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	Dedicated

	Dedicated to all those who admire and cherish the beauty of English verse.

	This collection explores the varied landscapes of life, capturing moments and events that shape our journey.

	May you find joy and reflection within these pages.

	 

	Adel Alenezi

	 


 

	The golden beach

	One night, I was sitting beside a golden beach.

	Sandy land lay between us, so it stayed out of reach.

	The weather was lovely in August, a perfect date.

	Time slipped past me, and it was growing late.

	The moon lit the sky in its full bright glow,

	soft and gentle without a single troubling ray to show.

	Above us, starry skies stretched into a beam of light.

	Stars shimmered over the dark and endless night.

	They turned the wavy surface into liquid gold,

	yet the magic of it could never be sold.

	 

	Waves rolled forward, bending heavy as they danced.

	They moved with the wind, as if it sang by chance.

	They crashed and sprayed like a sudden salty sneeze,

	then softened quickly as the breeze kissed the seas.

	Foamy waves shone beneath the stars bright gleam

	wherever the eye wandered across the vast seas stream.

	The stunning waves begged the viewer to take a photo

	and hummed soft, hidden music like a gentle piano.

	The view was carved, decorated, and created art,

	spectacular nature, pure, etched deep in my heart.

	It was my target, my dream, my endless hope.

	I could not stop fate, already written in my horoscope.

	If you looked at the sea, you might feel scared,

	yet a fox is not caught twice in the same snare.

	I did not intend to dive, nor to draw or think,

	but to keep in touch and make a lasting link.

	It was an ideal moment, so I could not wait

	to start a friendly dialogue; I did not hesitate.

	“Life is precious,” I said to the sea, frankly and clear,

	“like precious pearls lying in its calm, deep bed.”

	Its waves laughed, as if it were a friend,

	but such is life; it has its inevitable end.8

	 

	No joy without annoyance, no gain without pain.

	Life’s path is like a cloud, sometimes dry, sometimes full of rain.

	It kept silent, then asked me, “Were you not aware?”

	I hardly knew how to reply, and I could not dare.

	But the ocean was eager to tell life’s story.

	I was eager too, to reclaim the lost glory,

	to hear life’s philosophy from both land and sea,

	written by the dark ghosts, the ocean, and me.

	Life itself is decorated, carved, and created art.

	One must face brutal truths, then act smart.

	Many questions wandered, yet no clear solution.

	How did life arise, through creation or evolution?

	So the ocean began its story, promising to be fair.

	Our universe came from our father, the air.

	One of the main elements formed the base of nature

	and was needed by all living things and every creature.

	Other elements, fire, water, and earth,

	made the first signs of life and birth.

	Vatta, pitta, and Kapha are necessary to add

	to understand how life came to sea and land.

	



	




	 

	The Iraqi Invasion of Kuwait

	On the second of August, 1990, the fateful date,

	soldiers of darkness, like an army of locusts, invaded Kuwait.

	They raped women violently and killed children mercilessly,

	burned oil wells, and robbed everything savagely.

	They extracted fetuses fiercely from mothers wombs,

	pulled out eyes, and tore out nails with tormenting tools.

	Members of the Iraqi regime were extremely savage

	 

	and traitorous,

	but the Kuwaiti people fought fiercely against the wild invaders.

	They became stars of heroism, gallantry, and glory,

	written in books as proverbs of courage in every story.

	The members of tyranny and killing, in unbelievable grievance,

	were faced valorously by fearless heroes with Job’s patience.

	Kuwaiti women endured valiantly, suffering dirty torment and blood.

	At last, the scoundrelly soldiers were sunk into discomfited mud.

	All the attempts of fascism blew away forever with the wind.

	The wicked, crushed by defeat, bent insultingly low.

	It goes without saying, light vanquishes the dark.

	The vampire bats were hidden by liberation’s bright spark.

	Kuwait was freed and became perpetually free,

	her land, sky, beaches, hills, islands, and sea.

	



	




	 

	 

	Our Mother, Kuwait

	Our mother, Kuwait

	is lovely and great

	is lovely and great

	Our mother, Kuwait

	Our destiny, our fate

	Our destiny, our fate

	Our mother, Kuwait

	To defend, we do not hesitate

	To defend, we do not hesitate

	Our mother, Kuwait

	On National Day, we celebrate

	On National Day, we celebrate

	Our mother, Kuwait

	To life, it is our gate

	To life, it is our gate.

	 

	She is our land, our gentle mother, the bride of the Gulf.

	She shelters us like an oyster protects its pearl, for she is the pearl of the Gulf.

	She is the country of grace, heritage, prosperity, and pure love.

	We must serve her in every field of life so her name remains high above.

	Her beaches are clean, lined with beautiful and inviting islands.

	 

	Her nights are calm, and her stars shine and glow brightly across the sky.

	She is a merciful mother to all who live on her sacred and blessed land.

	Everyone loves her, feels attached to her, and lives within her safety and joy.

	For her, we are brave soldiers who protect her and sacrifice our souls.

	How could we live without her on this earth or stand with dignity anywhere else?

	She gives us everything we need, and above all, she gives us a home.

	We pray to God to guard her from treachery until the final day.

	She is like a dove of peace, and her flag rises proudly in the sky.

	Kuwait is not only land and sea, but a nation that stands tall like the endless sky.
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