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Are you passionate about stories?  Are you passionate about art?  Have you ever imagined that your art would 
end up in publication?  Now you have the chance! 
 
My Arabic Story has completed a collective story written by some of its creative members worldwide. The story is 
very imaginative and has a twist end. It is currently looking for an artist who is creative and deadline oriented to 
craft its characters on paper. Draw, sketch, paint or use computer aided software to illustrate two of the story’s 
main characters and send them to us by the deadline.   
Each participant will be given a copy of the book once it is completed and the winner will have his/her name 
published in it, along with a $50 gift certificate from amazon.com  
 
Only the first part of the story will be displayed for the entrants use (see attached paper), for an electronic copy, 
please email contests@myarabicstory.org or find it on http://myarabicstory.org/index/stories.htm  
 
 
Rules and regulations: 

�  Entrants can be of any age and any nationality in any country. However, the story is suitable for ages 10 
to adults.  

�  2 designs are required by each person, at least one main character. The design should include the 
character, its surrounding and background of any scene the contestant chooses. 

�  Entries will be judged by a panel of diverse members of My Arabic Story 
�  My Arabic Story has the right to use any design in another project if needed after informing the original 

artist of its new use.  
�  One entry per person. 
�  Please include your name, address, phone number, email and age on each entry you send. 
�  Prize will be paid in Canadian dollar 
�  Prize will be give only after the full illustration of the book is completed (around 20 to 25 illustration for the 

whole book) 
�  Entries must be postmarked no later than February 5, 2007 
� Winner will be announced on our website on Feb 20, 2007 
� The whole book illustration must be completed by March 30, 2007 
� Winners will be contacted through telephone and/or email 
�  All entrants’ names will be posted on www.myarabicstory.org 
� US participants please email for a US address to send to.  
�  Entries can be sent to contests@myarabicstory.org or  
 

My Arabic Story 
103-315 East 3rd St. 

North Vancouver, BC 
V7L 1G1, Canada 

 

    
 
 
My Arabic Story is a non profit organization that started in Montreal in 2003 as a group project. It aims at 
promoting the Arabic culture through its own stories, using storytelling, puppet shows, books and CDs. For more 
information, visit www.myarabicstory.org   



��������	�
�������
�����������������������
���������� ����	���������� 2 

 
 
Haidar the King 
 
Once, there was, or there wasn't, a young man in Basrah named Haidar, whose father was a fisherman. 
Haidar was convinced that he was a prince in disguise, and could regularly be found sitting on a big 
rock—by the side of the Euphrates River—pretending that it was his throne and holding a big curvy leaf 
as his cup of wine. The young man had a very wild imagination.  
 
Life was hard for Haidar and his seven siblings. Their mother had died two years prior, leaving an empty 
space in her children's hearts. However, their father was an encouraging man, determined that his 
children succeed in life.  
 
One day, Haidar came running home and found only his two younger sisters cooking and taking care of 
their baby brother. Haidar was very anxious and restless. No matter how much they begged him to say 
what was wrong, he did not speak a word. He soon stormed out of the house the same way that he had 
entered.  
 
A few house later, their father came home with some fish that needed to be cleaned. The girls told him 
what had happed with Haidar. He left the house and went to the place where Haidar usually played by 
the Euphrates and found him sitting on top of his rock, soaking wet.  
 
“What is going on?” the father asked his beloved son.  
 
“Nobody cares about me, nobody knows me, and nobody serves me.” 
 
“Should we all serve you?” 
 
“Yes you should, because I am the king!” 
 
Haidar's father stood in silence for a while and then asked his son to come back home with him.  
 
While they were walking, Haidar's father was thinking of what to do with his beloved son. He knew his 
son very well—about his broad imagination and his ambitious, yet fanciful, attitude toward life. He 
wondered how he could encourage his son's imagination and still hlp him to become a good man in the 
future.  
 
“Son, what do you want to be when you are older?” he asked suddenly.  
 
“I wish to be a king, as I am now a prince, but nobody will treat me as royalty,” Haidar replied, 
sheepishly.  
 
His father smiled and said, “But Haidar, you are already a king.” 
 
“I am?” Haidar was suspicious, and knew that his father was up to something.  
 
“Yes you are,” his father replied, “but you are a king without a kingdom, because you do not rule over 
any creature. The world, however, has many creatures over which you can rule. Take a look around you: 
you can find many kingdoms without kings, and you are a king without a kingdom. So, choose your 
kingdom, but keep in mind that you must rule your kingdom with love, and not with power. That is the 
measure of a true king. I will test you, my son, to see if you are a reliable king. Look at the broad sea. I 
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have been making my living as a fisherman. My business is killing the creatures which live in the sea, so 
I am not able to rule over them. As soon as they see me they swim away. You must gather these 
creatures close around you and make them feel safe, then and only then will you be a king.”  
 
Haidar sighed and looked at his father skeptically, while he continued excitedly, “Yes. This will be your 
test, and you will be a great success.”  
 
 
The next morning, Haidar returned to his place on the rock by the Euphrates.  
 
“How can someone like me rule over the sea?” Haidar wondered aloud while staring at the surface of the 
water. He sat on that rock day and night, thinking, until he was nearly stuck to it. One morning before 
dawn, some fish swimming past the rock started leaping out of the water to see what Haidar was doing.  
 
One particularly playful fish saw Haidar and recognized him, as he had been sitting there for days. The 
fish jumped next to the rock, demanding Haidar's attention. When Haidar looked down, the fish asked, 
“What troubles you, boy?”  
 
“I am supposed to be the King of the Sea, but I do no know how to rule my subjects,” he replied, sullen.  
 
The fish laughed out loud. “You can't possibly be serious!” he shouted between laughs. “We are not that 
easy to rule!”  
 
“I do not know whether it is easy, or difficult, for I am a king with no kingdom,” Haidar replied 
defiantly.  
 
“Foolish man.” The fish pulled a scarf from the water and told Haidar, “Take this magic scarf. Tie it 
around your neck and it will allow you to survive under the water for a long time without coming up to 
breather. Follow me and I will show you things which you don't understand.  
 
 
Haidar took the scarf and dove into the water. He followed the Playful Fish, swimming down the river 
and out into the open sea. He took in his surroundings while reflecting upon his desire to rule over this 
sea. He began to see things that he had never dreamed of. He saw schools of fish that he had never 
known existed and plants that he wouldn't have seen even in his wildest dreams. The fish regarded him 
with disdain, shocked to see him there among them. They stared and laughed at Haidar. He heard one of 
them say that the Playful Fish had turned the game around on Haidar and fished this stupid human off of 
the land the way that the humans capture them out of the water.  
 
Everything seemed as a dream to Haidar. The magic scarf proved itself as being truly magical as it 
allowed him not only to breathe under the water, but to hear and see as the fish did. He could understand 
the words of the fish as though he were one of them.  
 
Haidar and his guide swam deeper and deeper until they drew near an ominous outcropping of rock. 
Beneath it sat a wise-looking old fish, enormous in size, stern in temperament. He addressed Haidar by 
name, as though he knew him and lived with him in his own house.  
 
“Haidar, son of the most feared and deadly Fisherman, you intend to rule this sea and all of its creatures? 
Is this true Haidar?”  
 
“Yes,” Haidar beamed, “It is I.”  
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“Do you think that it is so easy to rule this twisting-turning sea and all of its strange inhabitants? Why 
would you think this?”  
 
“I am human, and nothing can stop me from doing what I am determined to do.” 
 
The Wise Old Fish floated in silence, thinking deeply, then suddenly said, “We are a kingdom without a 
king and you are an ambitious king without a kingdom. We are going to give you a chance to rule us, 
but you will have to pass two tests.” 
 
Haidar looked down, dreading more tests. “Look at me Haidar,” said the Wise Old Fish, “We are a 
nation, like any other nation. We used to live in the broad sea in peace and safety without fears or 
troubles. We lived long lives and neither hurt nor killed anyone, minding our own business, until one 
day when a great, huge whale came along. He began eating fishes of all sizes. He crushed our eggs and 
demanded that we offer one hundred of our brethren daily as a compulsory sacrifice for him to eat. We 
became a weak nation. Though we have cried out and begged the Whale continuously to leave us alone, 
but he has never responded. Haidar, you cannot imagine how cruelly our nation has been treated. This 
will be your first chance to prove yourself as our king, you will free us from the whale and his 
oppression. Although, before you jump to a decision, you should remember that such a victory will hard 
fought and bloody. Keep in mind, also, that the second test will be more difficult and demanding than 
the first. It is your choice to fight or to flee: to be our king or to find somewhere else to rule.”  
 
And so as the would-be hero Haidar thought it over, he noticed himself becoming out of breath. The 
effects of the magic scarf were wearing off. The Playful Fish told Haidar that he would have to go back 
to the surface soon or he would drown.  
 
“How can I come back?” asked the worried Haidar.  
 
“The scarf gives you only a limited amount of time under water,” answered the Playful Fish, “but you 
can wear it as many times as you want. However, you must find a way to stay under the water longer 
than the scarf will allow, or you will never be able to defeat your opponent the Whale.  
 
Just before he turned to swim back, the Wise Old Fish gave Haidar a blue stone. “Take this,” he said 
gravely, “and consider thoughtfully what to do.” 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
© All rights reserved 
 
My Arabic Story is a non profit organization that started in Montreal in 2003 as a group project. It aims at 
promoting the Arabic culture through its own stories, using storytelling, puppet shows, books and CDs. For more 
information, visit www.myarabicstory.org   
 


