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WRITER AND
STORYTELLER

Motaz H Matar is a filmmaker by training and a
storyteller at heart. He holds an MFA in Cinematic
Arts and an MA in Serial Storytelling. A Palestinian
based in Dubai, he teaches media at the university
level and believes his soul cannot think without a
picture.

In 2017, while studying in Germany, he wrote his
first book, The 28 Mansions of the Moon, and fell in
love with the literary form. By 2019, he completed
The Pigeon Whisperer and a collection of novellas.
Writing became his way to understand life—and
himself.




LUKA
JAPARDIZE

ARTIST
SILLUSTRATOR

Luka Japardize is a Georgian artist and illustrator
whose work spans multiple styles, combining fine
arts, illustration, and mural painting. A graduate of
the Faculty of Fine Arts at the Thilisi State
Academy of Arts, he is known for his versatility
and flexible techniques—ranging from vintage
comic-inspired visuals to contemporary character
design and narrative compositions. His practice
includes editorial illustration, posters, murals, and
commissioned works, with a focus on bold,
expressive storytelling.




To the
Golden Era

To the voices that still sing Iin grainy
recordings, to the flickering film reels
that refuse to fade, and to the timeless
love stories etched in black and white.

To the dreamers who find themselves in

the echoes of a song, in the glow of an old
theater, in the shimmer of nostalgia.

This is for the past that shaped us, the art
that endures, and the stories that refuse
to be forgotten.




THE SMELL OF THE NILE RIVER WAS SEPVATING ANP INTOXICATING WHEN I SMELLEY IT FOR THE FIRST TIME.

PUT TOPAY THE NILE HAZ A SCENT UNLIKE ANY OTHER, ANP IT WOULP NEVER PE THE SANE
AGAIN. IN THE VEPTHS OF THE NILE WERE PURIEV SECRETS ANV STORIES FROM THE PAST:

FROM THE GOLPEN AGE,

FROM THE ANCIENT WORLE
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FROM EIGHT THOUSANP YEARS AGO.

IV CIVILIZATION PEGIN HERE?

zIV MY LIFE PEGIN HERE? »‘fh
ol ¥

N\
WHERE VOES THE FUTURE ORPER PEGIN?
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T WAS ALONE BECAUSE T WANTED TO BE ALONE. WELL, T WAS
SOMEONE WHO ENJOYED MY OWN COMPANY ANYWAY.
b UL =] !'i |

THE GLAMOUR OF THE SILVER SCREEN ANP SYMPHONIES,
THE EPIC GRANPEUR OF THE GOLPEN AGE. : ERL
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HOW MANY TIMES HAP T BPOUGHT
A TICKET FOR THAT SAME MOVIE?
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/ HUNPREPS?
THOUSANPS?

I HAP LOST COUNT




I'V SIT IN A CORNER.

I |
THE TICKET MASTER WOULPN'T ASK
ME FOR MY TICKET ANYMORE.
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PUT FOR THE FIRST TIME, I FELT
MY FACE CHANGE AS I CAME IN.
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THE LOOK ON HIS FACE LOOMEDP
FROM OVER THE TICKET COUNTER.

I WAS WORRIED IV PONE
SOMETHING WEONS’_J

GOV KNOWS HOW OFTEN I CAME TO
THIS PLACE. NEVER HAD I FELT
SUCH A STRANGE FEELING
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I WAS IN THERE
ANV NOWHERE.
&
NOSTALGIC ANPZ MISERAPLE.
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PUT THE VIPES OF THE
MOVIE WERE STILL THE
SAME: THE GRAININESS
OF THE SCREEN, THE
CHIC ATTIRE, THE

NIGHTINGALE VOICE OF

APPEL HALIM.

I MEMORIZEV THE LINES, TOUCHED Y
EVERY SOUNE SONG ANP FLARE. |

I STAREV MORE THAN EVER.
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I WISHEP TO PE AN ACTOR.

TO SHARE THE SOUL OF APPEL HALIM,
TO ENTER THE WORLP OF THE PLUE
LOTUS OF CAIRO AS HE HANPS IT TO
HS MAIN ACTRESS TURNED LOVER.
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AND THEN THE ENPING SCENE PN n@ -
WHERE ABTEL HALIM STAYS ON ! A
STAGE ANP SINGS; SHE SITS L& %
WITH FEAR IN HER EYES, HER RIBPB
GAZE AT my FLIPPED cUP THE B hadb
ENCHANTING YOICE. THE musicl .{
PLAYER AND THEN IT STOPPER \"
n
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SOMETHING WEIRP HAPFENETR = k
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FOR A SPLIT SECONE APPEL HALIM STAREV AT

ME ANP THEN THE LIGHTS CAME ON. THE MEEK TUERE WAS AN
TICKET MASTER, WHO WAS THERE PEFORE, ERROR IN THE PFZOJECTOIZ
CANE OVER TO APOLOGIZE AND WE HAVE TO

CLOSE POWN.

THEN, WITHOUT SAYING WHY, HE PISAPPEARETR, ANV
THE FILM TURNEV OFE THE PROJECTOR WOUNP
POWN, ANP I PRAGGEV MYSELF AWAY. T ASKED

MYSELF HOW THIS HAP NEVER HAPFENEY PEFORE
ANZ WHY SOMEONE COULP REMAIN FAR PEYONP

COMPREHENSION.
WAS THIS LIFE A MIRACLE?

& —_—
-

WAS MY LIFE ONLY A MOVIE?
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WHEN I WALKEP OUTSIPE,
LIFE WAS THE SAME.
I WALKED PY THE NILE.

FISHERMEN ANP PEOPLE WERE CHAOTICALLY
ENGAGEVD IN THE PACE OF LIFE. -

STILL, THE VOICE OF APPEL HALIM
RESONATEV IN MY EARS ANV mY
HEART - 7%

| MY FACE WAS NOT THE SAME AS IT
NEEPED TO PE.
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I NEARLY MET THE TICKET
MASTER'S FACE.

|
1 RAN BACK TO THE POOR
B | oF THE THEATRE. |EBE

IT WAS CLOSER WHY POES
IT CLOSE IN THE PAYTINE?

I SNUCK AROUNP TO THE PACK, NOTICING THE MOVIE
POSTER GLOWING IN FLICKERING NEON. I SAW THERE
WAS NO ENTRANCE TO THE THEATRE.

HAP I PEEN LIVING IN WHAT I'7 PEEN WATCHING ALL MY LIFE - A MOVIE?




THE FILM, LIKE A MOVIE, LIKE LOVE, PURST APART ITS FRAGMENTS SCATTERER

ANP

HE

THE TICKETS WERE PLASTEREV ACROSS THE ARENA IN TEARS.

L

OVE LOSI THE SCENE OF THE MOVIE ETCHED ITSELF INTO ME, AS FERMANEN
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HALIN'S EYES WERE TELLING ME SOMETHING THOUGH T COULPN'T YET [idd e

WHAT ARE
YOU TALKING
APOUT?

I STILL PONT
UNPERSTANIZ
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T AS THE
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THE TICKET MASTER'S EYES GLEAMED LIKE NO OTHER, THEIR COLORS
MUTEPD IN SHAPES OF PLACK ANZ GRAY. THE PLUE LOTUS HE HELP

STEAPY ANV COMMANPING:

TAKE THE
PLUE LOTUS..
WHAT NOURISHES A
DLUE LOTUS? A
WATERY WICK.

THE PLUE LOTUS,
IT'S YOUR TICKET

TO THE PASTL..

IT'S YOUR
TICKET TO LOVE,
TO REPIRTH.




YOU'LL
EXFPERIENCE
A TRIF SFIRALED

EXPERIENCE AN
ENHANCEL, REAL PAIN,

e LOVE, LIFE...

YOU KIPPING
MEe?

NG,
TRY IT FOR
YOURSELF

TOPAY IS THE LAST \ ‘
PAY OF THS EXISTING

MOVIE THEATRE. YOU WON A

TICKET TO THE PAST
S0 IT'S YOUR CHOICE IF YOU

WANT TO GO..
THE THEATRE

WILL SHUT POWN
ANYTIME NOW. THERE WILL

BE NO TICKET NO
BLUE LOTUS.

YOU HAVE
A CHANCE TO COME

Alalad YOU CAN JUMP

PACK WITHOUT PETOURS
OR PORTALS.

AN COME
PACK.

OR STAY THERE.

AM I THE ONLY
ONE WHO HAS
EXPERIENCED THIS,
OR HAS ANYONE
GONE PEFORE ME?
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I TOOK THE PLUE LOTUS FROM
THE TICKET MASTER.

THERE WAS A FLASH OF
LIGHT ANZ A WINPSTORM
INSIPE THE MOVIE THEATRE.

THE TICKET MASTER
PVISAPPEARER

I WAS LEFT ALL
ALONE AGAIN.
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EVERYTHING WAS PIFFERENT B
/AR Y = N 0 o »

- S
fb‘{ﬂﬁ ? \
I WAS IN EGYFPT IN 1960, I'l "‘
ON THE SET OF A FiLm [P0
FOR APPVEL HALIM HAFEZ.
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A Stranger In
a Golden Age

I was left all alone again. Everything was
different. 1 was in Egypt in 1960, on the
set of a film for Abdel Halim Hafez. The
portal was open.

Maybe you know what you thought you
knew, but everything is different on the
other side. Everything is different when
you access the portal. It’'s things that
were kept as secrets...




Questions

1.What do you think the Golden Era holds
behind its velvet curtain?

2.Will Ali step into a memory or rewrite
it?

3.Will he brush shoulders with Abdel

Halim Hafiz, or just hear him in the
wind?

4.What secrets does the past still
whisper—and why do we keep
listening?




Stay Tuned

Coming
Soon




Contact me

@ www.mhmatar.blog




