄ حزين يا 
 üûلغرû þعن حلمه، عن سقوطه، عن كلما ،õوى سليم كل شيą »صغيري؟
ûلقاسية. ûبتسم ûلنسر وقال »ûلأمل هو ûلذي يجعل ûلطائر ûلضعيف يحلق 

عالياً. ûلقوû ýلحقيقية تأتي من ûلقلب«.
بد÷ سليم يتدüą يومياً، يقفز بين ûلغصون ûلصغيرý، يرفرف بجناحيه، 
يحاول ûلطيرûن لمسافاþ قصيرý ويسقط مرþû عديدý على ûلأû Ċąلمليئة 
بالأوûąق ûلمتساقطة. ÷حياناً كانت ûلطيوû ąلأخرى تضحك عليه. لكن بعض 
ûلعصافير ûلصغيرý كانت تشجعه »لا تستسلم يا سليم«. مع مروû ąلأيام، 
ûلأغصان  بين  يتمايل  ÷ط���ول،   þلمسافا ûلطيرûن  على   ûًąăق���ا سليم   ąص��ا

ويشعر بالرياā تدûعب ąيشه وقلبه يفيض بالأمل وûلشجاعة.
ûللهب  ÷لسنة  وąûت��ف��ع��ت  قوية  ن��ي��رûن  ûلغابة  ûجتاحت   ،õم��س��ا  þûĄو
 Ăûصر  þصو و÷صبح   ،õلسماû غطى  ûلكثيف  وûلدخان  ûلحاąقة  ûلبرتقالية 
ûلحريق لكن   ăخماù ýلكبيرû  ąلنسوû ûلمكان. حاولت  ûلطيوû ąلصغيرý يملأ 

ûلناą كانت تتقدم بسرعة. صرû Ăلغرüû مذعوû« ûąًلهروû üلناą ستأكلنا«.
لكن سليم تذكر كلماû þلنسر ûلحكيم »ûلأمل يعطي ûلقوý للطيرûن… 
وûلأمل قاąă على تغيير ûلمصير«. خفق بجناحيه بكل قوته، وطاą نحو ûلنهر 
ûلمتلألئ، حمل قطرý ماõ صغيرý بمنقاąه وعاă لسكبها على ûللهب. كرĄ ąلك 
 ýلأخرى، مستوحاû ąلطيوû .وعزيمة ýقلبه قو ăûăيز ýوكل مر ،þûومر þûمر
 ąلناû ûومعًا ÷طفأو ،ý÷بجر õلماû ليه وكل منها يحملù نضمتû ،من شجاعته

تدąيجيًا حتى هد÷þ، وبقيت ûلأعشاĈ سليمة.
عندما هد÷û þلنيرûن، وقفت كل ûلطيوą مذهولة بشجاعة سليم، وقال 
÷حدهم: »لم نعد نهتم بضعف جناحيك… لكن قلبك وشجاعتك ÷عاû ăلأمل 
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Ćوûيا  من  ùليه   ûفنظرو ûلأمل،   čموضو تناول  في  ûليافعين   õباăلأû  čبد÷
متعدýă، ليثبتوû ÷نهم هم ûلأمل لمستقبل وûعد.

÷همية  عن  غافلين  ûلتقليدية  ûلعناوين  فخ  في   õباăلأû معظم  وقع  لقد 
ûختياû ąلعنوûن ûلإبدûعي، لكنهم كتبوû بلغة سليمة، وبنوû للأحدÿû مسرحاً 

يقترü من ûلوûقعية، لكنه يقدمها بشكل ÷ăبي جميل.

ùن ûلمباشرý وûلحشو يثقلان ûلنصوĉ، لكن ûلفكرû ýلجيدý جوهرý تلمع 
ąغم بعض ûلشوûئب.

كان ûلخيال ناûąă في ûلنصوĉ، لكن ûلوûقع مصدą جيد للقصص، وخاصة 
مع حضوą بعض ûلفلسفة وûلرمزية وûلمشاعر.

وûلوجدûنية  ûلإيمانية  ûلأمل  معاني  فتدفقت   ،čûلإبدû حرضت  ثيمة  ûلأمل 
في  شاąك  من  كل  ÷ن  تؤكد  نصوصاً  لنكسب  وûلفلسفية،  وûلعاطفية 

ûلكتابة هو مبدč قابض على قلم ûلأمل.

مهند ثابت العاقوص 
نوفمبر 2025
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زهرة في الطريق 

ûلمركز ûلثالث: ميرû ûلخولاني، 11
مدąسة û ąûăلمعرفة ûلخاصة - ăبي

في قرية صغيرý بين ûلجبال كانت تعيش فتاý تدعى ÷ميره. 
كانت تحب ûلزهوą كثيرûً و تزąعها في وعاõ صغير على شرفتها.

 Ċąلأû ئماً »هذهûă يقولون ćلناûفي قريتها كانت جافة و Ċąلأû لكن 
لا تنبت شيئاً لا تتعبي نفسك يا ÷ميره.«

لكنها لم تيأć. كانت تبتسم و تقول: »ąبما لم تجد ûلأĊą بعدُ من 
يؤمن بها.«

في ÷حد ûلأيام، قرþą ÷ميره ÷ن تزĆ čąهرý قرû üلطريق ûلترûبي ûلذي يمر 
.āكل صبا ćلناû به

كانت  ûلذي   õبالما وسقتها   ،ýąلبذû غرست  و   ،ýصغير  ýحفر  þحفر  
 .ýجاجة صغيرĆ تحفظ به في

كل صباā كانت تمر عليها و تهمس:
»ûصبري يا Ćهرتي، يوماً ما ستكبرين.«

 þûĄميره تشعر بالحزن، و÷ þ÷بد .õون ÷ن يظهر شيă يام طويلة÷ þمر
ليلة جلست على سريرها تبكي و قالت: »يا الله، حاولت ولم ÷نجح، يبدو ÷ن 

ûلأمل لا يعيش هنا.«
 þ÷ą ،لبيتû ûلتالي حدثت ûلمفاجأý. عندما خرجت من   āلصباû لكن في
نبتة صغيرý خضرõû تشق ûلترû üûلجاف نحو ûلضوą .õكضت نحوها وهي 
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الأمل في صحراء 
الربع الخالي 

ûلمركز ûلثاني: شيخة خالد سالم ûلصريدي، 9
مدąسة ûلزلاقة - ÷بوظبي

من   Āûمو÷ و  حاąقة  شمس  هناك  حيث  ûلخالي،  ûلربع   õûصحر قلب  في 
ûلرمال تمتد حتى يبتلعها ûلأفق. عاĈ شاû üسمه ÷حمد، ąجل بدوي، لديه 
حلم غريب لا يليق بجو ûلمكان ûلذي يعيش فيه. يحلم ÷حمد في ÷ن يجد 
عين ماõ في هذû ûلمكان ûلمليõ بالرمال ûلحاąقة. حلمه غريب و لكن معه 
÷مل و حلم بأن يتحقق ما يريد. هذû ûلحلم موجوă في ûĄكرý ÷حمد منذ ÷ن 
كان صغيرû حيث ÷خبره جده عن عين تسمى عين ûلحياý و هي مختفية بين 
كثبان ûلصحرõû. لا ÷حد يعرف مكانها ùلا من كان في قلبه ùيمان بوجوăها. 
ùنه ûلأمل ûلذي يصنع ûلمستحيل. ÷حمد لم يفقد ûلأمل بالعثوą على ûلعين 
و يوûصل ûăئما ûلإيمان وûلتعلق بوجوăها فهو مستمر بالبحث عنها في 

صحرû õûلربع ûلخالي. 
÷ين ستجد عينا  له:  ûلناć كثيرûً من حلم ÷حمد و كانوû يقولون  سخر 
في هذه ûلرمال؟ هل ÷صابك ûلجنون؟ هل تريد ÷ن تقتل نفسك و تبحث 
عن عين لا وجوă لها؟ و لكنه ûăئما يرă عليهم بقلب قوي و متفائل: نعم 
سأجدها، ùنها موجوýă لمن لا ûĆل لديه ÷مل بوجوăها. لن تكشف ûلرمال 

عن هذه ûلعين ùلا لمن يستحقها و ûلأهم من Ąلك من يؤمن بوجوăها. 
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خيمة أمل

ûلمركز ûلأول: ąيمان يوسف، 9
مدąسة عمر بن عبدûلعزيز حلقة ÷ولى – عجمان

 õلرسم وهو يرسم على ÷ي شيû يتهûمن عمره هو ýلعاشرû كرم فتى في
يقع بين يديه وبيده فرشاû ýلرسم يمسكها بين ÷نامله، يرسم طيرûً وبيتاً، 

و÷حلاماً بريئة.
يعيش كرم مع وûلديه في قريةٍ نائية حيث يكاă وûلده يوفر لهم ûلعيش 
ûلفاąغة  ûلطحين   ćكيا÷ وتجمع  ûلخياطة  في  ÷مه  تعمل  بينما  ûلكريم 
وتحولها ùلى ملابس جميلة، ثم تبيعها وتساعد Ćوجها، لكنها لا تحصل 
 ûًلد كرم مرضاً شديدûو Ċمر ،ýهيدĆ وتحصل على مبالغ ýعلى مبالغ كبير
تكلفة  لكن  جرûحية،  عملية  ùلى  بحاجة  فهو  ûلعمل  عن  للتوقف  وûضطر 

ûلعملية وûلعلاĀ لا تتوفر مع ûلعائلة.
وفي يوم من ûلأيام ÷علنت معلمة ûلفنية في مدąسة كرم ÷ن هناك هيئة 
و÷نه  للأطفال  ûلرسم  كبيرý في  ÷علنت عن مسابقة  ûلدولة قد  كبيرý في 
سيحصل ûلفائز على مبلغ مالي كبير جدûً. فرā كرم فرحاً كثيرû ûًنها فرصته 
ليساعد وûلده عاù ăلى ûلبيت مسرعاً وطلب من ÷مه ÷ن تخيط له قماشاً 

كبيرûً يرسم عليه لوحة ويشاąك بها في ûلمسابقة.
ظل كرم يرسم ûللوحة بشغف وحماسة، و÷خيرû ûًنتهى كرم من لوحته 
وسلمها للمعلمة ûلتي وعدته ÷ن تصحبه ùلى ûلمدينة ليقدم ûلعمل ûلفني 
للهيئة. وفي ûلطريق وûجهوû طقساً شديد ûلبروýă وبينما كان كرم يشاهد 
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 ąûصرù نساني عميق يعبّر عنù عابر، بل موقف   ٍąشعو ăلأمل ليس مجرû
 ąلتغيير، ومصدû نه حافز نحوù ،üąلتجاû مهما ÷ثقلته Ċلنهوû لإنسان علىû

.ýلمعاناû حمą لغد يُصنع منû ئم لمن يؤمن بأنûă ٍلهامù

 þعبّر ،ąلنوû  ûمن هذ þٍلعام ومضاû  ûكين هذąلمشاû لقد حملت قصص 
 ćلنفوû على شحن üăلأû ýąوقد ،ąûلإصرûلأمل وû كٍ متنامٍ لقيمةûąăù عن
بطاقةٍ ùيجابية تُعيد ûلتوĆûن للعالم. فالكلمة هنا ليست حبرûً على وąق، بل 
بوصلةٌ نحو ûلحياý، تُذكّرنا ûăئمًا بأن وõûą كل تجربة قاسية بذą ýąجاõ تنتظر 

من يسقيها بالإيمان وûلعمل.

ومن هنا، ÷وجه ăعوتي للكتّاü وûلناشئة ÷ن يكتبوû من قلوبهم، لا من صدى 
 ûللآخرين طريقهم في هذ õتضي ýًąلكلمة مناû من ûما حولهم، ÷ن يجعلو
 ĉلخاû ليه معناهمù ûه، بل يُضيفوąمع تيا ûفلا ينجرفو ،čąلمتساû لعالمû

وجمال øąيتهم.

د. بشاير سليمان العطروزي
كاتبة وقاصة كويتية، لها ثلاثة عشر ûصدąû، مؤسسة لأكاăيمية ثوتس 

للخدماû þلثقافية.
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ûلكتابية  ûلموûهب  ÷مام  ومفتوحة  مرموقة  منصة  تتيح   ýلمميزû ûلشرûكة 
 ûويصلو بأعمالهم   ûليتألقو ûلخليجي،  ûلتعاون  مجلس  ăول  في   ýلصاعدû
ùلى جمهوą ÷وسع. ùن هذû ûلدعم ûلإيجابي من ąûă جامعة ÷كسفوăą للطباعة 

.ýلمستمرû ناăجهو Ćمهمة في مسيرتنا ويعز ýكيزą لنشر يشكلûو

ومع ûختتام هذه ûلصفحاû þلتي تحمل بين طياتها ûلقصص ûلفائزý، نأمل 
÷ن يجد قرõûّ هذû ûلكتاü ما نجده نحن من صِلة ومتعة في كل عام.

فريق التعليم
üûăللآ þûąلإماû مؤسسة



»نحن في ąûă جامعة ÷كسفوăą للطباعة 

وûلنشر، نُثمن شرûكتنا ûلوطيدý مع 

مهرجان طيرûن ûلإماþûą للآù .üûăن 

 ćąûلمدû üسخ بإلهام طلاûلرû مناûلتزû

على ûلانغماć في ûلتجربة ûلغنية 

للكتابة ûلإبدûعية وسرû ăلقصص لا 

يزûل قائماً، كما هو ûلحال مع سعاăتنا 

بقرýõû نتاù Āبدûعهم ûلملهم.«

دار جامعة أكسفورد للطباعة والنشر



مسابقة “ąûă جامعة ÷كسفوăą للطباعة وûلنشر” لكتابة ûلقصة 2026

أمل

ملاحظة للقرõûّ: يرجى ûلعلم ÷ن ûلقصص ûلفائزý لم يتم تعديلها ÷و 
.üلكُتّاû سلت من قبلą÷ لإضافة عليها، وهي كماû





المشاركات الفائزة في مسابقة "دار جامعة 
أكسفورد للطباعة والنشر" لكتابة القصة 2026


