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WELCOME NOTE

81 0g pa “aliaa UM bl jgg1b a3l ac pu_
Ul gall Jlop araubill a JAlL claolig didgall
U 6L aiia pilai g 0 (pall LAl 13 & @2 &5
jeaull SULaa (na dealall ullbg Shllb Olelay)

.nbaiill Gallg gqualll Jlaallg épndll anallg

ydlgall &slep Lialjill guiarl Jaoll 1aa (nilig
PinJ Guuawge anin pagi , GUall JLall hasig
paaill Ja ads aaiaig glullb

The Deanship of Student Affairs,
represented by the Talent & Creativity
Unit at the Applied College in Rijal
Alma’, is pleased to present this
booklet, which brings together a
selection of creative works by the
university’s students in poetry, short
stories, literary essays, and visual arts.

This publication reflects our
commitment to nurturing talent,
inspiring imaginative expression, and
providing an institutional platform that
celebrates creativity and grants it the
appreciation it deserves.




;&g )—tiall ge 62 1
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Vision:

To highlight the cultural and artistic identity of the Aseer region
through the talents of King Khalid University students, offering a

literary and artistic platform that reflects authenticity and
creativity.
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Mission:

To nurture student creativity and guide it toward becoming an
original body of work that represents both the university and
the region, while showcasing the awareness and intellectual
depth of King Khalid University’s students.
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Developing literary and artistic talents and refining
participants’ creative skills.

Strengthening national belonging by drawing inspiration from
Aseer's beauty and cultural heritage.

Promoting a culture of creativity among students and
providing a university platform to showcase their work.

Supporting creative diversity across short stories, poetry,
essays, and visual and digital arts
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Aseer is not merely a place to be seen, but an experience to be
lived; one that takes shape in memory just as it does in the
mountains, the mist, and the old houses. In this booklet, Aseer
does not emerge as a direct subject; rather, it functions as an
emotional backdrop that quietly permeates the texts,
manifesting in imagery, language, and expressive detail, and
enriching the creative work with human and cultural depth.
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Poetry Section

Here, verses find their echo,
emotions find their voice, and
the soul of Aseer reveals itselfin
lines crafted with honesty and
luminous presence
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”A Tale Written By The Clouds”

To Aseer

You show up like a kiss,
unbound

An eye that never sheds
A delicate body on hard land

Fields as lush as maiden
braids

You show up, a Kiss from
hanging gardens

Your verdant meaqows
crown the mountains

Through you, clouds spin
their stories

For fog to sing them to every
ear

O' lost paradise from a
fairytale

You needn't brag, for you are
the ideal

Perfection has no case to
appeal

The Nile never had to prove
its beauty

How could words add to what
we feel

O' daughter of wind and rain

Your heights house a prince
from other heights

His ancestor spent himself for
the land to unite

A descendant of glorious
reign

Unsurpassed in all domains

A high branch from a deep
root

My rhythm is silent

| drag my rhymes, yet the
fallsgor¥ y Y Y

O' golden feilds of Sarat

You shine on me like the
yellow scarves

Adorn the shy heads of young
lasses

You bare fruits as ripe as
their rosy cheeks

As mellow as their downcast
eyes

O' child of nature's colours

My wishes are meager and
few

A poet was led by his heart

Searched far and wide for
beauty, for you

My lovelorn guide is lost

The love of Aseer is all he
wants

| ask you to bless his heart
To let him be
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For a land that captured my
wandering heart

Where folks have settled old
and new

From beauteous plains to
grand mounts

| offer my poems as tribute

| dwelled in Shamasan to seek
comfort

To leave behind today's
worries

And bask in yesterday's
glories

Soudah's air | adore
Sweeter than freshwater
If l weren't homesick

| would have resided here

| stayed in Aseer an honoured
guest

Seeking knowledge and
excellence

God, as You have favoured
Aseer's residents

Bestow upon me that favour
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Perched On Aseer Cliffs

The COSMos c_arries its
reasons within

For this beauty, the lovelorn
heart yearns

| spoke of this to the soul, not
sure

If souls can read or listen

Dear guest, do not fret

For every soul here will take
you in

Flowers will greet you with
their perfume

The sun will part the sky's
curtains

Even the soil will dance and
spin

Between waves and peaks,
lies Aseer

A jade necklace over the chest
Time visited and never left

Sent its praise in songs and
tales

For a shy maiden who hides in
mist

Marjoram and basil around
her neck

Waist wrapped in wheat fields

Bathed in dew like a morning
rose

Mouth filled with ribe fruits

Cradle of dreams, does love
ever die?

Or is it an eternal flame?

Land of the noble and the
brave

You overlook the world from
your throne

And | carry you inside me
wherever | roam

15
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Short Story Section

In this section, we read short stories written by
the university’s students narratives shaped by
the features of place and the echoes of
everyday life, reimagining Aseer through the
eyes of young and creative writers.
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Aseer, the Unshaken

——

In Aseer, the mountains do not fall silent, they speak.
They rise in quiet majesty, as if offering open lessons in resilience,
whispering:“Whoever has known my peak will never settle for the valley.”So |
learn that ambition is not only ascent, but the dignity of spirit and nobility of
soul.

And as | lift my gaze toward the peaks, the fog gathers around me... a
mysterious visitor who hides the truth to test my faith in the light. | close my
eyes and walk through it, as though moving inside a dream,realizing that
mystery is not fear, but space where hope is born. In the villages of Aseer, the
houses are not stone; they are memories. Every window holds warmth, every
door holds a story,and in every woman wearing her embroidered dress, a
thousand years of strength and grace.

There | learned that authenticity is not a relic of the past, but a proud,living
present.Then comes the cloud, drifting like a message from the sky,
saying:“Even if | leave, | will return.”In the thunder, | hear life catching fire,and
when the rain falls upon the thirsty earth, grass emerges, hearts are
washed,and everything is born again, even us. Aseer is not just a place;Aseer is
the mood of a dream, the soul of art, a poem open to the sky's possibilities.

Every road here resembles the human journey to oneself:winding... veiled in
mist... yet it leads somewhere true.And when | stand at the edge of Al-Soudah
Mountain, | feel the wind calling my name. Then | know this land does not see
me as passerby, but as a creator,a witness, a child of beauty.

In Aseer | learned:That identity is not an idea, but a heartbeat. That nature is
not scenery, but a teacher. And that when a place embraces a person... they
become poetry. So whenever the clouds rise over Aseer’'s mountains, a new
dream rises within me, and a love for this land grows deeper, beyond words.
And | know | am from a place that seldom gave birth to beauty, strength, and
artists .

18



awgall U4 j puiy 200 dolld
gg ctwlall cogle ail4

dajell vy M wbbd

,a_uaa(_n_a;_nJ.ad.n:.I cu_nsangm Lru;LuILnJlu\_cD e fidi @l
$aaga ...aidga dudwg ,dhall iala e Gl Eiis S)51all (na (nilysag
.claiiVl auiy Lud

U aiél o)Ly clggll .Lgileaija aai (ndl tnang Saps ,qubis gl..t_bm_a
Lgla ...guLill ogag ,clpaall Juall , axiubll Ogudl .cliniag J'..cloans
el @l Llgidl , giguini M clubi

Of Opealy pc ina , Lid G4l L Ipds cqai gpbi gi Gadicl ,apell (na
.als Cuanll

waapai Wil gi Spail (il ...ailgha (ngw wayyi U, Laygid wlall gla
.29y @iil @l gl uin

:ald @i, Gnap "l o il ) yiiliwg |, @luwll Gali jgac sijal
HMagyd ghay g LA

:Allég Glab

Saua 1215 dglall ebublll JA ... gurosll (na gina el cnady”

.ailwig , aaii ,ophiil &y .@uall @glai aci @l ,@gull ¢ll3 dia
sitadyd ol Lgid] yiguid el puc

0983 ISy




A Fog That Knows No Exile

| didn't choose Aseer, it chose me.l arrived as a stranger,
carrying my heartin abag and my memories in silence.

| was looking for a moment of refuge, a temporary peace...
found something that felt like belonging.

On a foggy morning, | walked alone to one of its high places.
The air was cold, but it didn't sting, it embraced.The mud
houses, the green mountains, the faces of the people... none of
it looked like me, yet none of it pushed me away .

In exile, | got used to explaining myself, again and again.But
here, in Aseer, silence felt enough.

The fog was thick — | could only see my steps.Still, | felt the
ground knew me, even if | didn't yet belong.An elderly woman
greeted me and asked, “Are you from here?”l hesitated, then
said:“No... but maybe close.”

She laughed and replied:

“It's enough that you came on a Thursday; Thursdays always
bring good things.”Since that day, | stopped resisting the
clouds.

| began to wait for them, follow them, and live inside them.
Aseer didn't resemble me, but it didn't reject me.

And in a world that demands you prove where you belong, it is
enough to find a place that doesn't ask, a place that simply lets
you be.

20
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A LAND THAT HOLDS YOU CLOSE BD

My journey began with a weary soul and a fragile body, at the age of eleven.

When hope was gone, we decided on one last trip to the south of the
Kingdom, to Aseer, where the mountains embrace everyone. That was all
we needed.

Heat turned to coolness, and the wind became a friend — whispering where
it came from, singing, playing with my hair, urging me to smile and set my
sadness aside for a quieter day.

My green dress danced gleefully; | had never danced before. The sun peeked
shyly through the clouds, perhaps embarrassed... like me.

Mountain peaks competed: who can rise highest? Maybe I'll try; from the top,
the world looks small... almost funny.

| asked my mother: “Why are mountains so tall?” She said: “To remind us
how small the world is.” We arrived when the earth wore a green garment
that looked like mine.

Was it inviting me to become a tree? Or a blade of grass—part of its being?
Generous, welcoming, its scent can’t be described, only breathed in. My
grandmother pointed to the sky: Blue, then white, sometimes showing off its
treasure, other times dark, carrying me to sleep like my father once did.

When it cries hard, is it hurting, or praying? And when it's perfectly clear,
why is it beautiful only then?

when | used to play alone, my dad would get angry On my last day, the wind
whispered:

“We'llmeet again.” | would love to return, but | don't even want to leave. The
earthis alive... embracing,breathing us in and out. We belong to it, and it
belongs to us.

22
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A Memory That Never Ages DD

When | forget, memories return, moments that make me smile longing
for days | gave up on reliving.

A gentle scent carries me back to a house | used to visit, playing and
pretending to fight with the little ones, To the day | was accidentally locked
inside.

To the mountain we climbed up and raced down, never knowing those
moments would end one day And each of us would grow up to face our
own mountains, our own closed doors, and our own battles.

I miss my grandfather, ending one a prayer waiting for the next, giving
away only keeping enough for the day, wrapped in a cloak that fits only
him.

| used to ask him to bite his long beard just to make me laugh — and he
would do it.

I miss my grandmother — baking in the clay oven, drying jameed, feeding
us with kindness,

dying my hands with henna, her embrace feeling like the entire world.

I miss how celebrations once were — gathering early, preparing together,
The houses were alive with fabrics, voices, and joy.

With time, my grandfather forgot everything except his prayer and the
call to worship — until he passed.

My grandmother grew weak and followed him, and her embrace that
used to fit the whole world would no longer hold me.

Now | walk through the grown-up world, still yearning for a life simple
and within reach.

One day | may grow old, but my memory never will, as long as | go back to
it everyday , he same child still, standing in my grandfather’s verdant
farm, Today, as a young woman, I look from the window to see the land
that only only blooms with rain A memorty filled with childhood’s love and
peace cannot grow old, nor the days | spent with my grandfather and
grandmother.
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WHISPERS OF THE MIST GIRL

_

On a cold night in Aseer, the fog swallowed the roads until the houses
looked like distant ghosts.

Rima stepped out to her balcony, hoping the air might clear her heavy
thoughts,

and there, on a distant mountain, she saw the shadow of a girl
standing still.

When she focused, the figure began moving closer, not walking, but
drifting... almost flying.

As it approached, its face appeared: blank, featureless, a white void
staring back.

Rima tried to scream, but her voice vanished into the fog.

The room changed — doors shut, windows whispered,

and she felt like someone was one step ahead of her.

She tried to escape from the balcony, jumped toward the car shed,
and suddenly found herself back inside her room, not knowing how.
On the desk was a hot plate of food she hadn't ordered.

The balcony was open.

The fog was slipping inside.

And then Rima understood:

The girl wasn't a hallucination...

She was made of fog.

And each time the mist returns to Aseer...

she will return with it.
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literary Essay Section

This section features literary and cultural essays
that reflect the awareness of the university’s
students and reveal their perspectives on
beauty, identity, and culture.
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Aseer, Where Authenticity Comes Alive

| am bound to Aseer by an unmeasurable sense of belonging. Every corner
carries a memory and a story. | lived among its mountains and breeze for nearly
twenty years, yet the wonder it inspires has never faded. Every morning, |
rediscover something that stirs my admiration anewi, its captivating landscapes,
its mountains that embrace the clouds, and the rich variety of its dialects and
traditions, all reflecting the values of the South: generosity, dignity, and unity,
embodied in one spirit: the true spirit of Aseer.

Because beauty inspires beauty, | found myself drawn to the poetry of His
Highness Prince Khalid Al-Faisal; a poet whose words blend eloquence with
sincerity. His verses became a mirror reflecting a noble affinity and a deep
connection to the land. His poems found a new cord when the Arab artist
Mohammed Abdu performed several of them, which granted them an eternal
life and deepened their emotional resonance. With his words, the Prince painted
a unique portrait of Aseer, celebrating its clouds and mountains and expressed
the passion we all carry for this extraordinary place.

Aseer rises upon peaks draped in clouds, caressed by gentle breezes and
wrapped in mist throughout the year. Rain falls upon its green terraces,
watering life and allowing nature to write another chapter of eternal beauty.
Today, Aseer moves confidently toward a future worthy of its charm, guided by
a vision that sees its beauty as a story to be shared with the world. A vision that
brings life back to its mountains and plains, restoring humanity to the heart of
development, so that Aseer becomes a destination that never loses its warmth;
a land of tourism rooted not in a season, but in a spirit that is there all year long.

Yet Aseer is not only defined by its natural beauty, its soul culture, vibrant with
creativity and authenticity, mirrors the ancient southern identity shaped by
mountains, valleys, and historic villages. It is a cradle of art and living heritage.
This authenticity shines through its traditional arts, such as Al-Khutwah and Al-
La‘b, which today form a cultural attraction introducing visitors to the spirit of
the South and the creativity of its people. It lives as well in its colorful traditional
garments, each stitch telling the story of ancestors. Its people embody both the
warmth and the steadfastness of the mountains—welcoming strangers as
though they were kin, and passing down values and generosity from one
generation to the next.

And when the South is mentioned and its tales are told, Aseer stands as living
proof of deep belonging and genuine emotion. Identity here grows like life
sprouting from stone. No matter how far a southerner travels, they carry the
South in their voice, their accent, and the pulse of their heart. As the saying
goes:

“You may take the southerner out of the South, but you can never take the

South out of the southerner.” 29
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The Self in the Embrace of Mountains:
The Deep Philosophy of ‘Aseer

In southern ‘Aseer, the mountains are not mere stones, but mirrors of the
soul and archivists of time. Every valley, every rock, carries the echo of
generations that lived on the edge of the wind; people who faced hardship
without complaint, shaped their values through the land itself. These
ancestors left behind more than physical traces; they planted within us a
solid core, a clear vision, and a spirit of life long before modern man came
to define it.

Here, the environment shapes the human being before they start to know
themself. It condenses spiritual details, deep pathways, and fields that
demand labor and patience, forcing the person to confront oneself before
confronting the soil. Every breeze that crosses these mountains doubles
the memory of place, raising questions about identity, time, and
endurance. One feels not only tied to the land, but also to the past and the
quiet line of civilization, still holding onto the wisdom of roots.

A wisdom one must actively summon to stay balanced.

Hardship is not an obstacle, but a tool to sharpen oneself and form
consciousness. For centuries, the poets of the south were the keepers of
awareness, women and men alike. Their verses were not mere words, but
reflections of an inner depth, a dialogue between geography and spirit,
always rooted in the relationship between human and land. Here,
language became a path to understand life rather than decorating it,
turning mountains into a school of the soul and a refuge for a presence
unshakable by change, nor can it be robbed of its inner sight.

The mountains harden the mind and free the spirit, yet they also test the
human heart, pushing it toward moments of inner reflection. Patience
becomes an experience, awareness becomes a lifelong responsibility;
suspended between earth and time. Between the steady endurance of
ancestors and the hesitant pulse of modernity, a quiet life is born, full of
meaning and silent light. And here, in the presence of a steadfast self,
emerges a renewed strength to face the world’s challenges, just as those
before us did across the centuries; leaving behind a trace that still lives in
the depths of our being, reminding us that each new day brings its own

test of inherited wisdom and inner consciousness. 31
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visual Arts Section

A collection of paintings and digital
artworks capturing the beauty of
Aseer from multiple perspectives,
portraying the artist’s intimate
connection with place.
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Amid the stillness of the mountains and the whispers of
the sky, appears Aseer in its authentic form. Mud and
stone houses embrace the earth with dignity, while the
watchtower stands tall over the villages. The sky glows
with colour, the land spreads its beauty, and together
they tell a story of timeless identity and generous nature
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A digital artwork created by tablet that took three
hours to complete. After reading Dr. Abdulhadi
Harb’s poem about Abha, especially the verse “Wind
is @ melody, Clouds are dancers,” | was inspired to
turn those words into a visual piece that reflects
their beauty and spirit
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An abstract painting inspired by “The Girl with a Pearl Earring,”
reimagined through a contemporary approach that relies on
geometric forms and bold colours. The artwork reflects the
simplicity of line and the strength of composition, offering the
viewer space tocontemplate the dialogue between the classical past
and the modern present
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My participation in the
“Thara” event aimed to
reflect the cultural identity
of the Aseer region by
documenting more than
two thousand photographs
that highlight the beauty of
the place and the deep
connection to the land. This
image is among the most
significant, portraying His
Highness Prince Turki bin
Talal as a symbol of
development and pride.
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Inspired by a humble teaseller on a mountain road in Aseer,
offering tea for free despite having little. The shaded clothing
details add realism, while Al-Qatt Al-Aseeri patterns reflect the
region’s identity. The artwork celebrates the Southern values
of humility and generosity
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Inspired by a humble
teaseller on a mountain
road in Aseer, offering tea
for free despite having
little. The shaded clothing
details add realism, while
Al-Qatt Al-Aseeri patterns
reflect the region’s identity.
The artwork celebrates the
Southern values of humility
and generosity.
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Photography in Rijal Almaa
is more than capturing
beauty—it is a dialogue
between past and present.
Every corner reflects
history and the spirit of the
Aseeri people, who carved

00 O io 1 o 9 their heritage in stone and
e s Elamm ornament. Art remains a
< a5 | , witness to the identity and

memory of this place.
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This picture reflects the spirit
of Aseer through a blend of
tradition and modernity.

Ancient pottery, folk art, and
Aseeri stone architecture
come together to preserve
the region’s cultural beauty
and identity.
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This artwork expresses love and belonging to the Aseer
region. The human heart is drawn containing symbols of
Aseeri heritage—traditional dress and natural landscapes.
The fusion shows that the love of Aseer is rooted deep
within and flows through one’s veins
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In Aseer’s old alleyways, stone walls preserve the memory of
those who came before, telling stories of glory and genuinity.
Though people leave, their traces remain; proof that tradition
lives on in every detail of the place.
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This booklet is not merely a collection of literary texts or artistic works; it
is a space where emerging voices converge with experience, and where
expression meets identity. Each participant articulates a distinct
perspective, leaving an imprint that reflects a growing awareness of the
power of words and images and their role in shaping human experience.
This work represents an initial step in a journey we hope will continue to
unfold, welcoming further creativity and reaffirming the university not
only as a place of learning, but as a nurturing ground for thought and
imagination.
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