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Our Vision
UNRAVELING IMAGINATION

Our Mission
CHANNELING THE MULTITUDE OF
RESONATING VOICES ONTO A
CONSTRUCTIVE PLATFORM

Our Core Values
EXECUTIONAL EXCELLENCE
DEDICATED DETERMINATION
PERFECT PERFORMANCES
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DIRECTOR'S
NOTE

DR. MUHAMMAD MOHSIN KHAN
The students and the faculty of the Institute of Management Sciences (IMSciences) have
always excelled in different spheres of life. Be it exertive sports, elaborate academics or
intriguing arts, IMSciences have always managed to mark their presence at the very least.
Both the administration and the faculty strives to ensure an enriching environment in which
students can be molded into well-rounded individuals. Hence, this first-ever literary
magazine of IMSciences is also yet another tremendous achievement; and a promise of
many more to come. Needless to say, I address you with immense pride and satisfaction
that have no parallel.
Helen Keller has so eloquently identified, “Alone we can do so little, together we can do so
much”. This quote is perfectly applicable to ‘The Muse’. This magnificent magazine is not a
feat of a mere individual but a dream brought to life by an excellent team. This team
portrays the collaboration between our supportive faculty and the hard-working students
who have visibly functioned relentlessly to perfect this magazine. Moreover, this magazine
shows that our students can take initiatives and strive to make them marvels. Also, the
write-ups of our burgeoning writers are highly commendable.
Lastly, I hope that you enjoy this magazine the way I did. It is a guaranteed roller coaster of
a ride that never ceases to amaze, thrill and captivate its readers.
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BOOK CLUB'S
(PAGE-TURNERS)

NOTE

MR. SIKANDAR TANGI
Writing is one of the most incredible technologies invented by the human race, without
writing humans could not have achieved their civilisational glory, this glory attained its
zenith with the amalgamation of aesthetics in the shape of literature. Literature helps us
understand life, it expands our horizons, it builds critical thinking in us, it makes us imagine
ideas which are more important than knowledge, and the heavens communicate with us in
literature. As Charles Bukowski says, “Without literature, life is hell”. The “Muse” is one such
effort by a dedicated team of IMSciences’ students to achieve all these blessings which we
have in the shape of literature.
Literary activities complete academic life, knowing this fact IMSciences’ Bookclub (the
Page-turners) has always been active in organising literary gatherings and events. This firstever student magazine is great news for the Institute; this is an opportunity for the students
to present, develop and improve their literary skill and creativity, where they enjoy the
freedom to express their opinions in the free academic environment of IMSciences.
I express my compliment to Muse team by presenting us a high-quality work covering a
variety of subject matters with elegant designing.
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ADVISOR'S NOTE
MR. MUHAMMAD EHTESHAM
Writing not only follows thought but is a
particular modality of thought itself. Those who
are adept at both speaking and writing know
that spoken thought and written thought are
different. There are thoughts that we keep
within ourselves; there are those that find
expression in speech; moreover, there are those
thoughts that are externalized through the
written medium. What is seldom recognized is
that writers think differently than those who
only speak (which is the majority of people).
Thought that compels one to write is characterized by an emotional or intellectual intensity that
has found ratification by the aesthetic sense or the human intellectual center. “I should have
written that thought” is often a regret that is manifested once a refined thought is muddled and
rendered blurry by the “vicissitudes of time” and the limitations of memory. This is why writing
must be made a habit in every individual’s life, since every individual is capable of thoughts that
are viewed as arcane and only available to writers. What writers do is that they write. This may
seem too obvious to waste one’s words on; nevertheless, the one who is in the habit of writing
will record thoughts that are worthy of recording. Hence, precious thoughts would not be
wasted. Moreover, the writer’s medium compels her/him to think mostly what is worth writing
and worth reading; thus, writing fills the mind with profundity.
The above emphasis on thoughts—tailor-made by the mind to be written—is laid because those
thoughts often take the form of viewing reality from a perspective that would increase the
number of available perspectives on reality. This produces knowledge, wisdom and opens
interpretative possibilities.
I congratulate the team on the first issue of The Muse. The name itself compelled me to write
what I wrote since a muse is that which compels/inspires one to employ the written medium.
Creative writing is an important activity that uses imagination, experience and/or deep thought
to produce a written piece. This written piece is always worth reading, since it encapsulates a
microcosm in itself that gives pleasure and imparts knowledge once engaged with. One might
think that reading emotional poems does not produce knowledge. This, of course, has been
proven wrong by a multitude of studies in Emotional Intelligence—a form of intelligence that has
a vital role to play in an individual’s success at life and work.
The introduction of a creative journal (The Muse) into the culture of IMSciences will yield fruitful
intellectual results. Every good institution has a good creative magazine. IMSciences is a
renowned institute that has created a name for itself in a very short span of time. The only
characteristic that could have led to such a fast route to success is quality. I have no doubt that
The Muse will reflect IMSciences’ quality: the quality of the minds present in this institute. I have
no doubt, moreover, that The Muse will become a magazine that people would want to read and
publish in.
It is an honour for me personally to be part of this important project.
Well done team Muse! Well done Pageturners!
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Editor-in-Chief
SABA GUL
Magazines to me have always been much more than a mere compilation of some write-ups.
At four my acquaintance with magazines started; first to only idly stare at the glossy vibrant
pages and then to slowly devour those smashing write-ups. Simply, a magazine to me is like
an airport with each manuscript being the ticket that enables us to charter a plane to a
plethora of genres, eras and into the enthralling minds of the writers. It allows us to be
anyone, anywhere at any time. Since childhood my love has not dwindled but has erupted
into sizzling flames that sear my veins, picking intensity whenever I get a chance to dive in
and explore the bottomless abyss of a magazine.
Magazine is not just a task. It is a separate entity with the ability to advance, adapt and
evolve. It commands undying passion, relentless hard work, and constant dedication. It is by
no means a one-man show but an orchestra that has to be performed in sync. Hence, to
take all the credit as the editor-in-chief is simply cruel so instead, I will use this platform to
celebrate this magnificent magazine which is an output of a highly devoted team. My team
and I did not succumb to any adversity but lit the torches for each other as we navigated a
way in this long tunnel to accomplish our dream, our ambition, and our vision; and tried to
execute our ideas to the best of our abilities. Hence, each page of this marvel is a testament
to our achievements.
Moreover, each article, each poem and each tale in this magazine is a key that unlocks the
luminous dungeons in the minds of the burgeoning writers and allows us to consider the
spectacular subtleties within their language. Through their penmanship, we fully absorb the
portrait that they have perfected for us. It is simply intriguing to me the way these writers
have the ability to teleport a reader into their realms.
Since I am a perfectionist as I strive constantly to improve and do better than before so I
won’t label this magazine as perfection because that will kill all its potential. Instead, I
promise to launch the next edition as an improved version of this. As long as I operate as
the editor-in-chief, each edition would be a vision to behold, a quality to admire and a
marvel to experience-until the next one.
Lastly, I invite you to celebrate this monumental moment with us by embracing the firstever literary magazine of this university. Join us in the celebration of our dream. This
magazine is simply a ride that makes you clutch it harder in anticipation, flip the pages in
curiosity and gaze at the visuals in awe. Thus, switch off your phones, grab your favourite
seat and dive into this immersive magazine. Happy Reading to all!
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Advisor's
Note
MR. ASLAM MIR
VISITING FACULTY AT IM|SCIENCES
It gives me immense pleasure to congragulate team of The Muse for launching a magazine.
It is hoped that this magazine will provide a platform and outlet to the students of this
institue, to polish their writing skills and give expression to their creativity and musings..
This magazine can become a nursery for future writers.

Managerial Director
HAFSA BASHIR
I work as the managerial director for 'The Muse'. A magazine that aims to bring together
ideas, thoughts, opinions and the wondrous worlds inside the minds of the students and
teachers of IMSciences. The goal of this magazine is to bring out the inner writer in our
students and teachers, instill the love of reading in them and build a sense of community
amongst everyone in IMSciences through the written word. I find inculcating the love of
reading amongst the students quite important, as reading has been called an exercise for
the mind. Similarly, writing is an essential skill, something that allows us to preserve our
ideas and thoughts.
When I had the idea to create this magazine, this is exactly what I dreamt of achieving,
creating a community within the university which shares its ideas, thoughts, and stories
with each other in order to understand each other’s perspective and pass down knowledge.
I would like to thank 'Page-turners' for providing us a platform for initiating this magazine.
And we thank you all for the wonderful submissions we received through which this
magazine has become possible. I hope you will find joy, knowledge, and enlightenment
through this magazine.
Thank you.
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Creative Director
YUSRA SHAH
I have always been captivated by the visual aesthetics of everything. To take something in,
take it apart, and put it together again; to transform it into a better version of itself. For as
long as I can remember, I have wanted to paint, to draw, and then to design – from flyers to
posters and now, a magazine. For me, the creative vision for this magazine was to enable
every writer – every poet – to be personified in their stories. For every reader, to be able to
see the writing, and visualize the magazine, bringing it to life.
As our debut issue, it manoeuvres around a minimalist approach to art; the purpose is to tell
more with little. We aim not to show the complete structure, but rather, to let you imagine
your own interpretations, without being hindered by reality. With Plato’s allegory of the cave
in mind, my aim was to increase the dynamic between the audience and the author, by
symbolising emotions and the different interpretations that arise for different people.

Sub-editing Team
HADIA KAUSAR AND MUHAMMAD TAHIR
As sub-editors of ‘The Muse’, our job is to check the written text of the magazine before it is
published. Simply, we strive to output the best possible version of the submitted
manuscripts. It has been a great pleasure reviewing all the wonderful submissions we got
from the students and teachers alike. We feel great gratitude to have been a part of this
team and to have been given the opportunity to have a role in the birth of this magazine. It
has been a delightful experience. We are very excited to share this magazine with you and
hope you will enjoy the writing and be encouraged to share your stories with us for the next
issue. Thank you.

PAGE 9 | THE MUSE

Acknowledgments
Book club (Page-Turners) Head

Muhammad Sikandar Khan Tangi

Advisor (01)

Muhammad Ehtisham

Advisor (02)

Aslam Mir

Editor in chief
Managerial Director
Creative Director

Saba Gul
Hafsa Bashir
Yusra Shah

Sub-Editor (01)

Hadia Kauser

Sub-Editor (02)

Muhammad Tahir

About the cover
The painting uses warm and cool tones,
alternatively, in each successive building, preluding
a clash, however, it actually evokes a sense of
harmony, portraying diversity in the write-ups and
variance in the interpretations by the readers. The
ferryman in the spotlight represents the way each
story, each poem and each article stands by itself to
be approached from different angles by the varied
audience.

Cover Art by Yusra Shah.
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English

Section

Cover Art by Yusra Shah
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SHORT
STORIES

Cover Art by Yusra Shah.

ENGLISH SECTION
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MELODY

OF

UNIVERSE
Farooq

Didar

Seeking paramount happiness. Reaching out for horizons. Dreams
full of imaginations. Nights that stay awake for endless hours.
Aiming at the galaxies as a sign of possession. Attempting to find
love in others. Inviting ecstasy over misery. Making finite the
infinite. Finding peace inside your lost being and unearthing the
secrets of the world. The word that engulfs the true sense and
aroma of these sentences is 'Desire'. This very thing invades us the
second we step into this world. Not only invades but fills the
monotonous chapters of our lives with colors that uplift our urge
and will-power. As time passes by our passion and patience fade
away but desire, such a beautiful thing, this multiplies with time and
age. Along this journey, it shows different folds of the world that
sometimes even I feel a lack of acceptance. The foundation which
holds the true concept of desires is 'Imagination'. Whatever we desire
for is basically the interpretation of our imaginations that echoes in
our ears throughout our lives. Countless hours and endless days
cannot even fulfill the true meaning of desire because God gifted it
without any boundaries or limitations. Nature never witnesses a
soul with finite desires, it always ends up dealing with infinite ones
and this is the harsh reality of it. Still, it rhymes and is considered as
'The Melody of the Universe' because excluding it will leave you of no
place. I will conclude this passage with a saying,
“Only Immortals have seen the end of desires”.
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GLADIATORS
Imagine you want to be part of a
conquest that welcomes you in different
shapes and colors. All you hear the fear in
their minds, anger in their heart and envy
for the rival. It’s an enigma that normal
beings cannot overcome or comprehend.
The only soul that has the potential to
accomplish this is the Gladiator. This
individual lives by one rule and that is,
before kissing the last steps of excellence,
they conquer themselves first. Strong
energy dwells between him and his
mind. As time passes by, they are
embraced and branded by this very own
energy. No matter how harsh the climate,
surrounding or the existence becomes
the nature witness only the Gladiator,
stand

tall

and

consistent

in

such

circumstances. The find themselves good
companions of death. The fear of death is
the most special and distinctive energy
that lies among us as an unwelcome
guest. For us it’s fear but for a Gladiator
it’s a gift. Such a strange gift that reveals
itself

in

multiple

ways

before

even

unwrapping it. Their days are blended in
nights and their souls are merged into
spirituality. Seclusion and a prevailing
urge they seek, that is endless. I will end
this passage by saying this; our future
wants Gladiators as our history produced.

Farooq Didar
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FAROOQ DIDAR

SECLUSION
Witnessing the very own version of myself that I kept accountable for my mischiefs. Considering
it the worst committed act in my life. A decade ago I was residing on the edge of the horizon
where isolation stirred and provoked my inner soul to repel against the odds. One day things
went so far that my thinking and thoughts were flooded with dreams. Dreams, which took me
away to an existence, where souls dwell on desires and sins. For me, it was a death trap adorned
with laces of bright colors that were giving a spectacular view. I started considering these dreams
a faithful accompany. Investing my time and energy into it, trying to make them practical or
clearer. Such a fool I was. I never realized the true picture of it that deluded me. Let’s put it this
way that I did not acknowledge the fact that there were two types of dreams, one which is
embraced as the language of God and the second one which is adopted by souls that cannot
differentiate darkness from light. Regret was the only byproduct out of it. There is a lot to talk
about but time or circumstances won’t permit me to disclose. After this entire enigma, I changed
the direction of my course to the horizon again, it’s an eternal voyage for those who are aware of
the depths of wisdom. You can have it if you seek seclusion and start knowing yourself. As its
well said,
“WHO KNOWS HIMSELF KNOWS GOD”
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FROM A
LOSER TO A
WINNER
By Naheed Haq

I dragged myself towards my last destination.
Even my feet seemed reluctant to carry my
weight. My heart thudded faster and faster. It was
the only sign that made me realize that my soul
was still within the human frame of my body.
Thick and heavy clouds of melancholy hovered
above my life. I were dying in bits and pieces that
was really painful. I wanted to die once and for all.
I stumbled on the sloppy path that led to the sea,
my last destination where the furious splashy
waves were waiting to engulf me and my sorrows
forever. I was a loser! Yes a loser, who deserves to
meet the same fate as I have chosen for myself.
The word loser has a special affiliation with me
throughout my life. The echo of this word has
never let its grip get loose on me.

Peeping through those steel-rimmed glasses he
yelled with full force" loser! David Andrew, you
are a loser!" Tears of agony, humiliation, and
helplessness trickled down my cheeks. His
merciless words followed me like my shadow.

Some vivid memories of the past flashed before
my eyes. I could see my teacher standing at the
end of the corridor, his fierce eyes fixed on me.

To give a vent to my pent up emotions I started
writing about my experiences of life and it really
worked as I got both recognition and happiness,
but the phase

Life treated me very brutally. Whenever I tried to
hold the beautiful butterflies of delight in my
hands, they would fly away leaving behind the dull
moths of pain and misery. Pain has always been
my close associate. In fact, I learned to live with
pain. As I was a loser, I lost my parents when I was
only 6 years old. Brought up in an orphanage I was
deeply exposed to the sufferings of life and how it
seems to be an orphan. It was a period of
deprivation and desire.

ENGLISH
SECTION

seemed too short as if only a dream that ended
abruptly.
Nancy Philip came into my life like a fresh wave
of a cool breeze. She spread colours of the
rainbow in my life and illuminated it with the
fragrance of her being. But soon my life was
exposed to the wild storms of agony and misery.
One of my books was chosen for the National
award and everyone including Nancy was sure
that it would win the award, but as mentioned
earlier, destiny has branded me with the word
loser, so once again I became the most desirable
victim of unfavourable fate and the award was
given to another author. The intensity of this
incident resulted in my separation from Nancy as
she refused to spend her life with a loser. LOSER!
This word pricked my heart bitterly. I was totally
broken. Life has always deceived and defeated
and today I decided to pay it in equal terms so I
was ready to break the brutal shackles of life once
and for all.
At last, I was close to my death bed. I could feel the
wet sand beneath my feet. The heavy waves of
water were dancing in front of me. It seemed as
they were celebrating the ceremony of receiving
their victim and then engulfing him forever with
all his miseries and sufferings. I took a deep breath,
mustered up all my courage and stepped forward
to embrace the splashing roaring waves forever.
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"David! David!" For a moment I thought the
Angel of death was calling out my name. "Look!
He is the famous writer David."
The lively expressions in that voice brought me
out of my trance and I realized that I was still
alive standing on the sandy shore, the chill cold
water of the sea touching my feet. I saw some
young boys moving towards me along with a
middle-aged man. One of the boys held my hand
saying" Sir are you David Andrew? You are my
favourite author; I have read all your books." He
said all this in one breath. The shine in his eyes
told me how excited he was to meet me. The aged
man, who was their teacher, told me that these
young boys belonged to an orphanage and my
books are a source of inspiration for them. These
words touched my soul like the fragrance of a
fresh flower. For the first time in life, I realized
that I was not a loser. In fact, I was a ray of light
for all the bereaved hearts. What a big mistake I
was going to commit. My suicide would have
snatched the shine of so many eyes. It would have
destroyed the happiness of so many innocent
souls.
That incident gave me a new life. I discovered the
true meaning of life. Life was to live for others. I
was no longer a loser. I was a winner for the first
time in my life.
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ASAWIR GUL

A SURPRISE VISIT

Knock, Knock, Knock...
The door kept on knocking but I had to wait a while as I was busy preparing supper for my
family. Nobody was home. I thought that my family was back from a visit to the market. I was
not expecting them to be back in such a short time as they had left just a while ago.
When I went to the door, I heard the strange creaking of the crushing of the leaves which was
unexpected. The house was away from the crowded town and stood lonely in the woods. The
creaking and crushing seemed to be such as if somebody was trying to hide. I reluctantly opened
the door and went outside to see who it was, as nobody had answered when I called from inside,
fear was slowly creeping inside me but I was trying to overcome it, trying to console myself and
trying to be strong. I came inside and shut the door. The moment I climbed the first step of the
staircase, I heard somebody hiding under it. This was too much for me as the adrenaline was
gushing out of my glands and I had an option to fight or flight. Meanwhile, I tried convincing
myself that it was just an illusion. I climbed a few more steps but then retraced my steps back
and came downstairs. I tried to figure out who was hiding, but I could only see was a spot of
fresh blood.
Here and there, I searched the lower story of the house but couldn't find anything. I went to the
pantry, to get a baton so that I can fight with it. Suddenly, I smelt a strong fragrance of the
perfume. This really was an awful feeling because I was sure that it, definitely, was a human
being inside the lonely house. I tried to trace the smell of perfume. Ready to hit the baton
straight on the head of the person who had sneaked into my home. I opened the kitchen door; I
could feel somebody pushing the door after me.
When I tried to hit, a familiar voice screamed not to hit. It was my very close friend who had
come from abroad to meet me after 20 years. We had last seen each other since studying at
school. This was all planned by my family and they wanted to scare the hell out of me. As
punishment, I refused to give them food but, at night, I ended up laughing, after all.
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THE REALITIES OF LIFE

SANA TARIQ
Every morning as you open your eyes, disconnecting yourself from the sweetest of dreams,
what first hits your mind is not what you are going to have for breakfast but what roles you
will have to go through the next twenty-four hours. Throughout the day you come across
your mentors whom you have to respect whether their teachings seem stressful or not.
You come across people of different creeds whose teachings are totally biased against
your thinking and you try to ignore or tolerate them.
You will be walking down the street after work and come across people clothed in the
most beautiful of clothes you have ever seen. Living in the luxuries you can never imagine
having. The frustration inside you keeps boiling. Suddenly a group of men approaches you,
all of them wearing the same dress. They are here to preach you their religion. You give
them some of your time and listen to them with patience. You don't know whether they're
right or wrong but just want to rush home and detach yourself from the world. After they
have left you still have half a mile to walk as your budget doesn't allow you to go by taxi.
Despair hits you at that moment. You don’t have the smallest of clues whether all your
hard work would pay off or not. Your heart is overflowing with anxiety.
You look for some relief out of the misery your soul is in. Your inner self is tired of the
change in attitude you have been taking throughout the day to deal with people of
different sects. You look for something that could nutrify your soul and give relief as inner
peace. You look towards the desk and find an open book with blank pages and a fountain
pen, leaking some ink, lying on top of it. Your soul suddenly knows how to heal itself but
the challenge is to listen to your heart instead of your mind. You take up the pen and start
writing down your feelings. The moment you lay your pen down on the paper, your heart
suddenly opens like a fountain and all of the misery that you kept in yourself starts pouring
out. You somehow feel ease. Maybe you have been in the worst of your days but you feel as
if the pen is not leaking ink but instead is showering the paper with your frustrations. Your
mood lightens a lot. Your heart starts singing of joy and the melody is synthesized with
your writing. You feel all your emotions in motion with the pen. You now know the power
of art. Writing lets you take all of your miseries and paste it on a paper and leaves
frustration behind and gives you the content that you would never have sorted out from
anywhere else. You now have the relief of all your worries. As Maya Angelou once said:
“There is no greater agony than bearing an untold story inside you.”

DREAM
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"Rise and shine, Snowflake."
"Sod off, Stepjan. Let me rest."
"Come on, the village isn't going to raid itself. I told you not to waste your night away with that
wench Johanka. Come on, Johnny ol’ boy," said Stepjan, poking Johnny with a stick, trying to wake
him up.
"What raid? Ain’t no one told me nothing about no ploughing raid," said Johnny, the mere
mention of a raid springing him out of bed.
"You really should be paying more attention to the Chieftain's announcements. But, no, you
would rather indulge yourself in other activities," said Stepjan. Johnny grabbed his axe, donned
his coat and rushed out to join the rest of the raiding party with Stepjan.
"All those I see gathered before me, all you brave sons of Odin, I am grateful that you honor this
raid with your presence. Your loyalty will never be forgotten. Let us raise a toast for good fortune
to fall on this raid," said the Chieftain, as Johnny observed the army of Vikings standing on a
platform, with their back to the sea shore, lined with long ships. "You know, Stepjan, I've always
wanted to go on huge raids like this. The idea of crossing the sea, to explore and pillage, to
expand the clan, to find love“-- he was cut short by Stepjan's cackling.
" ‘To find love.’ That's rich coming from your mouth. You should rephrase that into a ‘sleep with
every single woman out there and break her heart the very next morn.’ Anyways, it's time we
head to our longship and find a good spot, or we'll miss out on the fun." said Stepjan, patting
Johnny on the back.
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The sea was violent, waves upon waves crashing against the fleet of long ships. In the sky above,
cracks of thunder and lightning flashing amongst the black clouds. "Look at that thunderous sky,
Johnny. We've been blessed by Thor. The god, of thunder, seems pleased." Stepjan told Johnny,
loudly, because of the noisy sea. "I can't wait to get blood on my axe. Remember, stick together
once we land, my brother. No one will be able to withstand the push of Stepjan and Johnny. The
two most feared Nordlings. Raise your axe to our unbeaten kill streak, Stepjan." They both
raised their axes and roared, in the renowned Viking fashion.
The longship fleet arrived at unknown shores. Johnny and Stepjan were the first to jump onto
land. They quickly spotted the lone hut of an isolated farmer. Johnny went in first, stomping
down his door and putting his neck to the axe, officially drawing first blood. The rest of the
raiders followed his lead, to a nearby town. Using their shields to deflect the incoming barrage
of arrows, they approached the gates and knocked them down with their raw Viking muscle.
Johnny was the first to step foot in the town, taking down man after man, his axe dripping with
blood. He had his axe in both hands, lifted high while he roared in arrogance when, suddenly,
he felt a heavy blunt object hit his head and fainted.
"Johnny?! Johnny, wake up!"
"Stepjan, where… where am I?" Said Johnny with his eyes closed, still disoriented.
"Stepjan? Who's that? Wake up, son." Said someone, while pulling away the curtain and filling
the room with sunlight.
"Mom? What the"-“Stop dreaming, get ready for school!"
"Geez, I think I may have spent too much time playing ‘God of War’." Johnny sighed.

SALMAN GILANI

PAGE 21 | THE MUSE

ALINA ALTAF

I NEVER HAD
YOU
Aida was telling her mother about her school friends, when her younger sister, Arvaneh, rushed
inside, breathing rapidly, pupils enlarged, pale lips saying, “There is an ambulance at our home.
THERE’S A DEAD BODY!! A DEAD BODY!!!” Her mother got up and ran outside while asking her
again and again what she was gibbering about. The girl couldn’t put into words what she saw, so
Aida went out to see. There she saw a body covered in a white cloth with a big spot of red color,
lifted by men. She couldn’t believe what she was looking at, and what she was hearing. While
everything was being processed in her mind one of the men lifted a piece of cloth from the face and
what she saw was something she couldn’t describe.
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------When Aida was a child, she used to spend all her day at her uncle Behrouz's home. She was
partnered with her cousin Ardashir, who was of the same age as Aida. From the scorching heat to
the icy-cold winter, they used to celebrate all kinds of joy. Whenever uncle Behrouz came back
from work, tired, he always saw them together and gave them blessings for being the light of his
life. Uncle Behrouz’s wife Esiya Chachi was very cunning and crafty. She could not tolerate her son
playing with Aida, as Aida’s father was Esiya’s former fiancé.
As the years passed by, Aida and Ardashir’s bond weakened as they got more involved in their
lives. Aida went to Turkey to study Arts and literature while Ardashir stayed with his parents.
Ardashir was very popular among his friends but two of his friends were close to him as if they
were related by blood. Ardashir once expressed his emotions to his friends, Hazel and Emin,
regarding Aida. He talked about this with her mother, but she refused to get him betrothed to her.
Aida came back from Turkey during vacations. Everyone was so excited to see her hale and hearty.
She visited Uncle Behrouz and brought him gifts. There, she met Ardashir, as well. They both sat
together and talked for hours and hours about their childhood. It was getting late, so she had to go
back. Ardashir went to see her off.
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He was so happy to see her that he expressed his feelings for her. Aida was surprised to hear that, as
she always thought of him as a friend and a good companion from her childhood. She told him not
to think about her as she had no such intentions for him. There, she left him, brokenhearted.
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------As the days passed by, Aida’s sister broke the news regarding Ardashir’s death. She was so shocked
as if it was her nightmare. His friends, Emin and Hazel, brought in the dead body and handed over
a note to his father, containing his words.
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------They had gone on an adventure in the mountains. They were supposed to go camping for three days.
It was nighttime, Emin and Hazel were sleeping, when they heard Ardashir shriek. They got up and
saw him lying on the rocks down below, covered with blood. They hurried up and grabbed their
coats. Emin saw a note in his pocket, kept there by Ardashir that stated reason for committing
suicide was because of Aida’s rejection.
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------As Aida came to know about the reason for his death, she couldn’t forgive herself. She was thinking
about him all the time and what must have gone through his mind to have made him done that. Her
mother tried to make her understand and clear her mind that whatever happened, occurred for a
reason and that one shouldn’t blame themselves for the consequences of someone else’s actions.
Even after everyone’s counseling, she couldn’t get over the trauma.
She went to Turkey again to continue her studies. She noticed some changes in her nature because
of her lunatic behavior. She attempted suicide many times but, somehow, she was always saved by
others. Every single time. She tried every single activity that could divert her mind, but nothing
was working out. Her life remained the same for years.
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------One fine day, she got a call from her home that gave her goosebumps. She couldn’t comprehend the
possibility of it. It left her shattered. She took off from her studies and went back home to see her
parents. They were so joyful and pleased to hear that the reason for his death was not because of
Aida. It was because Emin and Hazel were so close to him, they wanted to have a share in
Ardashir’s property. This gave rise to the greed in their hearts and they made a plan to kill him and
to divide the property amongst themselves. After coming to an agreement, they pushed him off the
cliff and made a fake note, addressed to his father.
A Few years later, it was time to divide the property. During the decision regarding the division of
property, conflict arose between Emin and Hazel. Both want to get more shares. As this was an issue
between themselves, nobody was able to solve the dispute. Emin then threatened Hazel, saying, “If I
cannot get what I want, I won’t let you have it, either.” Afterward, he rushed to his father and told
him everything about Ardashir’s death, how it had happened and what made him do it. They were
charged for murder and sentenced to 80 years in jail. As the days passed by, Aida was no longer
depressed. She started living every moment of her life again like a free bird. She visited her uncle
for condolences. She felt sorry for his loss. He only uttered a few words, “Betrayal doesn’t come
from your enemies, it comes from your friends”.
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THE ROAD NOT
TRODDEN
a walk to redemption.

A SHORT STORY BY SABA GUL
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Seeing the run-down state of the one-storey mass of bricks, you wouldn’t
want to step inside, yet something about this dilapidated structure and
the poignant memories attached to it draws you in-like moths lured in by
the warm glow of a naked bulb. And that is what you do. As if in some sort
of a trance, you inch your way through the gate, up the walkway, and
towards the open yard.
Shades are drawn on the long-closed windows. And a smattering of
unswept leaves has blown into the walkway, yard, and the veranda. The
house has the closed look that buildings display when they lock-up for the
winter. The trees that line the property exhibit the heavy and dark color
palette of the winter-y fall.
As you take everything in, you have no choice but to let the nostalgic
memories ransack your mind. It ignites the long-suppressed memories of
the childhood-the way you used to ardently sit with her, waiting for the
sunset or the sunrise. To watch the way everything would be bathed in a
warm-golden glow; to listen to the chirping of the birds; to touch the rusty
handrail; to inhale the cool breeze-And to glance at her smiling face. You
close your eyes and try to steel yourself against the encroaching wave of
sadness.
The seemingly infinite expanse of green crunches frostily under your
boots as you kneel in the long-neglected lawn. Your mind has split into
two opposing parties. Half of you wants to go back-No need to revive the
pain that would feel like walking on shattered glass. The other half of your
mind is determined. And stubborn. The tiny voice of curiosity mingled with
guilt is growing louder. Its resonating in your skull-You can’t just walk
away again. And make it a fact that you are not only a traitor but also a
coward. Besides, she may even not be here.
Clenching your fingers shut, you take one long look at the looming building
and stride towards the door. Is it just you or is there a strange smell
swelling up in the suddenly still air? Standing by the door, you
contemplate between knocking or letting yourself in-like you did in
ancient times. You weigh the options and decide to knock first.
One, two, three-No response.
You tap your feet. And knock again-One, two, three. You inhale and exhale
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but there is still no response. Finally, you rest your hand on the rusty
handle and the roughness tingles your palm. You turn the handle but to no
avail. Your breathing quickens and you take a step back, thinking this is a
bad idea, an omen for you to go back. However, something in the deep dark
dungeons of your heart anchors you and propels you to push harder at the
door. And it gives in. You have let yourself in.
Tentatively, you step inside the darkness. Only a pale stream of muted
light enters from the opened door. Elaborate spider webs decorate the
walls while neat sheets of dust reside in the cracked tiles of the floor. It
is a stark contrast from the gleaming floors, panelled windows and the
lush furnishing of your condo. But your achievements fail to comfort you
as you consider the forbidden what-ifs. You suddenly feel enclosed and
entangled. The walls lean down to inspect you, as you struggle, mocking
your choice of leaving. You cannot bear their scrutiny. You want to run.
You want to leave-Again.
As you turn to depart, you stop. What you encounter is what you least
expected.
Standing there is the shrunken figure of a lady. You remember her soft
brown hair that had always smelled of sunshine and hope. You remember
her fine, intelligent skin and that so lovely Caucasian complexion. Your
memories of her were always pastel-tinted. She has prematurely aged and
you fear that her skin will flake at the merest touch. Clearly, she had
endured many hardships. Hardships that weren’t hers to swallow alone.
With your heart thrashing away in your ribcage, your hands reaching out
for support and your lungs gasping for breath, you can’t help but gape at
the former beauty who has been reduced to nothing more than a
misshapen ragged doll.
Yes, you stare at your mother. The mother you had abandoned for the
riches of the material world.
And the worst part of all is the eyes-The lively sapphire blue eyes with
flecks of yellow in them were now empty-Soulless. They are directed
towards you, yet they seem so distant, so detached. Here, stuck at the
entrance of your childhood home, of your one-time haven, you realize that
your mother refuses to acknowledge you. It stabs at your heart. You open
your mouth to say something, to say anything but the words seem to die in
your throat. No words. No sounds. Nothing cultivates in your mouth that
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has gone barren like an unirrigated land. Words, suddenly refuse to leave
your parched mouth.
Nevertheless, you remain anchored to your spot. You won’t runaway-Not
again. You won’t abandon her like last time. The cherished memories of
you and your mother in this home makes you want to make amends and
apologize. You won’t let this chance of redemption slip from your hands.
And with this lodged in your mind, you take a step towards your mother.
-----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
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The boy and Sabrina
A doe-eyed girl in a pale, white gown, skips down the pavement, scattering flowers behind her.

Just a little longer and the carnival will be in town again. The same carnival, every year. A
constant, in my derelict life.
The carnival was where I met you, and the carnival is where I'll be this year, without you.
The girl slows down, as she spots a white rabbit. She scoops it in her arms.
It’s warm and full of love.

Sabrina. It’s been a while.

Yusra Shah
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I’ve got a lot of things to say this year, too.
I got discharged, a month ago. I’ve been clean for over a year now.
She runs towards the train, as it’s about to leave. Her flower crown, almost blown away by the
breeze, but she manages to catch it.

It’s really hard, but I'm trying my best.
The train is empty and serene.

As for my brother, he’s getting married next year. He asked me to be his best man. I’m relieved
things are getting back to normal between us again. All the others are doing well, too.
The train moves ahead speedily, leaving everything moving past it, behind. She looks on, half-lidded
eyes, lost in her thoughts.

I’ve also started working again. It’s at the downtown cafe that my friend from college
recommended me to. Working hard and earnestly, while avoiding luxury and greed, trying to be
of even the slightest bit of help to others, has helped me.
Her feet kiss the grass; they feel cold and wet and prickly against the bareness of her soles.

I'’m moving on just fine.. It wasn’t as difficult as I thought it would be.

I feel so at peace, perhaps like the life of a ghost. Carefree and without worry. Like
letting the wind take me where it blows. Wherever I’m headed does not really
matter to me. But, eventually, when it’s my time to go, I'd like to vanish like a
vapor, and fade away from everyone’s memories as well.
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The wind blows on her face and she twirls and twirls and twirls in circles. Light on her feet, almost
surreal.

There are times when I look back on my childhood and the few months I spent with you. But,
trying to put such fragmented and vague feelings to pen is almost impossible.
It’s rather pathetic, isn't it? Though I don’t like feeling this way, this rue: it’s the only thing
I think I’m allowed to feel, so I'll keep at it until the very end.
She’s sitting, cross-legged, on the Ferris wheel. Reaching the top, her tiara is knocked off her head.
This time, she doesn’t catch it. It floats towards the pretty houses and over the baker’s shop,
through the town, and into a faraway land.

Sabrina, I’ve been thinking about whether or not we really went to the carnival that one day,
when we were young. Could it be that all the euphoria and the elysium was just our
imagination? I wonder, sometimes.
She looks down, blinks, her eyes close for a long time.

Hey, Sabrina. What did you wish for that day at the carnival?
“May you never forget me.”

These days, your voice is a little distant. But, maybe your voice was always that way.
Sabrina…..Is that what you really looked like?
But she opens them up and she smiles.

Even though it’s only been a year, I’m growing less confident in what you really looked like.
“If you ever betray me again, I won’t forgive you.”

Do you know what I wished for that day?
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The pendulum swings. Left and right.

Sabrina, I already know…
I already know you can no longer forgive me.
“Don’t ever lie to me, okay?”

I’m sorry, for being a liar.
Holding a lily, she looks less hopeful than before. She clings to it desperately, fearful it might go far
away if she lets go.

I’m sure I won’t be able to see the carnival this year or the next. And, all the future carnivals
will never make it to this town.
A hopeless and pensive sadness.

And yet, the world won’t end, nor will humanity die. I have to keep on moving forward.
But she knows when it’s time to go.

I’m sorry.
So, she turns around and walks ahead.

Sabrina.
To never look back.

Goodbye.
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into me you see
SHORT SERIES BY SABA GUL
Part One
In each of us resides a monster. It lurks in our shadows, trying relentlessly to overpower us. And
sometimes we do succumb to its evil manipulations. The monster within me was strong. It had been
fed and nourished over the years. Its claws penetrated deeply; its clasp on me was firm. I did try to
fight it-at least, I truly believe I did. I like to believe that I did not go down easily, that some ounce of
regret did sting my conscience and made me toss and turn at night. But this can easily be my wishful
thinking.
When I gripped her neck, exerted inhuman pressure and watched her turn blue, I wasn’t sane. At
first, she struggled, trying to jerk me off but then she grew still. Lifeless. Here too, I didn’t feel any
feeling that was remotely human. I watched her eyes shut down and still my reaction wasn’t
remotely normal. I felt nothing-like when you thrust ketamine shots in your system. Just plain
numbness. And satisfaction. Its surprisingly a really nerve-calming exercise. I know I should have
flinched, panicked or regretted it but I had been stripped-off the very things that made me human.
My monster had consumed me, devoured my conscience and ravaged my soul. Instead, I was clothed
in raging hate, destructive loathe and blinding animosity.
Most people drink to forget, to numb themselves. That night I drank to celebrate. I even poured her a
cup as I studied her lying down on the concrete. After all, it wasn’t every day that one had such an
opportunity. I don’t remember how long I sat there watching her. The familiar drop of her nose, the
point of her chin, her irregular features, nothing stirred my remorse. Her love for me was a distant
memory; fading away with every tick of the clock. But her betrayal was a whole another tale. After
all, her disloyalty had unraveled me and had forced me to seek refuge in my monster.
Who could blame me?

-----------------------------------------------------------
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Part Two
Up until her, I had been trudging along a dark tunnel with no light in sight. I would have probably
continued if she hadn’t lent me her light, her warmth and herself. For years she had been the goddess
that I had so reverently worshipped. Her flaws were perfections to me. And then something stirred
within me. Nothing had changed visibly but every line of my body had been altered. Something like
a resolve, a determination had invaded and ransacked my mind-something more like a relentless
obsession. I had to preserve her for myself. I had to shield her purity from the vices of the world. I had
to contain her sacredness, her pure soul. I just had to keep her for myself-I just had to.
And for that, I worked hard. Day and night. Brick by brick, I barricaded the windows. Screw by
screw, I tightened the bolts. I had to build her a haven, a shelter where she could live in peace.
Where the lurking evil couldn’t touch her. A place where there would be only her and I. And no one
else.
Surprisingly, she didn’t like this arrangement. She cried. She screeched. I knew she needed time to
appreciate this new arrangement. So I didn’t mind when she bit me, trying to crawl away; though in
vain. She had loved me. She had cared for me. She hadn’t abandoned me so neither could I. I even
spent a whole day with her, trying to make her understand. I whispered and she just trembled. I
knew she was just absorbing it all. And I knew she would come around. And I wasn’t going to give
up.
After all, a goddess like her had to be admired from afar.

-----------------------------------------------------------

To be continued in the nest edition...
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lifeis not

Worth Living

I constantly look at the attractiveness
of this world, I wonder and I ask myself
one simple question, how entrancing
would our God be? I am feeble and
vague,
cannot
imagine
the
gorgeousness of God. I cannot see you
but I can see you in the beauty of
nature. I can see you in the rays of the
rising sun, coming through the bus
window so gently and softly, early in
this beautiful morning on the way to
IMS. There is beauty in listening to the
beautiful verses of the Quran when
everything around you is silent and
asleep. You are only hearing the
message of God. I ask my bus mates,
“Can you see the beauty of God on this
beautiful day?”

- Sanaullah Yousafzai

Write-ups

Accepting things is really difficult, especially sacrificing yourself for others
because doing something for ourselves will have the people get outraged.
They’ll start pushing us away that even we can deny things that they want
for us. Accepting that we are alone, no one is here to face things with us
hurts. The depression and anxiety stays by our side coming closer day by
day, demanding for a permanent friendship, losing ourselves to them. All
the happy moments don't seem happy anymore. All the emotional
sentiments are denied by us just to keep ourselves safe from the eyes of
the society that question every single tear of ours. Hiding parts of yourself
isn’t easy, but explaining every detail to your loved ones and still your
emotions go unnoticed then, hiding yourself becomes easy. Hiding those
tears, suffering from things alone. being so numb that you people see, we
have a stone heart and nothing matters to us.
Torturing ourselves until we feel the pain as the numbness feels so pale, so
blank.. it swallows us alive. No one knows why we wanted to sleep more
hours, no one knows the history of the cuts on our arm, no one knows
anything. We are considered psychopaths but no one will see the flower we
were before, getting questioned for the appearing thorns, the scars, the
emotionless face. Who did this to us? We did this to ourselves, the society
says. We wanted others to be so happy with us but going for what made us
happy made us lose everyone. Feeling lonely in the middle of the crowd,
that’s what hurts the most. And accepting the loneliness will take some time
but we will be there. We will be.

- Dee Dee
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I know it won’t be satisfactory to define your heavenly
beauty. If someone asks me to define your ‘beauty’. I tell
them to just go and see your innocent face, which is the
impeccable definition of beauty I believe. When they ask me
to define your ‘cuteness’, I simply mention your name. Dear,
your beauty is like the light of a full moon on a dark night
and through that light I am able to reach my destiny. And I
believe that we too are lucky to have the moon as our
companion at night. Seeing the moon at night is quite
pleasurable to me. I think I am your selenophile. I give my
heart the hope that you are there only for me and the only
source of light for me. I know I am out of words to define
your heavenly beauty and I know that the poems and words
of Shakespeare are nothing in front of your beauty. I see the
beauty of God in your face. A divine image. I glance heaven
in your eyes. I still believe that I can write hundreds of books
on your aesthetics, but then I know it is not enough to define
real beauty of ‘You’.

- Sanaullah Yousafzai

There’s a girl in our neighborhood whose dog died last
year. She lives a couple of houses away from me but I’m
barely familiar with her. She looks about 14 to 15 years
old and is quite plain looking, the type of person you
wouldn’t notice in a room full of people, the ones who just
blend into the background. For as long as I can
remember, she has always had a dog with her, a German
shepherd. Being always on the roof in the morning, I’d
watch her take him on a walk every day. I don’t think there
was ever a day I didn’t see them together until one day I
did. It was sometime in December, really cold and she
was carrying something I couldn’t see. She went into an
empt plot-turned-junkyard and started digging. After
making a hole, she opened up the bundle and took out
her dog. I realized he was dead and she was burying him.
I watched, as she lowered him into the hole and then
covered him up. That was last year. Before, she used to
take him for walks every morning, now, she brings him
flowers every morning.

-Yusra Shah
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saudade
YUSRA SHAH

I was invited to my middle school reunion. Usually, I would never even consider the possibility of me going
anywhere near my hometown, but ever since I received the invitation, a voice inside my head has been
nagging me to go. Maybe it’s what I needed.
The bar was bustling with activity as I entered. When I used to drop by as a kid, Mr. Veincky was the one
who owned this place. Now, someone else was standing behind the familiar counter. There were more
people here than I expected. I remembered some of them, most I did not. After inquiring, I discovered that
the majority of them never bothered to leave this town, choosing, instead, to settle here, without any
plans, whatsoever, to leave. In this small, dinky little town.
------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------An old friend offered me a ride to my hotel, which I graciously accepted. It was way past midnight, a nonissue in the city, but for festivities to continue so late around here was, apparently, unheard of.
I barely recalled anything about this place; thinking of the times back then made me feel as though I was
looking at someone else’s memory. Like a TV show that I was vaguely familiar with, yet felt nostalgic.
I did remember one person clearly, though. I remembered her.
“She looked the same as ever,” I remarked to absolutely no one. The statement, of course, was not
accurate. It’s been fifteen years since and she had changed a lot.
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“Who? Aurora? Yeah, well, a lot has changed around here. Not just her but probably all of us. You, however,
were never really much interested in people and their problems.” He supplemented needlessly. “She used
to be married too, although I can’t say it ended very nicely. Not that it has anything to do with you
anymore.”
Without awareness of the road or the wind, the car moved over the rocky path. I watched the yellow bright
beams, shining light over the irregularities of the path and the stones, yet the fast-moving vehicle stopped
me from identifying anything of importance.
He was right. Nothing here has had anything to do with me in a long time.
“So, how’s work life?” I asked him, trying to make conversation.
“I’ve started working at this magazine, lately. It’s pretty great.” The radio strummed melodically as I tried to
focus. “The pay is good and I, somehow, managed to fit in pretty well.”
“What about you? What have you been up to these days?” He asked.
“Just a few projects here and there, nothing great, nothing exceptional,” I mumbled, with about as much
certainty as my life.
I work part-time at a convenience store. Despite my main profession as a photographer, I’ve never really
been able to find any work as one. Every interview I've been in ends up the same way. Right now, I’m just
bored and unmotivated. I can’t be bothered to try.
“Tell me about the city.” He sounded curious as if he had never been to the city. “How is it treating you?”
“It’s not bad. A pretty fast-paced life, it’s always busy but pretty accessible, you can find anything you want
there.” I said, simply.
“You sure? You sound done.”
“It’s not that. It’s just... these days, I feel like my life is at a standstill. And, I feel so helpless. I look around
me and everyone is a stranger. My apartment feels barren to me, like my grave where no one has been,
except me. It feels like I'll never be able to get out of there or do something purposeful with my life. Even
after everything ...”
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The bracing breeze washed over my face and I
leaned out. The glittery flashing lights in the
twilight sky, the blue and white and red pinpricks.

“Hey, Kaiden!” He called after me. “Take care of
yourself, okay?”
------------------------------------------------------------------------------

The sight instilled a sense of sentimentality in
me, feelings of a distant remembrance. When
was the last time I looked at the sky?
“I’m glad everyone here seems to be doing good,
though. I thought that by coming back here, I’d
be able to find something again, a feeling or an
epiphany, but even that seems unlikely. I feel like
I’ve lost this place, too ” I murmured.
“You’re really getting under my skin, you know?”
The car sped up. “You always have. You always
acted like there was a line between you and
everyone else like you were somehow separate
from the rest of us, so different. Even when you
were a kid, you had this callousness about you.
And, now, what you really want to say is that it
must be nice to be satisfied with a small-town
life. Us poor folks. I don’t really have much
sympathy for you, you know. You chose that life.
We’re all doing the best we can, you know? But
you’re just running away, by coming here and
talking like this. It’s pathetic. Quit complaining
already. People have problems. And, you know
what they do? They deal with them.” The road
was rough and bumpy, something my thoughts
mirrored. We came to a stop and I made my way
out of the car.
“Are you sure you want me to drop you off here?
It’s still a long way to the hotel.”
“Yeah, I'm good. Plus, I think I need a walk. And,
so do you, in fact.” I said matter-of-factly,
referencing his weight,
“Ha ha, whatever you say. Also, if you ever need
a proper job just give me a call, okay? I can
acquaint you with someone from the magazine.”
"Sure. I’ll consider that.” I replied, already walking
away.

“Kaiden, come on! I have to show you
something!” A young Aurora excitedly ran inside
an old building.
“Coming.” Kaiden followed her, hands in pockets,
looking bored.
“Hey, Kaiden. Have you ever traveled to the
future?” Aurora smiled mischievously at him.
“Don’t be dumb. Time travel is not real.”
“It is, too.” They entered an unkempt yard. Right
in front of them was a huge pile of spare parts,
some lying around, some stacked on top of each
other.
“That’s our time machine!” Aurora pointed to a
looming mass of destruction, looking delighted.
Kaiden looked unimpressed. Half-closed eyes,
he shuffled lazily.
“You haven’t been much fun lately.” She mused.
“Is it because you’re moving away?”
Kaiden just followed her to the old, wrecked car.
It was still standing tall, in spite of all the years, it
had forgone.
“It makes me sad, too. We probably won’t see
each other anymore.” She said.
They climbed up the clutter of spare parts and
broken things, and into the car where Kaiden
moved to the front while Aurora nestled in the
back seat, leaning against the trunk.
But, you can’t be upset like this, okay? You have
to do what you like. You like taking pictures,
right? I want you to keep on taking pictures.” She
continued. “I like it best when you do that.”
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Kaiden liked taking pictures. He knew that. Yet,
lately, he hadn’t been able to find anything to
take pictures of. At all.
“Hey, Kaiden. Close your eyes, okay? Let’s travel
to the future.”
“Okay.”

Back then, if I closed my eyes, there was nothing
I couldn’t do. Even seeing the future.
But, in the end, I wasn’t able to grasp it. Now, no
matter what I did, I just felt hopeless.
“--the lawyer’s strike has now spread to
several localities.”

“Imagine yourself, twenty years later, in the
future, the world is a completely different place,
everything looks different, even people look
different. There’s no fighting, all the countries are
at peace. We have solved all the problems, there
is nothing to be sad about anymore. Everyone is
happy. You’re happy, too. You’re all grown up.
You work as a professional photographer at a
famous magazine. You’re super famous.
Celebrities want to work with you and lots of
people love you. You’ll have a huge house, and a
shiny car, and I ...I’ll be there, too…” Her lips
quivered. “And we’ll be so happy…right?”

I was back here again.

Her face, just like the summer sun, dipped down
low, hanging over the edge of the ocean. The
sunset that day was stained with a beautiful red,
the likes of which you’d never see. Just like the
color of Aurora’s hair, it was warm and full of
passion.

I was back in this familiar setting: the
overarching, looming buildings hanging over our
heads, shielding us from the suffocation of the
vast blue sky. In contrast to the hustle-bustle on
the ground, and the irony of the comfort it gave
me.

“Right? You can see it, can’t you? Isn’t that the
future?” She said in a broken voice.

Today was my job interview. The guy asked me
what my photographs meant to me. All I could
think was that I just wanted to capture
something good, a sight I could identify with. The
‘something’ essential that I was missing in my
life; no matter how much I tried, I felt like I would
never be able to conquer it.

If only they could raise their heads to the sky,
they would see the elysian sight.
“Yeah.”
All one could see, however, was his little face
scrunched up; his tiny back trembled against the
girl. Two tiny silhouettes, on the mountain of
destruction, amidst the longing for what wasn’t
meant to be, like the dying sun, and their dying
dreams.

------------------------------------------------------------------------------

“In response to the accused’s sentence of
five years imprisonment and three year’s
probation, the family---”

The city, the place I called home.
“The train has now arrived at Platform 3.
Please stay behind the white line…..”
The transmitter relayed, in a robotic voice.

Flipping open my phone, I proceeded to make a
call, “You have reached an answering service.
Leave your message after the beep.”
“Hi, it’s me. I was thinking, after I'm done with my
current project, I want to work for real this time.
At a magazine. I have this friend and... maybe it’s
time to try something different.”
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I was reaching a busy intersection. The same people that I probably saw all the time, back and forth, from
work, yet they’ll always remain nameless to me.
The horde disperses around me and takes me along with it, as I become just another face in the nameless
crowd.
Sometimes, I find myself thinking that I’m still at that place from my childhood, with my eyes closed,
thinking about the future. Yet, I know I am not that kid anymore. And, I’m certain I can’t go back to being a
child. Because...
Because life did happen.
And, in the end, this is who I am. And with that thought in mind, I move on.
-----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
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SAVE ME FROM ME

Farooq Didar
Imagination has entirely invaded the soul that was destined to do something great. It’s weird to talk about
it but what should I do; it’s not giving up on me. Always find myself in an infinite loop, trying to connect the
things which were not meant to be merged or invite those deeds which are used to distinguished humans
from animals. Seek isolation but was of no use, in fact, it fueled my enigma of thoughts to another level,
level where you start embracing the situations which don’t exist in normal worlds around you. These
imaginations lie beyond the worldly desires or self-interest. Usually, they inflict severe pain but am happy
about it because that is the only gateway that leads me to a spiritual world where the only currency goes
around is sacrifice. There is no end to them. Have no existence but it’s us that has given them the privilege
to dwell in our brain but not granting them full acceptance. Whatever you see or witness something it’s
always opposite of your imagination because it’s impossible to construct something exactly from the pool
of your imagination. Wait what about knowledge then, it’s the light that enlightens every single bit of the
world. But we embraced imagination first and knowledge second whenever we consider any entity from
our surrounding worlds. It leaves me gobsmacked that all the entities do pair up with other entities but for
imagination, we can’t pair it with anything. I guess eternal knowledge can pair up but it’s only possible if
we exist no more. For me, there is always more to express but I’ll conclude it by saying that our brain
sometimes accepts imagination as an illusion.
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IBRAHIM MIR

DON’T KILL ME!
“Don’t Kill me. I am just one innocent slave of God. What wrong have I done to you? Please, spare
me. Why are you killing me? Please, don’t kill me.” Tania was endlessly screaming and pleading. But
the monster was completely merciless. The monster had no intention to spare this innocent and
harmless soul. The boiling rage in the monster’s eyes will quench only when he kills her.
Tania was lying in the slum and dirt – filth was all over her body: the dirty, stinking filth of the slums.
Her whole body was wounded and bleeding. Only then the monster threw a hefty rock with all his
might on her head. “For God’s Sake. Don’t Kill Me,” she screeched these last words before the heavy
boulder hit her face. It was then that her eyes jerked open and she woke up with a disorienting jolt.
Tania had these soul-shattering nightmares since the night she first started taking ice. She had
started feeling chronic depression. But she was getting lost in drugs. Drugs had become an
inseparable part of her life. She simply was unable to live without drugs. Drugs were consuming her
entire existence.
The evil and disruptive sound of the alarm coming nonstop from her cell phone made her dimly
aware that she was late for the university. She didn’t bother to wash her teeth or take shower but
only splashed tap water on her face for the deadly dream to go away, hurriedly grabbed her bag,
clambered down the stairs and rushed out of her home. On the way, Tania asked the taxi driver to
pull over at a PSO shop and bought two packets of Marlboro Lights and a lighter.
The moment she entered university she took out her new pristine cell phone and texted in a
WhatsApp group, “I’m in Campus”. A distantly familiar guy immediately responded in the group,
“Come to the Zone”. Reaching the said Zone, four of her friends, Rida, Abraiz, Sohail and Momina,
were already sitting in a circle leaving a spot for Tania to sit down with them. She quickly squatted in
the empty space of the circle. “So, how are we starting today?” Tania whispered smiling
enthusiastically like a child who is eager for her ice cream, rubbing her hands together. “C’mon
Tania, Don’t waste time. We are feeling so dry headed”, Abraiz murmured, looking up at her. And
Tania gingerly opened her makeup kit with a glint in her eyes and took out the stuff from a secret
chamber at the bottom of her kit. Sohail, at the instant, took out a cigarette from the packet and
started defueling tobacco from it on a paper he torn from his notebook.
Sitting there and smoking joints was the only thing they used to do in university. But Tania had
another “worse” habit of attending and hosting drug parties. One such night when she was hosting a
party and ran out of money, she wanted more booze and drugs in her party as it was still a long
night to pass and the DJ was playing very hallucinating and mesmerizing music.
She asked Iftikhar for an additional supply of the drugs and alcohol and promised to pay later.
Unfortunately, that very month her father had noticed that she had been spending a lot lately
without even buying any expensive watches, clothes or jewelry yet her credit card showed half a
million transactions every month. He was also slightly suspicious about her spending. Consequently,
her father had dropped her debit card for an unknown time.
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The moment they were smoking the joint, Tania got a call from Iftikhar that made her outrageously
angry. She picked up the call and snapped, “How many times am I gonna tell you that I don’t have
your money. Why the hell are you calling me?”
“Tania, my darling! You have to pay. You took drugs from me you owe me its price.” A rather amiable
voice of Iftikhar answered her.
“I’m in no position to pay you back, Iftikhar! You know everything. There’s no point in calling me
again and again,” Tania hung up the call knowing that there was no point to keep talking. But what
she didn’t know was that Iftikhar was not a kind and decent person who would spare her, for
someone who is selling drugs he can’t be expected to be a gentleman. He had to dig out his
money.
That day after the argument with Iftikhar, when Tania reached home, she saw Iftikhar with her dad
and they were waiting for her. Her dad had this lost and dejected look in his eyes. He was not ready
to believe that she had been using drugs and it’s been going on for plenty of years now. He, for
some time, knew that his daughter was a drug addict and was using drugs all these years. Tania felt
so ashamed and embarrassed that she wished the earth would open up and swallow her. But she
was worried about her drugs. She knew if her parents came to know about her “sinful addiction”
they would force her to stop using. And stopping drugs for Tania was out of the question. Drugs had
become her other half, an impenetrable part of her life. It’s not only that she was addicted to drugs,
but she was also actually in love with drugs. Tania had devoured drugs into her soul, utterly
consumed by the feel of it.
She was suddenly so terrified by the thought of NO DRUGS anymore that she felt like she was going
to die right there, right then.
Tania’s father made her drop out of university and grounded her at home. She was not allowed to
see anyone or meet anyone. Since her father was a prominent and legitimate businessman, he had
a social reputation to maintain and she was adamantly destroying it.
Living at home in solitude and confined to one was not easy for her to survive, therefore she was
attacked by a massive, tidal wave of depression and anxiety. She had suddenly started begging
people at home for drugs. In such a situation she was admitted to a rehabilitation center. After one
week of proper investigation the doctor said, “Tania only has two options now, either she will live her
life with drugs or if she stops drugs, her recovery might develop a mental imbalance.”
Tania's father was in no way convinced by the idea of her using drugs anymore. Since committing
homicide is a sin, only if attempting a single murder in a lifetime was allowed in religion, he would
not have hesitated in slitting his daughter’s throat. He decided to leave her in the rehab center; she
could not live at home until she was sustainable to live at home. In the beginning, it looked like she
was showing progress and had started taking parts in the center’s recreational activities.
Until one morning when Doctor Anam was on round, she noticed Tania had not woken up yet and
her room was still closed. Hesitantly, she entered her room to see that Tania was not on her bed
sleeping. She looked around but no sign of Tania was to be seen in the room. Then, she saw the
door of the washroom was left slightly ajar. Opening it widely, she saw crimson blood everywhere.
Focusing more, her eyes trailed to Tania’s lifeless body washed in blood oozing from both her wrists.
Tania lay there. Lifeless. Dead.
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POETRY

Cover Art by Yusra Shah

ENGLISH SECTION
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A Teacher's Poem
-Asawir Gul

Every day you greet your students with a smile upon your face
Though the paperwork night before seemed like grueling race
Money’s not your motivation, it's the love for what you do
You hear that special calling to which you always will stay true
Your students as your dedication, devotion is to them
To you each child is unique and special, a beautiful little gem
Some days are just demanding and frustration taken its course
Then you see those little faces, their inspiration in your force
Each day you’re in your classroom reminds you why you are there
Making differences in children's lives with whom your heart you share
Their’s a special pride in teachers, and a love for what do
And appreciations always shared between those little lives in you!
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Empathy
Stiffening the weak conscience;
With the strain and the grind.
The pain seems intact and constant,
Wearing the past behind.
Heavy hearts over the faucet,
Ravelling the mysteries, secrets
unwind;
The dark times when you lost it,
Sorrow and anger combined.
The wars inside and the conflict,
Bruised heart, entangled mind.
Hard to open up and ceaselessly be
honest,
Everyone has a story, always be kind.
Salman Jamil
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OH THOSE EYES ASK FOR AN INSANE LOVE
THEY TELL ME TO SINK INSIDE YOU,
THEY COMPEL MY SOUL TO MEET YOURS AND
THEN,
THE PEACE IN YOU CALMS THE STORM OF
MINE -BURNS ME WITH YOUR LOVE -

- Zainab Khan
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Love
ITS TIME TO BE,
TIME TO SEE,
ITS TIME TO FEEL,
AND TIME FOR THEE,
IT IS TIME,
AND TIME ITSELF IS WHY THY IS LIKE TEA,
ITS HARD TO KNOCK ALL THE DOORS,
KNOCK DOWN ALL THE SHIP WRECK BOATS,
SWIM PAST THE WRECKS BEACH,
AND STILL FIND NO PLACE TO CREEP,
LONGING TO HAVE WHAT NO ONE COULD DESIRE,
STRIVING FOR WISDOM THAT NO ONE COULD HIRE,
AND HUNTING FOR BONES NO ONE COULD FIRE,
YET LOOKING FOR LOVE EVERYONE DESIRES,
FINDING NOTHING EXCEPT A CARPET AND A DRIER,
BEEN HARD ON YOU,
AND BEEN FAST ON YOU,
YET YOU STAND RIGHT HERE AND LOOK FOR ME,
NO MATTER HOW MUCH I TRY,
YOU LOOK FOR SOMEONE THAT COULD NOT BE TIRED,
IVE TALKED WITH YOU,
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QUARRELLED WITH YOU,
LAUGHED WITH YOU AND CRIED WITH YOU,
WEPT WITH YOU AND SWEPT WITH YOU YOU STILL ARE ON THE
LOOKOUT FOR THE ONE THAT LEFT WITH YOU,
I'M HERE MY LOVE,
AND HERE I'LL STAY,
FOR AS LONG AS YOU ASTRY,
I'LL BE HERE TO PRAY,
BUT A SUGGESTION FROM ME,
AND I'LL TALK NO MORE,
FIND IN THE DARKEST OF CAVES,
IN THE HIGHEST OF RAVES,
THE DEEPEST OF OCEANS,
AND IN THE NARROWEST OF DAYS,
SWEETEST OF NIGHTS,
OR WORST OF DREAMS,
YOU'LL ONLY FIND ME IN THE SOURCES OF PLEA,
YOU'LL GO AWAY,
AND COME BACK TO ME,
YOU'LL LEAVE, YET STAY WITH ME,
NO MATTER HOW MUCH YOU TRY,
YOU'LL ALWAYS BE WITH ME,
BECAUSE I AM YOU AND YOU ARE ME,
AND TOGETHER WE FORM THE LOVE OF HIGH THREE.

- Ibad Hanif (Rory)
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Search
I tried to search for you
In thirsty deserts
In lofty mountains
In deep oceans
In heavy rains
But in vain
Then a day came
When I saw a glimpse of You
In the tears of hopeless eyes
In the smile of a despaired person
In the broken heart of a lover

In the begging hands of a beggar
In the shrine of a saint
In the love of a mother
But don't know why
They all were pointing towards me
And when I looked inside
I saw you sitting there
Looking at me
Smiling at me
And telling me
There is no You and I
There is only I
.- BJ
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"We are sinners but searching for conscience.
We are liars but digging for truth.
We are runners but longing for loyalty.
We are hypocrites but dreaming for authenticity.
We are sycophantic but yearning for sincerity.
We are destructive but trying for peace.
We are vices but wishing for virtue.
We are tyrants but begging for mercy.
We are murderers but pleading for life.
We are flawed but looking for perfection.
We are scarred but scouting for beauty.
We are monsters but posing as humans."

- SABA GUL
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Pearl
If the world was a rock,
You'd be diamond amongst the dukes.
If the world was a shoe,
You'd be gucci that I'd use,
If the world was a bunny,
I'd be the bugs to you,
If the world was a mirror,
You'd be the Cinderella of it too,
If the world was a treasure,
I'd be the pirate to find you,
If the world was a river,
I'd be the nile running to you,
If the world was a fantasy,
I'd be the cartoon for you,
If the world was a mosque,
I'd come to pray in you,

If the world was a cloud,
I'd save the rain for you,
And,
If the world was the earth,
I'd be the dirt to clean you,
If the world was a heart,
I'd lead the blood to you,
If the world was music,
I'd play all life with you,
But,
Since the world is the world we know,
All I can be is a friend to you,
And as a friend i can say I Love You
And,
If the world is the water
to swim towards you,
You're the pearl that one can only land
hands on YOU.

Ibad Hanif
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There once was a hornet, full of pride
He would ridicule the minor bee-hives
He would mock them for their size
Saying, “you are too minor for my size”
The bees would go by his behave
And for once, they decided, they could no
more bare
When the hornet came that night
Unaware, he was up for a fight
With blood brewing beneath their skin
They clustered around him to cause him
pain
With their numbers, they burnt him alive
And ashed him with his pride.

-DUR E EDAN

MORAL: Proud people breed sad sorrows for themselves and unity is
strength.
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OLD SCHOOL
NOSTALGIA
AHSAN SYED ZADA

Ring that bell, someone.
Gear us for the assembly
Before we sing the national anthem,
I’d love to learn another thought
Wish us a nice Monday, ma'am!
Punish us if the socks we wore weren’t black.
Bring us those headaches of detentions & pre-boards
And greet us with some extra game periods then
I want another speech on defence day,
Let our voices echo in the auditorium
Tell my parents about how I failed,
and ask for their signs on yellow slips
Ring that bell someone,
I want to go back to school.
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Suffer! Suffer, only then shall ye find you!
Unfolded. Uncovered. Belittled too.
Nakedly veiled it is... your tale!
Verbose yet succinct, fiction-like true.
Holding the abyss of abstraction tight,
Clearing the path, to reality you sail,
Clutching your ground, chances you take.
Drugged by the bad good, from good bad you hide,
Repeating mistakes like a recurring tide.
Down drip your errors but you hold so little rue.
Suffer and ye shall find the true you!
Done with the maze, you end in a conundrum,
Still acting tough, you cross that aisle,
Struggles and hardships turning you pale.
Pinched by the sun rays you follow a clue,
Tangled in hopes that this might be right
You enter a storm, too out of the blue!
Exhausted, frustrated, a bit too underrated,
You search for that last glint of hope left in you,
You battle, you struggle and conquer that storm.
With triumph you march though little you are warm
But no cold no numbness must hold you aside,

the bliss of
suffering

Hounded by distraction, illusions. Deceived!

For you can no longer harbor your fright.
Thus comes back your strength, excitement ablaze,
You find then no words for suffering's heap praise.
You dive to conclusion, though end is not true,
Only after struggling can you greet your inner you
Which comes into light when you rattle its shell,
Or make it Swim Rivers or fires of hell.

AYESHA AIMAL SHAH
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LIFE

She stood on the rooftop, as high as the sky

But she was not out there, to reach the sky

She stood there trembling like a leave

Sailing through her thoughts, to take a leap

Her heart was filled with despair

Knowing that he had disappeared

The man who once guarded her as a knight

had reached the end to meet his night

She knew, he was no more here

but he knew he would always be here

As the vows which they made would never part

even if life had to torn them apart.

DUR E EDAN
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Adam & Eve

I came to earth alone,
Gathered rocks, lit fire,
I wished there was someone I had known.
Seclusion rose my ire.
He created her from my rib, I didn’t groan.
My isolation eradicated along with my dire;
Inhabiting the earth, with children of our own,
Little did we know that it would backfire.
Hate they have now I hadn’t sown,
Artificially conceived borders, racism, nothing to admire.
Oh children of mine you’re all in one zone,
Regard each other, feed knowledge for all to aspire.
No need for the wars or fights for the throne,
Let peace prevail, don’t let the earth expire.

Salman jamil.
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Beyond the somber homestead,
On a grungy street, a rusty truck
That makes me feel like I'm in love,
With this reality.

- YUSRA SHAH
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Art by Yusra Shah

PAGE 59 | THE MUSE

The silence in the room was unnerving
As they all stood there trembling
Their faces were filled with despair
As they all knew, he was no more there
He laid there as old
His body never felt so cold
Everyone knew he was no more there
But he knew, he was here
Everyone had to say goodbye
But the angel of death had to stay by.

DUR E EDAN
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ARTICLES

Cover Art by Yusra Shah

ENGLISH SECTION
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TEMPER
TEMPER
THINGS TO DO WHEN YOU'RE ANGRY

1. Go to a quiet place.
2. Take deep breaths.
3. Count backwards slowly.
4. Talk about why I feel angry.
5. Doodle circles on my notebook.
6. Wait and cool off until I feel calm.
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HOW TO CONTROL YOUR ANGER AND
PRACTICE PATIENCE
Today the most common problem

people will agree to all your proposals.

with

to

Usually you come up with an idea and

manage his anger and remain cool

without doubting its validity expects

and contented. In your daily life you

others to accept it and when they

usually come across people who are

don't, you get furious and start hot

the victims of short temper and

arguments that usually result in untold

anxiety. People avoid their company

anger and quarrel. This is absolutely

and try to keep them at arm’s length

ridiculous attitude on your part. you

so as to avoid their fury and anger. I

need to be patient in listening to

sometimes really pity these people as

others and honoring their opinion.

they are the slaves of their unwanted

You should always be ready to tolerate

and undesirable habit and need help

others. Tolerance is a good personality

to overcome this malicious habit. So

trait and those who inhibit it are lucky.

here I am with a few tips that can

At times you are stuck up in such nasty

really work magic in solving their

situations that even if you are cool

problem.

headed, you feel like bursting up in

Anger is a state of trauma and

rage any second. This is the juncture

turmoil. A person loses his senses in

where you need to use your weapons

this state and it blocks his mind to

of tolerance and endurance. Be brave

think straight and positive. What you

and

need to do is to remain cool in

emotions. Getting unduly emotional

adverse circumstances. Always give

will take you nowhere. Neither it will

space to others. Be prepared to face

resolve the issue nor will it relieve the

any sort of situation while dealing

tension. Rather it will exaggerate the

with others. It's not necessary that

problem.

every

second

person

is

remain

in

control

of

your
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Most of you think that if you are a

This shows your strength and control of

strict and quarrelsome person people

mind. What you need to do is to

will be apprehensive of you and you'll

remain composed in times of crises.

have an upper hand on them. In other

Instead of bursting out your anger on

words a fierce person can dominate

others just take a deep breath, drink a

others easily. So fake and unrealistic

glass of water and be relaxed. Don't

this belief is. Mostly teachers think the

ever forget that words spoken and

same. They get mad at their students

things

on petty things thinking that it will

disastrous

keep them timid, but they are totally

matter how much you repent, it will be

wrong

in vain. This is absolutely true about

as

this

attitude

leads

to

done

in

anger

consequences.

And

obnoxious feelings in them. You need

commit abhorrent crimes like murders.

to be soft and firm in your dealings

You are the best manager of your

with your students and others as well.

personality and habits. Mold yourself

Love

change

into a commendable human being,

hearts and minds like a magic wand.

who is in complete control of his mind

Anger and fury can demolish them

and

like an angry storm.

composed at times of chaos and crises.

Another way of managing your anger

Make patience your first and foremost

is

priority.

to

avoid

can

communication

with

remains

cool,

people

no

situations

politeness

provoke

have

frustration in students and develops

and

that

may

contented

others when you are angry or in a bad
mood. If you feel tension mounting
up, leave that place for the time being
to prevent any unfavourable situation.
Later on when the heat has receded,
try to sort things out, sensibly.

NAHEED HAQ

to

and
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THE SOCIETY WE
LIVE IN
Z A I N A B

K H A N

The world today has mostly been poison for many people living in it!
Sometimes we say that the world is cruel, but actually the people around us
make it a cruel and unpleasant place to live in. I believe humans are the
most unkind creatures living on the earth and paradoxically, the most
loving as well. But we have always been unjust to the environment we live
in and to the people we are surrounded by. There are thousands of cases
that show us how we have been cruel and unjust to the people and nature
surrounding us. But some of the major examples are taking over this
advanced and modern society of today.
Even in this highly advanced world today, children are raped, animals are
burned and most of the species have come to the point of extinction. This
doesn’t seem to stop, instead, these cases are increasing every passing day.
And people like us can only talk about it and feel sorry. Not only women,
but men are not safe either because cruelty has no gender and no caste.
The saddest part is that we are the people who are raising such devils and
no one is being held accountable. Instead, we completely ignore it. What
the children pick from it negatively impacts them and they, unwillingly,
become part of such inhumane acts. It has to be taken into account that in
today's world, there are a-lot of advancements on one side but a lot more
destruction on the other side. If we want to make this world pleasant and
safe for future generations, we have to come out of only thinking of our
own benefits and think collectively for every creature living around us.
Everyone deserves to live because GOD has given this right to every living
creature and if we ever try to harm humans or the environment, we are
actually destroying ourselves.
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DON'T WORRY ABOUT
PERFECTION:

I ALWAYS
FIND
BEAUTY
in things that are odd
and imperfect
they are much more
interesting
—MARC JACOBS

PAGE 66 | THE MUSE

F E A R A N D
P E R F E C T I O N
Salman Jamil

Fear and perfection are the two most sold phenomenas in the world and are the main cause of neurosis in humans,
fear in the name of religion and perfection concerning social acceptance. We have been forced to view God as an
angry and disciplinary almighty in the sky making us accountable from above for our sins. Judging us for not
praising him enough, for not following his orders and waiting to punish us later.
This concept of religion always keeps us in a state of fear and thus always makes us feel like we’re not good
enough. It makes us project the disowned part of ourselves, which we fear, onto others and thus the cycle of
judging others for their sins begins. The day we start viewing God for what it truly is, a source of light, a source of
happiness, creator of mankind, an energy source that harnesses love and acceptance, is the day we’ll become the
best version of ourselves. There can never be a perfect order or perfect chaos. A fraction of chaos in order is the
closest thing to perfection and is what we need to run after.
Our journey to perfection begins the day when our conscience develops. We’re forced to take everything as a
competition. We’re constantly hustling to be better than everyone rather than working on ourselves to be the best
version of ourselves. The Media, the education system, the corporate world, the political world and the
entertainment industry, they’re all feeding off of our desire to be the best, to be perfect. We need to understand
that perfection is unattainable. It simply cannot be achieved and that’s okay. We can’t digest the fact that we can
never be perfect which is why we see the suicide rate growing rapidly. Even the most elite celebrities couldn’t stop
chasing perfection and when they couldn’t achieve it, they gave up and quit and gave us the 27 club to talk about.
We need to accept our flaws, the day we do that, no one can use them against us. Eternal peace is in accepting who
you are and being the best version of yourself without any fears of not being socially accepted or being judged.
Fear and perfection in a nutshell.
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WOMEN
EMPOWERMENT
Tooba Farman

Women empowerment implies the ability of women to take decisions
in regard to their
life and work. It entails giving them equal rights in all aspects
like personal, economic, political, legal and so on.
Women empowerment has become a buzzword today, with women working
alongside
men
in
all
spheres
of
life.
They
are
increasingly
gaining control of their lives and taking their own decisions, in
regard
to
their
lifestyle
and
profession.
They
are
playing
multiple roles, as mothers, daughters, sisters and career women.
This empowerment is not limited to the urban women, only. Women
in remote towns and villages are now increasingly making their
voices heard, loud and clear, in society.
Women
are,
by
and
large,
facing
discrimination
today.
Unfortunately, many of them face exploitation and harassment of
different kinds; emotional, physical, mental and sexual. They are
often
subjected
to
rape
and
abuse.Women
empowerment
can
be
achieved only when there is attitudinal change in society with
regards
to
womenfolk,
treating
them
with
proper
respect
and
dignity.
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Coming to the benefits of
women
empowerment,
there
are
quite
a
few.
Women
being
able
to
lead
their
lives
with
dignity
and
freedom. Their ability to
gain
position
of
respect
in
society.
Their
financial independence and
capability
of
looking
after their own needs and
desires.

to

be

effectively

managed.

There are some necessities
of women empowerment which
are unneglectable.
Without women empowerment,
we
cannot
remove
injustice,
gender
biases
and
inequalities.If
women
are
not
empowered,
they
cannot enjoy the security
and
protection
of
life.
Empowerment acts as a tool
against
exploitation
and
harassment.
Women
are
highly
creative
and
intelligent,
which
makes
it
imperative
to
receive
their
contribution
in
socio-economic
activities.

They’ll
also
be
able
to
make
meaningful
contributions to the wellbeing
of
society.
They
will
gain
the
ability
to
act
as
capable
citizens,
to
make
the
country
achieve
enhanced
Gross
Domestic Product (GDP).

“Among you the most respectable is the
one, who respects women and the most
disrespectable is the one who disrespect
women”.

-

I would like to talk about
the means to achieve women
empowerment
to
make
my
topic more enhancive.

Holy

Prophet

(PBUH)

“Women
are
architects of

the
real
society”
-

The most important mean is
education.
Without
proper
and
adequate
education,
women
cannot
become
empowered
individuals.
They need to be encouraged
to go for higher studies.
Another mean is acquiring
adequate
communication
skills, without developing
skills
for
effective
communication,
women
cannot
make
their
voices
heard.
As
leaders,
they
need
to
be
able
to
get
their
points
across
to
people,
enabling
their
family, team and company

Cher

Societies
across
world
have been exposed to major
processes
of
progressive
transformation
in
social
and
economic
fronts.
However,
these
processes
have not been implemented
in a balanced way and have
augmented gender imbalance
throughout
the
world
in
which
the
woman
remains
the ultimate sufferer. The
situation
has
adversely
affected the pace of women
empowerment. We require a
society in which there are
equal opportunities.

Dark
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To be beautiful is to be comfortable in your
own skin.

is heavenly
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World is like a box of crayons, with
each of us being different,
dissimilar and diverse from the
other; and with our uniqueness we
simply colour the world bright.
Diversity is a gift of nature to us. It
is a shade of beauty that we need
to accept. Even though we now
live in a global world that is so
much more connected and closer
to exposure, we still come across
intolerance towards diversity and
towards darker skin tones.

population. A woman is not
allowed to embrace her own skin
but pushed to achieve that ‘fair
flawless glow’ or else she is subject
to rejection, mockery, ridicule and
snide remarks by others. It is mostly
practiced by the potential suitors
whose family feels that it is their
necessary right to judge the girl
and comment on her skin tone,
body figure and appearance in
general. Sadly, this has been going
on for decades in Pakistan and it
has rarely been prevented.

If you are a women living in Pakistan
so you would have been a victim of
colorism-At least at some point of
your life. Colorism is a social issue
that has its claws penetrating deep
within our society. It is an evil that
has its shadows looming over almost
every woman in Pakistan; and
ironically, women succumb to this
monstrosity as they feel helplessness
in the face of this monster.

We need to ask ourselves that why
are we tormenting a woman
because of her apparently ‘wrong’
skin tone? Why are we subjecting
her
to
this
nerve-wrecking
experience over a thing that she
has no control over? Why are we
not speaking against this injustice.

Colorism is a form of racism that is
becoming exceedingly present in
Pakistan.
Importantly,
it
is
unchecked in our society. Making
the situation worse is the blatant
airing of such advertisements that
encourage the use of ‘fairness’
creams and beauty products.
Needless to say, such commercials
are
constructing
controversial
beauty standards for women.
Ultimately, these lead to many
adverse impacts on the female

We need to eradicate this issue in
our country and without the
elimination of colourism, true
empowerment of women cannot
be achieved. Hence, we need to
embrace our diversity so accept
yourself
and
love
yourself.
Importantly we need to own
ourselves and not let anyone
lessen our self-esteem.

Love Yourself

SABA GUL
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THE KITE
RUNNER
The Kite Runner is first and foremost a novel of unusual generosity, honesty, redemption, betrayal,
and compassion. A beautiful story about family, love, and friendship against a backdrop of
devastation. It describes the story of two friends, Amir and Hassan. Both live in Afghanistan, in the
city of Kabul. Every year there is a tournament of kite flying, popular throughout Afghanistan as a
past time. Amir and Hassan try hard to win the tournament and Amir hopes to win over his
father's love. This was peace time in Afghanistan with everyone living a happy life.
Eventually, Amir wins the tournament, as well as, the love of his father but he betrays his dearest
friend, not helping him in a difficult situation, something that will haunt him for the rest of his
life. Just like the kite battling in the sky, war ravages Afghanistan and the country becomes hard
to live in. The dangerous situation not only makes life hard for the locals but force Amir and his
father to relocate to America. Thus, Kite Runner becomes the story line for Amir, trying to right
the wrong he committed towards Hassan, back when they lived in Kabul.
The story is powerful and harrowing, but it is handled with sheer poignancy which makes it such a
wonderful read. This book was heartbreaking and beautifully written.
“When you kill a man, you steal a life. You steal his wife’s right to a husband, rob his children of a
father. When you tell a lie, you steal someone’s right to the truth. When you cheat, you steal the
right to fairness, there is no act more wretched than stealing”.
This book highlights the double standards of society which are still very much alive today and the
different ways humans impose violence upon each other. The ending part is the best of the story
as, in spite of so many odds and sacrifices Amir goes back to Afghanistan to make things right
again.
A very enthralling work by Khalid Hossaini tugging at the readers heartstrings. Showing us how
uncertain a person’s life can be, how a bad thing can always be clouded by the good when we
honestly ache for it.
“For you a thousand times over.”

HAFSA BASHIR

PO
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The new confessions of an

ECONOMIC
HITMAN

The new confessions of an economic hitman;
the shocking inside story of how America took
over the world by John Perkins.

John Perkins was born in January 1945 in
Hannover, New Hampshire, United States to a
middle-class family. Both his parents are
teachers. In 1963, he graduated from prep
school and entered Middlebury College. Soon
after 1966 he got admitted in Boston
University’s college of Business. In 1968, he
joined his first job. In his book, he claims that
he lives four lives; as an economics hitman
(EHM); as a CEO of a successful alternative
energy company, that is being reward for not
disclosing his EHM past; as an expert of
indigenous culture and shamanism; as a
teacher and writer who used his expertise to
promote ecology and sustainability while
continuingly honoring his vow of silence
about his life as EHM. And now as a writer
who extraordinary as an EHM, has exposed
the world of international intrigue and
corruption that is turning the American
republic into a global empire despised by
increasing number of people around the
planet.
So basically, this book is an autobiography. As
I mentioned in the writer's description, he
served as an Economic Hitman. He describes
how economic cyanide is force-fed to the
developing world by the US government.

The IMF and rest of what author John Perkins
calls “the Corporatocracy”. Because he was
also a part of this cycle. Perkins describes how
he personally used to encourage developing
countries to accept enormous loans in order
to pay US companies to overhaul their
infrastructure and if anyone dared to refuse
them they used CIA, which Claudine (Perkin’s
trainer) called jackals, to assassinate them.

“If civilization is to survive, we must
cultivate
the
science
of
human
relationship. The ability of all people of all
kinds, to live together in the same at
peace”.
- Franklin D. Rooseve
But if jackals failed to deliver, then they came
up with their full force like in the case of
Saddam Hussain in Iraq.
John Perkins works for an organization called
MAIN, an international consulting firm, as an
EHM (Economic Hitman). EHMs are highly
paid professionals who cheat countries
around the globe out of trillions of dollars. The
funnel money from the World Bank, the U.S.
Agency
for
international
Development
(USAID), and other foreign “aid” organizations
put into the coffer of huge corporations and
the pockets of few wealthy families who
control the planet’s natural resources.

W
ER
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NUMAN FAYAZ

Their tools include fraudulent financial reports, rigged elections, payoffs, extortion, sex, and murder.
They play a game as an empire, but one of that has taken on a new and terrifying dimension during the
time of globalization.

What I like about the book is that it explains not only how the US established and maintains its monopoly
and imperialism throughout the world by different means either debt trap, diplomacy or manipulating
global leaders, but it also gives inside of world politics from the 60s. It gives a lot of information about
nations and their leaders like the Shah of Iran, Panama, Ecuador, Indonesia and many more. I must say if
it is a conspiracy I somehow believe in it. The reason why I mentioned FDR’s quote at the top is because
as one of the greatest president of United State history it shows how their actions speak louder than
words.
On a concluding note, here is a paragraph from the last chapter which I guess is the central idea of the
whole book.

"The concept and corollary are used to justify all manner of piracy – licenses are granted to rape and
pillage and murder innocent people in Iran, Panama, Colombia, Iraq, and elsewhere. EHMs, jackals, and
armies flourish for as long as their activities can be shown a huge spike in economic growth.
The real story is that we are living a lie. Like my MAIN resume (Perkin), we created a veneer that hides
the fatal cancers beneath the surface. Those cancers are exposed by X-rays of our statistics, which
disclose the terrifying fact that history’s most powerful and wealthiest empire (US) has outrageous high
rates of suicides, drug abusers, divorce, child molestation, rape, and murder. And that like a malignant
cancer, these afflictions spread their tentacles in an ever-widening radius every year. In our hearts, each
of us feels the pain. We cry out for change. Yet, we slam our fists to our mouths, stifling those cries and
so we go unheard.”
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A CASE OF EXPLODING

Mangoes
A case of exploding Mangoes is a political satire and historical fiction written by
Mohammad Hanif. The book revolves around the days leading up to the demise of a ruler
who destroyed Pakistan's political and social system to its core and whose ideology is still
embedded in our politics and society (although his ideal son is in jail).
"A country that thinks it was created by God has
finally found what it deserves: a blabbering idiot
who thinks he has been chosen by Allah to clear his
name."

The book explores different conspiracy theories about the crash of Pak One through
parallel storylines, one concentrating on General Zia and the other on Under Officer and
Silent drill commander Ali Shigri.
Ali Shigri, the narrator, is on a mission to avenge his father's death who he thinks was
murdered on the orders of General Zia.
There are a few other interesting characters like the unhappy First Lady, the gay interest of
the narrator Obaid (Baby O), the Secretary-General of All7 Pakistan Sweepers Association,
the blind woman Zainab, a few senior and ambitious military men and a Crow (this is not a
typo).
The book has its weaknesses. Some stories are varying here and there, the characters lack
dimensions, the finish is disappointing and for a political satire to completely negate
political dimensions didn't go well for me.
But on the other side, this book is one of its kind because of the style of narration and the
lack of write-ups on the subject. The wit that the writer throws at relationships, military
men and religion are truly not to be missed.
This book is a recommendation for those who would like to read a comic version of the
real-life event. For a debut novel, this was a good attempt by Mohammad Hanif and
deserves 3/5 stars.

Muhammad Hasnain

x
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De ter
is dead

I am writing this review with a heavy heart. I have always loved Dexter. It has been my
favorite series for long. But the kind of downfall this series has seen... what can I say. I
am hurt and this is why I was reluctant to write this review. I kept on delaying it but,
finally, I told myself to just get it over with.
The book starts with Dexter in jail for crimes he has not committed (ironic). He is
hoping Deborah (his sister) will rescue him but she shows him a cold face. Luckily for
Dexter, Brian (his brother) comes back to save the day but with a huge price.
The writing was weak, sluggish and lazy. I was bored throughout the book. In my
notes, I have commented "boring", a lot of times. A quarter of the book gets consumed
in describing food and cravings for food, which was very annoying. I get it. Dexter is a
foodie. But this was over the top. And Deborah.. my god you'll struggle to find a single
sentence she speaks without the F-word. Too over the top.
The only good part (trust me on this) of the book was the final moments of a character
in chapter 21.
“Anderson's eye got wider and wider, still fixed on me, and I saw the old
familiar beauty of That Moment, the final second when you realize it is the
final second and there will never be any more of them, not for you, not
ever again, and all the simple and wonderful things you took for granted,
like breathing and sunshine and everything else in the world aboveground,
all that starts to recede, pulling away from you slowly as you try to hang on
to it, and then whirling away faster and faster and spinning you down into
the endless darkness-and then you are gone and it is all over forever.”

Overall a poor end to a thrilling series. 1 out of 5 stars max. The one star is for that
moment in chapter 21, and my love for Dexter.
And Jeff Lindsay, you better stay away from me while I am still mad at you for ruining
my favorite serial killer.

coming soon

Muhammad Hasnain
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Muhammad Hasnain

BORN A CRIME
I wanted to write book reviews for a while now but always ended up shrugging it off
because it needed an effort. But I decided to give it an honest try now.
Deciding which book to review first was another dilemma. Anyway, I ended up deciding that
I should start with an all-rounder book (I'll explain later what I mean by that). ‘Born a Crime’
fit that description perfectly. So here it is, my review of ‘Born a Crime’ by Trevor Noah.
Born a crime is an insightful account of racism during and after the fall of the South African
apartheid system with on-point comic timing. It consists of a series of short stories from
Trevor Noah's life that are inspiring, powerful and educational.
I mentioned the word all-rounder above to describe this book and this is exactly what ‘Born
a Crime’ is for me; a pack of emotions. There is anger, innocence, revenge, empathy,
heartbreak, laughter, stubbornness and many more similar emotions for the readers.
Trevor Noah is the son of an independently minded black woman and Swiss man in
apartheid South Africa, where the two races are forbidden to have any relation with each
other.
The stories revolve around the two main characters of Trevor and Patricia (Trevor's mom).
The character of Trevor's mom and the banter between him and his mom are the best bits
of this book.
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“But where was your Jesus to pay
your hospital bill, hmm? I know for a
fact that He didn’t pay that.”
She smiled and said, “You’re right.
He didn’t. But He blessed me with the
son who did.”

Trevor's Mom is a hardworking and religious woman who questions the norms of the
society on her every step. Trevor's mom's character was a very inspirational character and
it made me gaze into my own house. I realized a similar character was in front of me
already. My own mother. A person who faced hardships of extreme kinds her whole life,
but kept fighting through them.
This dedication by Trevor sums it all in the end:

"For my mother. My first fan. Thank
you for making me a man. And,
finally, for bringing me into this
world and making me the man I am
today, I owe the greatest debt, a debt
I can never repay, to my mother."

I think Born a Crime is a must read for those who think they owe a debt to their parents. I'll
give this book 4.5/5 stars.
Happy reading to you all.
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The

Architect’s Apprentice
IBRAHIM MIR

“Working is Prayer for the likes of us, His master often said. ‘It’s the way we commune with God."
"Then how does He respond to us?’ Jahan has once asked way back when he was younger.”
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This is a very special book and very close to my heart. This book possesses an exquisite, charming and
delighting story.
A white child Elephant called “CHOTA” is gifted to the Famous Ottoman Emperor Sultan Suleiman by the
Emperor of the Mughal Dynasty King Shajahan. The Elephant is accompanied by Mahout Jahan who is also a
milk brother to the elephant too. The journey of Jahan reaches the Apprenticeship of the Famous Royal
Architect of the Ottoman Empire “Master Sinan”.
The book is Historical fiction. Inside the book, there is a big part of the history of the glorious days of the
Ottoman Empire, the wars it fought, few kings it bore, and few royal conspiracies are discussed of that time,
etc. Another story in the book is the construction of Sulemania Masjid ( Now Haga Sophia). It was one of the
Megastructure in the world at the time of its construction. I really enjoyed knowing how this marvelous
structure was built. A few other historic buildings of Turkey are also discussed. There is so much information
about the internal affairs of the Ottoman Empire family at that time. Turkish culture is very richly elaborated
in this book, portraying a vivid description of their dresses, food, gatherings, social life, and whatnot. Besides
a thorough portrayal of Turkish cultural life, Shafak has not failed in giving a bit of romantic hint in the story
by painting an overly sweet and innocent love story of Jahan and Mirhima.
Apart from all this what mystified me the most in the book were few thought-provoking conversations
between Jahan and Master Sinan. The conversations were so deep in meaning and supremely peaceful to
mind that I felt profoundly reverent while reading those passages. Following is one of my favorite
conversations from the book.
“Let me tell you a secret”, Said Sinan. ‘Beneath every building we raise—it doesn’t matter it's small or large—
just imagine that below the foundation lies the center of the universe. Then you will work with more care and
love”
Jahan pursed his lips ‘I don’t understand what that means’
‘You will.’ Said Sinan. ‘Architecture is a conversation with God. And nowhere does He speak more loudly than
at the center’
I have many other favorite paragraphs but due to lack of resources, I added only this one to the review.
The opening of the book was extremely mesmerizing and the story took swiftness after the first few pages
building a bonded relationship between the reader and the book.
The Architect’s Apprentice, in short, holds a remarkable treasure that everyone must discover.
I highly recommend this book to everyone and those who are Die Hard Fans of Miss Elif Shafak, like me,
should read this book as a compulsion.
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RICH
DAD
POOR DAD
Sanaullah Yousafzai

This book was first published in 1997, consisting of 352 pages and 9 chapters.
About the author:
Robert Kiyosaki is an entrepreneurial educator and an investor who believes that the world needs more
entrepreneurs who will create more jobs. He is the founder of ‘Rich Dad Company’ (financial education Co.)
and the author of 19 books. He has been invited as a guest to different media outlets like CNN, BBC, FOX
NEWS, etc.
Core principles of the book:
Robert Kiyosaki had two dads, a rich dad (actually his friend
Mike's dad who didn't even finish his 8th grade) and poor dad (his
own dad, highly educated and a PhD scholar). Both of them advised him but they didn't advise the same
thing. For example, the poor dad (his own dad) would advise that "The
love of money is the root of all evils" and the rich dad would say
that " The lack of money is the root of all evils"
Main Focus:
This book mainly focuses on 3 things.
1) What kind of education to get?
Poor dad's perspective: Get the best education, get the job.
Rich dad's perspective: Get education mainly in four areas. start your own business and create jobs for
others, like:
• Accounting: Accounting will enable you to read and understand numbers.
• Investment: Learn about investment. It will enable you to understand how money makes money.
• Markets: Understand the supply and demand.
• Law: It will protect you from lawsuits and tax advantages.
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2) What kind of work to do?
Rich dad's perspective: Don't work for money, let the money work for you.
Poor dad's perspective: Getting an education and job means work for the rest of your life for money and
for others.
3) What do employees do?
They first work for the employers than for the government (pay their taxes) then they work for the banks
(payment of loans etc.) so they never pay themselves first.
Actually, poor and middle-class people are controlled by two things; Fear and Greed.
Fear of not having money, losing a job and greed of getting higher paychecks and bonuses. Due to these
two things, they keep on working and always follow the rat race. Rich dad perspective: Rich don't work for
money, money works for them. Let your money work for you.
What rich people do is they acquire the assets first and it becomes a source of income for them. Rich
people always focus on building their assets column.
4) If you have a business or job, where to invest or spend your money?
Let's first understand the difference between assets and liabilities according to the author.
Assets are those things which put money in your pocket. And liabilities are those things which take money
out of your pockets.
Let me ask you a question. You may know a lot of people who make a lot of money but are still broke
(having no real assets). So, the key is when do people pay themselves?
- ALWAYS PAY YOURSELF FIRST.
Let's consider the cash flow of poor, middle class and rich.
Poor:
When they get their income, they spend that money on necessary expenses so they never pay themselves,
meaning they never invest in their assets column.
INCOME ---> EXPENSES
Middle class:
When they get their income, they spend that money on necessary expenses and liabilities and also invest it
in their assets column. But almost having no income from those assets, they pay themselves in last.
INCOME -----> EXPENSES + LIABILITIES
Rich:
When the rich class get their income, they invest their money in their assets column which becomes a
source of extra income from them. And they use that extra income which is the income from their assets
column and spend that on their necessary expenses and liabilities. This how they pay themselves first.
Build your asset column strong, once a dollar goes into it, it becomes your employee and the good thing
about money is that it works 24-hours a day.
What's good about this book?
Easy to understand and written in very simple English. It will change your perspective about money.
What's not good about this book?
The one thing I find missing in this book is the lack of practical advice. In the last chapter, the author gives
you some steps to follow but they are not clear.
Rating: 9/10
I strongly recommend this book.
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Rumi's
Daughter
"Rumi’s Daughter" is a best-selling book that will surely draw a comparison with Paolo
Coelho's "The Alchemist", and also adds something fresh and new to what Rumi is known
for.
"Rumi’s daughter" is about a little girl named Kimya. She is a smart child, who knew things
that a normal kid would not know. She descends into a realm of surrealism. At the period,
when conventional Christian families, and the invading Muslims, were managing to live in
harmony in Anatolia.
The novel is based on true events and involves three main characters and events that take
place to change their lives. Especially of the protagonist, a young girl, named Kimya. At the
very beginning, Kimya was a very calm and wise girl. Her father (Farokh) was an apprentice
and her mother (Evodokia) was a Christian. As she grew up in the village, people noticed
that she was different from her siblings in regards to her looks, as well as, manners. She
was different from all the other children of her age. She was a great observer and a deep
thinker.
A priest named Chrisostom predicts Kimya’s future as very bright and he orders Farokh to
send her to Konya for higher studies. After a while, Chrisostom dies but leaves a message
that Kimya must be taken to Konya. It was difficult for her father but, nonetheless, he takes
her to the nearby city of Konya to receive education from the conformist nuns. When they
reach Konya, Kimya’s alterity is identified by a philosopher, Jalal ud din Rumi. Rumi not only
adopts her as his daughter but as a student, too. Rumi was a renowned, reputed and
respected leader, teacher and philosopher in Konya, until the emergence of a wandering
whirling dervish Shams, from Tabraiz. Although to Rumi and Kimya, he was no less than a
Saint who transforms their lives forever. After meeting Shams, Rumi had a great spiritual
friendship with him, for this friendship he even leaves his profession.
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Everything in Kimya’s life changes, too. She slowly starts falling for Shams, day by day
getting closer to him and finally, according to the will of Rumi, she gets married to Shams
and burns her life.
Their married life was not successful. Shams is an unusual husband, almost totally
absorbed by his longing for God. Their marriage was fiery and different, in the end,
dissolved by Kimya's death - after which Shams vanished. A girl who was full of life, who
knew only to love, who had a great desire for education… sacrifices herself for love …!
“It is hard to keep your feet on the earth while your heart looks for the heavens.”
― Muriel Maufroy, Rumi's Daughter

KASHMALA ISHFAQ
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Ridiculous Man

“The dream of a ridiculous man” by Fyodor Dostoyevsky, published in Russian in 1877.

This story addresses questions about sins, human imperfection and striving towards an
ideal society. It also tells us about the experiences of a man who decides that nothing in
this world is of any value.
Many people in our society are facing this kind of depression or we can say that they are
facing depression and crises. Many people in our society make us feel that for us life is
miserable and we cannot do anything in our life. We wear the mask which they want us to
and hence, for us, life becomes meaningless and hopeless.
From a psychological point of view, this man has made up his mind about being born for
no reason. He believes himself to be a ridiculous man. Slowly, this feeling of being
ridiculous is intensified by his growing realization that nothing matters and life is
meaningless. Thus, his anxiety and his obsession with this notion leads him to the decision
to commit suicide.
But after a chance encounter with a young girl, the narrator is determined to change. He
has seen the goodness in people and wants to bring that out in everyone. He says:
“The chief thing is to love others like yourself, that’s the chief thing and that’s everything;
nothing else is wanted you will find out at once how to arrange it all.”
“Life has meaning and evil can be combated.”
The ridiculous man is initially going to commit suicide, thinking life is meaningless.
However, his encounter with the poor young child convinces him that he has a
contribution to make to the wider society.

-SANA SAJJAD
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“I do not miss childhood, but I miss the way I took pleasure in small things, even as greater
things crumbled. I could not control the world I was in, could not walk away from things or
people or moments that hurt, but I took joy in the things that made me happy.”

I have a memory from when I was a little kid, about four or five. A memory of being able to float.
It is a memory of a strong belief that I could float in the air. When I think about it now, I can see
clearly how it was just a figment of a five-year old’s imagination but for most of my childhood, I
truly believed I could float. Even now when I recall the memory, I don’t remember pretending to
float but a memory of actually floating, that was how strong my belief was when I was a child and
that is how powerful a child’s imagination can be, where even years and years later illogical and
impossible memories make sense in my head. Childhood memories are never lost for good and the
grimmest of those memories, no matter how faint, can haunt one forever, as they do the anonymous
narrator of Neil Gaiman’s haunting modern myth.
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From every aspect, in every way, “The Ocean at the End of the Lane” tells you what it is to be a
child. Its young protagonist takes you back to the familiar fragility, isolation, and wary suspicion of
adults that comes with being seven years old and bookish. This book is childhood.
“Adults follow paths. Children explore. Adults are content to walk the same way, hundreds
of times, or thousands; perhaps it never occurs to adults to step off the paths, to creep
beneath rhododendrons, to find the spaces between fences.”
The Ocean at the End of the Lane is a short novel, and may seem straightforward, even though the
narrator tells us little about himself, not his age, nor his profession, and as I discovered shockingly
when I finished the novel, not even his name. The story is hard to explain and I will try my best to
give a generic explanation that does not have spoilers but I doubt it will do justice to the story. The
story is a cross between imagination and reality.
“Growing up, I took so many cues from books. They taught me most of what I knew about
what people did, about how to behave. They were my teachers and my advisers. I lived in
books more than I lived anywhere else. Books were safer than other people anyway.”
The story follows our unnamed male protagonist who is going to back to his hometown in rural
England to attend a funeral. He hasn’t been back there for more than 30 years and there is a lot about
his childhood he doesn’t remember until he steps foot on that land again and it all comes back to him.
So, the story follows a flashback into his childhood when he was seven years old and is told from a
seven-year old’s perspective. The little boy, who is more of a friend to books than people, befriends
an eleven-year-old girl named Lettie Hempstock who lives down the lane. By becoming friends with
her he gets revealed to a whole another world and gets to embark on adventures he only ever read
about in his beloved books of mythology.
In the course of his journey, the book deals with all the tragedy the little boy goes through, and is
duelling between imagination and reality and how someone deals with life by calling to both of those
sides of themselves.
“Nobody looks like what they really are on the inside. You don’t. I don’t. People are much
more complicated than that. It’s true of everybody.”
It is a book about the innocence and powerlessness of childhood, about memories and also about
much more as it contains a lot of universal truths so beautifully written. There's friendship and love,
cruelty and resentment. And there are monsters. But the real monsters come from the people's wishes,
the people's own selves, the deep-down dark that lives inside us.
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“ “Monsters come in all shapes and sizes, some of them are things people are scared of.
Some of them are things that look like things people used to be scared of a long time ago.
Sometimes monsters are things people should be scared of, but they aren't.”
Some of my favorite things about this book are Neil Gaiman’s absolutely magical yet simplistic
writing, the story is straightforward yet there are so many complexities to it as well, the book has
that element to it where you could read it over and over again many times in your life and get
something new from it every time. Another thing I liked was how the book has both fantasy and
magical realism elements and it’s really up to the readers to decide if they think the book is magical
realism or fantasy.
There is a lot in this short book on holding on, and letting go, and the consequences of
both. There is a lot on doing what is right, on personal sacrifice, on remembering and forgetting.
One of the main themes of the book is remembering and reliving past experiences and letting those
things affect your current day life. It doesn’t give you any hard and fast opinions on those things, it
lets you decide what you think should happen in terms of letting things go or letting your past
affect your present. I really liked the aspect of the book that you can take the story that you want
from it. The only thing I would change about the book is to make it longer. I would have liked to
stay with the character longer and I feel like you could have been more emotionally connected and
attached to the character if the book was a bit longer.
Neil Gaiman, whom I already knew from the fabulous and gut-wrenching episode of Doctor Who he
had written, has definitely become one of my favorite authors and I can’t wait to pick more of his
work. Simply put, I enjoyed my first trip into the world of Neil Gaiman. The ending is stellar. A bit
sad. But mostly perfect. I encourage everyone to pick up and read this book for themselves.
“Oh, monsters are scared. That’s why they’re monsters. And as for grown-ups…I’m going to
tell you something important. Grown-ups don’t look like grown-ups on the inside either.
Outside, they’re big and thoughtless and they always know what they’re doing. Inside, they
look just like they always have. Like they did when they were your age. The truth is, there
aren’t any grown-ups. Not one, in the whole wide world.”
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MULTILINGUAL

Mix
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دوﺳﺖ ﻣﻦ
ﻟﻄﯿﻔﻪ اﮐﺒﺮی

دوﺳﺖ ﻣﻦ
ﻗﺪﻣﯽ ﺑﮕﺬار درﯾﻦ ﺟﺎده ﻫﺎی ﺧﺎﮐﯽ
ﻧﻈﺮی اﻧﺪاز ﺑﻪ ﺳﻮی ﺑﺎغ ﻫﺎی ﺗﻬﯽ
ﮔﺬری ﮐﻦ ﺟﻬﺖ آن ﮐﻠﺒﻪ ﻫﺎی زﯾﺒﺎ
ﮐﻠﺒﻪ ای ﮐﻪ ﻣﯿﻠﺮزد از ﺗﺮس ﺗﻨﻬﺎﯾﯽ
ای ﮐﺒﻮﺗﺮ
ای ﺳﺒﮏ ﺑﺎل و ﺑﻠﻨﺪ ﭘﺮواز
ﻧﻐﻤﻪ ﺑﺨﻮان و ﺷﻮر و ﻫﻠﻬﻠﻪ ﺑﺴﺎز
اﮔﺮﭼﻪ ﺑﯿﻤﻨﺎک اﺳﺖ اﯾﻦ ﺳﮑﻮت
و ﺗﻮ اﻣﯿﺪی ﺑﺎش ﺑﺮای ﻣﻮﺟﻮدات ﺑﺎز
ﻫﻤﺴﺎﯾﻪ
ﺑﯿﺎ ﮐﻪ ﻟﺤﻈﻪ ای ﺑﺎﻫﻢ ﮐﻨﺎر ﻫﻢ ﺑﺎﺷﯿﻢ
ﺑﯿﺎ ﮐﻪ ﯾﮑﺪﻣﯽ ﻓﺎرغ ز رﻧﺞ و ﻏﻢ ﺑﺎﺷﯿﻢ
دﯾﮕﺮ ﮐﻔﺎﯾﺘﯽ ﻫﺴﺖ ﺑﺮ ﺟﺪاﯾﯽ ﻫﺎ و درد
ﺑﯿﺎ ﮐﻪ ﺷﻨﻮﯾﻨﺪه ای ﻗﺼﻪ ﻫﺎی ﻫﻢ ﺑﺎﺷﯿﻢ
ﻣﻬﯿﻨﻢ ﺟﺎن ﻣﻦ
ﺳﻤﺖ ﺗﻮ ﻣﯽ آﯾﻢ ﻗﻔﻞ آﻏﻮﺷﺖ ﺑﺮ ﻣﻦ ﺑﮕﺸﺎ
ﻣﯿﺪاﻧﻢ ﮐﻪ ﺷﮑﺎﯾﺖ داری از ﻫﻤﻪ ای واﻗﻌﻪ ﻫﺎ
روزی آﯾﺪ ﮐﻪ ﻣﻦ و ﺗﻮ ﻟﺐ ﺧﻨﺪان ﻧﮕﺮﯾﻢ
ﺑﻪ ﺳﻮی آن ﻫﻤﻪ ای ﺑﺪ ﺑﺨﺘﯽ ﺟﻬﺖ زﺷﺘﯽ ﻫﺎ
زﯾﺒﺎ دﯾﺎر وﻃﻦ ﻣﻦ
ز ﺗﻮ ﺧﻮاﻫﻢ ﮐﻪ ﺻﺒﻮر ﺑﺎﺷﯽ و اﻣﯿﺪوار
ﺟﻬﺪ دارم ﮐﻪ ﺑﺴﺎزﻣﺖ ﻫﻤﯿﺸﻪ ﮔﻠﺬار
ﻣﻨﻢ آن روزﻧﻪ ای ﺧﻮﺷﯽ ﻫﺎ
ﻣﻨﻢ آن درﯾﭽﻪ ای ﻓﺮدا ﻫﺎ
ﻣﻨﻢ آن ﺳﺎزﻧﺪه
ﻫﻤﯿﺸﻪ ام ﭘﯿﮑﺎر
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ﺧﺰاں ﻣﯿﮟ ﺧﺎﻟﯽ ﮨﺎﺗﮫ ﺳﺐ ﻧﮯ ﺑﮯ ﮐﺎر ﺳﻤﺠﮭﺎ
ﭼﺎروں اﻃﺮاف ﮨﺠﻮم ﻣﯿﺮے،اﻧﮩﻮں ﻧﮯ ﺑﮩﺎر دﯾﮑﮭﺎ

ﻋﮑﺲ ﺟﺎں ﭘﺎﯾﺎ
ِ
ﻣﺼﺎﺣﺒﻮں ﻧﮯ ﮨﺎﺗﮫ ﺗﮭﻤﺎ،ﻣﺠﮫ ﻣﯿﮟ
ﻋﮑﺲ ﻣﮑﻤﻞ ﮐﺮﻧﮯ ﮐﺎ ﺧﻮاب ﻣﯿﮟ ﻧﮯ ﮨﺮ ﺑﺎر دﯾﮑﮭﺎ

ﺧﻮدﮐﻮﺧﻮد ﮨﯽ ﺳﻮرج ﮐﯽ ﮐِﺮﻧﻮں ﮐﮯ ﭘﺎس دﯾﮑﮭﺎ
ﺟﺐ ﺑﮭﯽ دﯾﮑﮭﺎ ﺳﺎﻟﻢ ﺧﻮد ﮐﻮ ﮨﺮ ﺑﺎر دﯾﮑﮭﺎ

ﺻﺒﺮ ﻧﮯ ﻧ ِﺪا)ﺗﺨﻠﺺ(ﮐﻮ ﻧﺪاﻣﺖ ﮐﺎ ﺷﮑﺎر ﺑﻨﺎﯾﺎ ﻧﮩﯿﮟ
ﺻﺒﺮ واﻟﻮں ﮐﻮ ﻋﺮوج ﭘﺮ ﻣﯿﮟ ﻧﮯ ﺑﺎرﺑﺎر دﯾﮑﮭﺎ۔

Nadia Khan
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ﺳﻔﺮ
ﮨﻢ ﻧﮯ ﻣﻮت ﮐﻮ آﺗﮯ ﺑﺎر ﺑﺎر دﯾﮑﮭﺎ
ﮨﻢ ﻧﮯ ﻣﻮت ﮐﻮ ﻣﻨﺘﻈﺮاُس ﭘﺎر دﯾﮑﮭﺎ

ﺟﺐ ﺑﮭﯽ دﯾﮑﮭﺎ اﻟﮓ اﺷﮑﺎل ﻣﯿﮟ دﯾﮑﮭﺎ
ﮨﺮ ﺑﺎرﮐﯿﺎ اﻧﺘﺨﺎب ﺟﯿﺴﮯ ﭘﮩﻠﯽ ﺑﺎر دﯾﮑﮭﺎ

ﻇﺮاﻓﺖ ﺳﮯ ﺑﻌﯿﺪ ،ﻣﻄﻠﺐ ﮐﺎ ﭼﻨﺎؤ ﮐﯿﺎ
ﻣﺴﮑﺮاﺗﮯﮨﻮےدﯾﮑﮭﺎﻣﮕﺮدوﺳﺮوں ﮐﻮﮨﺮﺑﺎردﯾﮑﮭﺎ

دﻧﯿﺎ ﮐﺎ دﯾﮑﮭﺎ ﮨﻮا ﻟﻮﮔﻮں ﻧﮯ اﻧﺴﺎں ﺳﻤﺠﮭﺎ
ﻧﮯﻣﺎﻟﮏ ﮔﮩﺮی ﺳﻮچ ﮐﭽﮫ ﻧﮯﺳﭙﮧ ﺳﺎﻻردﯾﮑﮭﺎ
ﮐﺴﯽ
ِ

ﺑﺮﺳﺎت ﻣﯿﮟ ﺳﺐ ﮐﻮ ﺧﻮد ﮐﮯ ﭘﺎس دﯾﮑﮭﺎ
ﺳﺨﺖ دﮬﻮپ ﻣﯿﮟ ﺳﺐ ﮐﻮ اُس ﭘﺎر دﯾﮑﮭﺎ

PAGE 93 | THE MUSE

دﺳﺘﮏ
آﺋﯿﮟ ﺗﮭﮯ دل ﮐﮯ دروازے ﭘﮧ آواز دﯾﻨﮯ

ﭘﺮ دل ﺗﻮ اﯾﮏ ﻣﻨﺪر ﮨﮯ
اﯾﮏ ﻣﺴﺠﺪ ﮨﮯ

اﯾﮏ ﮐﻠﯿﺴﺎ ﮨﮯ

دل ﭘﮧ ﭘﮩﺮے ﻧﮩﯿﮟ ﻟﮕﺘﮯ

دل ﭘﮧ دروازے ﻧﮩﯿﮟ ﻟﮕﺘﮯ

اور دروازے ﻟﮓ ﺑﮭﯽ ﺟﺎﺋﮯ ﺗﻮ

ﯾﮧ ﺑﻨﺪ ﮐﺒﮭﯽ ﮨﻮا ﻧﮩﯿﮟ ﮐﺮﺗﮯ

اور ﮐﮭﻠﮯ دروازوں ﭘﮧ دﺳﺘﮏ دﯾﺎ ﻧﮩﯿﮟ ﮐﺮﺗﮯ

ﻣﻦ ﻣﻨﺪر ﻣﯿﮟ ﺗﯿﺮی ﮨﯽ ُﻣﻮرت ﮨﮯ
ُﻣﻮرت ﺗﻮ ﮐﺒﮭﯽ ﺑﺪﻻ ﻧﮩﯿﮟ ﮐﺮﺗﮯ

دل ﮐﮯ آﺋﯿﻨﮯ ﻣﯿﮟ ﺗﯿﺮی ﮨﯽ ﺻﻮرت ﮨﮯ

ﺗﻮ اﭘﻨﮯ ﮔﮭﺮ آﻧﮯﮐﯽ اِﺟﺎزت ﻣﺎﻧﮕﺎ ﻧﮩﯿﮟ ﮐﺮﺗﮯ

اور ﮐﮭﻠﮯ دروازوں ﭘﮧ دﺳﺘﮏ دﯾﺎ ﻧﮩﯿﮟ ﮐﺮﺗﮯ
~ BJ
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ﺗﻼش
ﻧﮧ ﮨﮯ ﻧﻮرِﺷﺮق ﻣﯿﮟ ﻧﺸﺎں اس ﮐﺎ
زردئ ﻏﺮب ﻣﯿﮟ ﻣﻼ ﻣﺠﮫ ﮐﻮ
ﻧﮧ ﮨﯽ
ِ
ﻧﮧ وہ ﺣﺎﺿﺮ ﮨﮯ ﮔﻨﺠﺎں آﺑﺎدوں ﻣﯿﮟ
ﮨﮯﻏﯿﺮ ﺣﺎﺿﺮ،وہ ﻏﯿﺮ ﺣﺎﺿﺮ وﯾﺮاﻧﻮں ﺳﮯ

ﺟﯿﺴﮯ ﺗﻮاس ﮐﻮ ﻣﺤﺴﻮس ﮐﺮﻧﮯ ﺳﮯ ﻗﺎﺻﺮ
ﮨﺎں! وﯾﺴﮯ ﻣﯿﮟ ﺑﮭﯽ ﮨﻮں اﺣﺴﺎس ﻋﺎری
!ﮐﯿﺎ ﻋﺠﺐ ﯾﮧ ﻋﺠﺐ ،ﮨﮯ ﯾﮧ ﺳﺐ ﮐﺎ ﻋﺠﺐ
ﮐﯿﺎ ﻋﺠﺐ ﮐﺎ ﯾﮧ اﺣﺴﺎس ،اﺣﺴﺎس وہ ﮨﮯ؟

ﻣﯿﮟ ﺧﻮد ،ﺧﻮد ﮐﺎ ﺗﻼش ﺑﻦ ﺑﯿﭩﮭﺎ
اس ﮐﻮ ﺗﻼﺷﻨﮯ ﻣﯿﮟ

ﻣﯿﮟ ﺧﻮد ،ﺧﻮد ﮐﺎ ﺗﻼش ﺑﻦ ﺑﯿﭩﮭﺎ
اس ﮐﻮ ﺗﻼﺷﻨﮯ ﻣﯿﮟ

ﻧﮧ ﮐﻮہ داﻣﻦ ﻧﮧ ﺑﺎﻻﺋﯽ ﭼﻮﭨﯿﻮں ﭘﮧ ﻣﻼ ﻣﺠﮫ ﮐﻮ
ﮨﺎں! ﮨﮯ ﺑﺤﺮﻋﻈﯿﻢ ﮐﯽ ﺑﮭﯽ ﮔﮩﺮاﺋﯽ اﺣﺴﺎس ﻋﺎری
ﯾﮧ ﺑﮭﯽ ﻋﺎری ﮨﯿﮟ ،ﮨﺎں ﯾﮧ ﺳﺒﺰہ زار ﮨﺎں ﯾﮧ ذ ّرہ ﺧﺎک
ﻧﮧ ﮨﮯوﺟﺪِﻧﻮر ،ﻋﻼﻣﺖ ﻧﺸﺎﻧﯽ ﯾﺎ ﻏﯿﺒﯽ اﺷﺎرہ ﮐﯿﺎ اس ﮐﺎ؟

ﮐﯿﺎ وہ ﺗﺠﮫ ﻣﯿﮟ ﺳﻤﺎع ،ﮨﮯ ﺑﮩﻢ ﺟﻮ ﻣﯿﺮے ﺟﮩﺎں اور ﺗﮩﺎں؟
ﮨﺎں! ﺗﻮ ﮐﯿﺎ ﺳﺐ ﮐﺎ ﮨﮯ ﺳﺐ ﮐﭽﮫ ﮨﮯ وہ؟
ﺗﻮ ﭘﮭﺮ ﻣﯿﮟ ﮐﻮن ،ﺗﻮ ﮐﻮن ،ﺳﺐ ﮐﭽﮫ ﯾﮧ ﮐﯿﺎ اور ﯾﮧ ﮐﯿﺴﮯ؟
ﺑﺲ ﯾﮩﯽ ﺗﻮ ﺗﻼش ﮨﮯ ،ﮨﻢ ﮨﯽ ﺗﻮ ﺗﻼش ﮨﯿﮟ ،ﺳﺒﮩﯽ ﺗﻮ ﺗﻼش ﮨﯿﮟ

ﻣﯿﮟ ﺧﻮد ،ﺧﻮد ﮐﺎ ﺗﻼش ﺑﻦ ﺑﯿﭩﮭﺎ

اس ﮐﻮ ﺗﻼﺷﻨﮯ ﻣﯿﮟ

Attaullah Khan

ﻣﯿﮟ ﺧﻮد ،ﺧﻮد ﮐﺎ ﺗﻼش ﺑﻦ ﺑﯿﭩﮭﺎ
اس ﮐﻮ ﺗﻼﺷﻨﮯ ﻣﯿﮟ
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او ﻧﻪ ﻧﻮ ﮐﮧ داﺳﯽ وی ﻧﻮ!
ډﯾﺮ زر ﺑﻪ ﻟﯿﻮﻧ ﺷﻢ
او ﺳﻢ ﺑﻪ ﻟﯿﻮﻧ ﺷﻢ
ﻧﻌﺮی ﺑﻪ وی ده ﺣﻖ ﮐ ﯽ ﻟﯿﻮﻧﺘﻮب ﺑﻪ وی
داﺳﯽ ﭘﻪ ﻧﺎﺣﻘﻪ ﺑﻪ ﭘﻪ ﺣﻖ ﮐ ﯽ ﻟﯿﻮﻧ ﺷﻢ
دا ﻮل ﺑﻪ وی را ﻮل او ﭘﻪ ﺣﻔ ﺎن ﺑﻪ وی
ﻣﻮﻟﯿﺎن ﺑﻪ وی را ﻮل او ﭘﻪ ﺣﻔ ﺎن ﺑﻪ وی
ﻓﺘﻮه ﺮ ﺑﻪ وی وﻻړ او ﭘﻪ ﺣﻔ ﺎن ﺑﻪ وی
ﻇﺎﻟﻤﺎن ﺑﻪ وی وﻻړ او ﭘﻪ ﺣﻔ ﺎن ﺑﻪ وی
ﻗﺎﺗﻼن ﺑﻪ وی وﻻړ او ﭘﻪ ﺣﻔ ﺎن ﺑﻪ وی
ﻟﯿﻮﻧﯽ ﺑﻪ وی وﻻړ او ﭘﻪ ﺣﻔ ﺎن ﺑﻪ وی
ﻪ ﺑﻪ ﻨﻬ ﺎر وی ﻪ ﺑﻪ ﺑﯽ ﻨﺎه او ﻣﻨﺎﻓﻖ
ﻣﺎﺗﻢ ﮐ ﯽ ﺑﻪ وﻻړ او ﭘﻪ ﺣﻔ ﺎن ﺑﻪ وی
ﻮک ﺑﻪ ﭘﻪ ﻏﻠﻄﺌﯥ اﻗﺮاراو ﻮک ﭘﻪ ﺑﯽ ﺧﺒﺮﺋﯥ ﭘ ﯿﻤﺎﻧﻪ
ﻮک ﺑﻪ ﯾﯽ ﭘﻪ ﻧﯿﺖ ده آﺧﺮی دﯾﺪن راﻏﻠﯽ
ﻮک ﺑﻪ ده ﺷﻬﯿﺪ ده ﻣﺦ ُﻣﺴﮑﺎ ﻟﻪ وی راﻏﻠﯽ
دا ﻮک ﺑﻪ ﻟﯿﻮﻧﯽ وی ﭘﻪ ر ﺘﯿﺎؤ ﭘﺴﯽ راﻏﻠﯽ
ﺣﻖ ﺑﻪ ﭘﺮی ﺷﯿﺪا ﺷﯽ ده وداﻧﻪ
ر ﺘﯿﺎ ﺑﻪ ﭘﺮی ﺷﯿﺪا ﺷﯽ ده وداﻧﻪ
ﻟﯿﻮﻧﺘﻮب ﺑﻪ ﭘﺮی ﺷﯿﺪا ﺷﯽ ده وداﻧﻪ
او ودان ﭼﯽ ﺑﻪ ده ﺣﻖ ﻧﻌﺮی ﮐﻮﻟﯽ ﻟﯿﻮﻧﺘﻮب ﮐ ﯽ
ﻫﻐﻪ ﭘﻮرﺗﻪ ﻟﯿﻮﻧﯽ ﺑﻪ ﮐ ی ﻧﻌﺮی ﭘﻪ ﻟﯿﻮﻧﺘﻮب ﮐ ﯽ
آﺧﺮه ﮐ ﯽ ﻧﻌﺮی ﺑﻪ وی ده ﺣﻖ او ﻟﯿﻮﻧﯽ ﺑﻪ ﻮاﻫﯽ ﮐ ی
ﮐﻮز ﺳﺘﺮ ﯽ ﻣﺠﺮﻣﺎن ﺑﻪ وی وﻻړ او ﭘﻪ ﺣﻔ ﺎن ﺑﻪ وی
ودان ﺑﻪ وی ،ﭘﺮوت ﺑﻪ وی ،ارام ﺑﻪ وی ،ﺳﮑﻮن ﺑﻪ وی
ﺗﻮﺧﻪ ﺑﻪ ﯾﯽ دا وی ،ﻣﻄﻤﯿﻦ ﺑﻪ وی ،ﺧﻮﺷﺤﺎل ﺑﻪ وی ،ﺗﯿﺎر ﺑﻪ وی
ﻟ ﺷﺎن ﻧﺎﻗﻼر او ده ﺟﺎﻧﺎن ﭘﻪ اﻧﺘﻈﺎر ﺑﻪ وی
دا ]اﻟﻬﯽ[ ﭘﻪ اﻧﺘﻈﺎر ﺑﻪ وی
ﺣﺴﺎب ﮐﺘﺎب ﺗﭙﻮس اوده ر ﺘﯿﺎؤ ده ﯽ اﻧﺘﻈﺎر ﺑﻪ وی

ATTAULLAH KHAN
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ده آرام ﺳﮑﻮن او ﺑﯽ ﻏﻤﺌﻲ ﺳﻮﭼﻮﻧﻪ
!ړاﺷﻪ ﻣﻮﻻ ﺟﺎﻧﻪ ﭼﻪ
ﻋﺮﻓﺎن ﺳﺮه دی ﻣﺦ ﮐﻢ
ﺑﯽ ﺣﺴﺎﺑﻪ ﺑﯽ ﮐﺘﺎﺑﻪ ﭼﻪ ﺟﻨﺖ ﺳﺮه دی ﻣﺦ ﮐﻢ
ده ﺣﻮرو ﺳﻪ دی ﻣﺦ ﮐﻢ
ﻏﻠﻤﺎﻧﻮ ﺳﻪ دی ﻣﺦ ﮐﻢ
!راﺷﻪ ﻣﻮﻻﺟﺎﻧﻪ ﭼﻪ
ﺑﯽ ﻣﺮ ﻪ ﺷﻬﺎدت واﻻ اﯾﻤﺎن ﺳﺮه دی ﻣﺦ ﮐﻢ
ﻟﻪ ﻣﻮﻧ  ،اودس ،روژه ،زﮐﻮاة اوﺣﺞ ده داﺋﻴﺮی ﻧﻪ ﻟ ﺑﻬﺮ واﻻ اﯾﻤﺎن ﺳﺮه دی ﻣﺦ ﮐﻢ
دا ُﮐﻔﺮ ده ﻓﺘﻮو ﻧﻪ ﻟ آذاد ﺷﺎﻧﺘﯽ اﯾﻤﺎن ﺳﺮه دی ﻣﺦ ﮐﻢ
.داﻣﺴﻠﮑﻮﻧﻮ او ﻓﺮﻗﻮ ده ﺑﺪﺑﻮﺋﻲ ﻧﻪ ﺧﻮﺷﺒﻮدار ﺷﺎﻧﺘﯽ اﯾﻤﺎن ﺳﺮه دی ﻣﺦ ﮐﻢ
او
ﺗﺮ ﺳﻮ ﺑﻪ ﯽ ده ﻓﺮﻗﻮ او ﻣﺴﻠﮑﻮﻧﻮ ﭘﻪ ﺑُﻨﯿﺎد ﮐ ی
ﺗﺮﺳﻮ ﺑﻪ دی ﻋﻨﻮان وی ﺗﻔﺮﯾﻘﻮﻧﻪ ،ﻧﻔﺮﺗﻮﻧﻪ ،ﺗﻘﺴﯿﻤﻮﻧﻪ ده ﻣﻤﺒﺮه
ﺗﺮﺳﻮ ﺑﻪ ﻓﻠﺴﻔﻪ دی وی ﺗﻔﺮﯾﻖ او در ﺗﻔﺮﯾﻖ
ﺗﺮ ﺳﻮ ﺑﻪ ده دروﻏﻮ ﭘﻪ ﺟﻬﺎد ﮐ ﯽ اﯾﻤﺎن ﻮری
ﺗﺮﺳﻮ ﺑﻪ د ﻤﻨﻮ ﮐ ﯽ اﯾﻤﺎن ﻮری
ﺗﺮ ﺳﻮ ﺑﻪ ﭘﻪ وژﻧﻮ ﮐ ﯽ اﯾﻤﺎن ﻮری
ﺗﺮﺳﻮ ﺑﻪ ﭘﻪ ﺑﯿﻠﺘﻮن ﮐ ﯽ اﯾﻤﺎن ﻮری
ﻧﻮ راﺷﻪ ﻣﻮﻻﺟﺎﻧﻪ ﭼﻪ !
ده ﻣﯿﻨﯽ ﻣﺤﺒﺖ ﺣﻼﻟﯽ ﯽ ﺳﻪ دی ﻣﺦ ﮐﻢ
ﻋﺪل ،ﺳﺎﻟﻤﯿﺖ ﺳﺮه دی ﻣﺦ ﮐﻢ
دوﺳﺘﺌﻲ ﺳﺮه دی ﻣﺦ ﮐﻢ
اﺗﻔﺎق او ﯾﻮ واﻟﯽ ﺳﻪ دی ﻣﺦ ﮐﻢ
راﺷﻪ ﭼﻪ ﭘﻪ ﻣﯿﻨﻪ اﻧﺠﻤﻦ ﺳﺮه دی ﻣﺦ ﮐﻢ
راﺷﻪ ﭼﻪ ﭘﻪ ﻻر ده اﻧﺴﺎﻧﯿﺖ ﺑﺎﻧﺪی ﺟﻨﺖ ﺳﺮه دی ﻣﺦ ﮐﻢ
راﺷﻪ ﭼﻪ ده ﻣﯿﻨﯽ ده ﻗﯿﺼﻮ ﻧﻪ ډک ﮐﺘﺎب ﺳﺮه دی ﻣﺦ ﮐﻢ
دا ﷲّ ﺧﻮخ اﻧﺴﺎﻧﯿﺖ او ده اﻧﺴﺎﻧﯿﺖ ده ﻓﻠﺴﻔﯽ واﻻ اﯾﻤﺎن ﺳﺮه دی ﻣﺦ ﮐﻢ
ده اﻧﺴﺎﻧﯿﺖ ده ﻓﻠﺴﻔﯽ ﯾﻮ ﭘﯿﺮوﮐﺎر ﺳﺮه دی ﻣﺦ ﮐﻢ
ﻣﺸﺎل ﺳﺮه دی ﻣﺦ ﮐﻢ
ودان ﺳﺮه دی ﻣﺦ ﮐﻢ
ﯾﻮ ﺧﮑﻠﯽ ﺷﺎن اﻧﺴﺎن ﻋﻄﺎءﷲّ ﺧﺎن ﺳﺮه دی ﻣﺦ ﮐﻢ
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ﻟﺮﻟﯿﺪ دہ ﻣﺸﺎل
ﻪ وډ ﺷﺎﻧﺘﯽ ﭼﻞ دۍ
ﻮک ﻣﺬﻫﺐ ﭘﺴﯽ روان دی
ﻮک ﻓﺮﻗﮧ ﭘﺎﻟﻨﮧ ﮐ ﯽ اﺧﺘﮧ ی
ﻮک ﭘﮧ ﺑﺎور ﮐﯽ ﻣﺴﻠﮏ وار دی
ﻮک ﻧﺎداﻧﻪ ﭘﯿﺮوﮐﺎر ده ﺗﺸﺪد ده ﻓﻠﺴﻔﯽ دی
دا ﺑﺎ ﯽ ﺑﺎ ﯽ ﺑﯽ ﻣﻄﺎﻟﺒﻪ ﻣﻼﺟﺎن ﭘﺴﯽ روان دی
دوی ﭘﯿﺮوﮐﺎر ده ﻣﻼﺟﺎن دی او ﻗﺎﺗﻞ ﭘﺴﯽ روان دی
ﺳﺘﺮ ﯽ ﻣﯽ رو ﯿ ﯽ ﻟﺮی ﻟﺮی ﭘﻪ ﮐﺘﻮدی ﻪ ﯾﯽ ﻮرم
ﻮک ﻣﺸﺎل ﭘﺴﯽ روان دی
ﻮک رﻧ ا ﭘﺴﯽ روان دی
ﻮک اُﻣﯿﺪ ﭘﺴﯽ روان دی
ﻮک ﭘﻪ ﻣﯿﻨﻪ ﻣﺤﺒﺖ اﻧﺴﺎﻧﯿﺖ ﭘﺴﯽ روان دی
ﻮک اﻣﻦ ﮐ ی ﯾﻮ ﺎﺋﯥ ﺷﻮ ﺳﻮﮐﺎﻟﺌﯥ ﭘﺴﯽ روان دی
ﻮک ﭘﻪ ﻻره ده ﻣﺸﺎل دی او ودان ﭘﺴﯽ روان دی

اوﻣﻮﻻﺟﺎن واﺋﻲ ﭼﻪ !
داده اﯾﻤﺎﻧﺪارو ﻃﺒﻘﻪ
داده ﯾﺤﻮدﯾﺎﻧﻮ ﻃﺒﻘﻪ
داده ﺳﺮوﮐﺎﻓﺮو ﻃﺒﻘﻪ
داده زﻧﺎﮐﺎرواوډﻣﺎﻧﻮ ﻃﺒﻘﻪ
او دا ﺑﻠﻪ ده داﻋﺎﻣﻮ اﻧﺴﺎﻧﺎﻧﻮﻃﺒﻘﻪ
ﺧﻮخ اﻧﺴﺎﻧﯿﺖ دۍ دا ﷲّ ،او اﻧﺴﺎﻧﯿﺖ دۍ دا دی ﻮﻟﻮ ﻃﻔﺮﯾﻘﻮﻧﻮ ﻧﻪ ﺑﺎﻻ
!ﻧﻮراﺷﻪ ﻣﻮﻻﺟﺎﻧﻪ ﭼﻪ
ﻠﻮﻧﻮ ﺳﻪ دی ﻣﺦ ﮐﻢ
ﺗﮑﻠﻮﻧﻮ ﺳﻪ دی ﻣﺦ ﮐﻢ
رﻧ ﻮﻧﻮ ﺳﻪ دی ﻣﺦ ﮐﻢ
رﺑﺎب ﺳﺮه دی ﻣﺦ ﮐﻢ
ﻨ ﺳﺮه دی ﻣﺦ ﮐﻢ
ﮑﻮر ﺳﺮه دی ﻣﺦ ﮐﻢ
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ﺗﻘﺪﯾﺮ
AZIZI

FATIMA

زﻧﻢ آﺗﺶ ﺑﻪ ﺗﻘﺪﯾﺮم ﮐﻪ اﯾﻦ ﺗﻘﺪﯾﺮ ﻋﺬاﺑﻢ ﮐﺮد
ﺳﺮ و ﭘﺎ ﺑﺴﺘﻪ ﻣﻐﻤﻮم و ﻋﺠﻞ ﺑﺮ ﻣﺮگ ﻧﺸﺎﻧﻢ ﮐﺮد
ﺟﻮاﻧﯽ ﺗﺎﺧﺖ از دﺳﺖ و ﻣﯿﺎن دﺟﻠﻪ ﻣﯽ رﯾﺰد
ﻧﻪ ﺑﺎز ﮐﺮدم دﻫﺎﻧﻢ را ﭼﻮ ﻋﻨﭽﻪ ﻏﺮق آﺑﻢ ﮐﺮد
ﻧﻤﯿﺪاﻧﻢ ﮐﻪ اﯾﻦ اﻗﺒﺎل ﻣﻦ ﺧﻔﺘﻪ ﺳﺖ ﯾﺎ ﺧﺴﺘﻪ
ﺷﺪم ﺟﻮدر ﻣﯿﺎن ﺧﻠﻖ ﮐﻔﻦ ﻋﯿﻦ ﺷﺒﺎﺑﻢ ﮐﺮد
ﭼﯿﮕﻮﻧﻪ ﻣﻦ ﮐﻨﻢ ﺗﻌﺮﯾﻒ ازﯾﻦ ﺗﻘﺪﯾﺮ ﻣﺴﺖ و ﭘﺴﺖ
ﭼﻮ ﮔﮋدم ﻣﯿﺰﻧﺪ ﻧﯿﺶ و ﻣﺮا از ﺧﻮد ﻣﻼﻟﻢ ﮐﺮد
ﺑﺮاﯾﻢ ﺳﺨﺖ ﻣﯿﮕﺮﯾﻢ ﮐﻪ ارزﺷﻢ ﻧﺸﺪ ﺟﻮدر
ﺑﺰد آﺗﺶ ﺑﻪ ﺟﺎن ﻣﻦ و اﻧﺪر ﺧﺎک ﻗﺎﺑﻢ ﮐﺮد
ﻫﻤﻪ ﮔﻔﺘﻨﺪ ﺗﻘﺪﯾﺮ اﺳﺖ ﻫﻤﻪ از دﺳﺖ ﺗﻘﺪﯾﺮ اﺳﺖ
ﻣﮕﺮ آﯾﺎ ﺧﺪا ای ﻧﯿﺴﺖ ﮐﻪ اﯾﻦ ﺗﻘﺪﯾﺮم ﺧﻼﻟﻢ ﮐﺮد
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دا ﭼﯽ زړے ﺧﺒﺮے ﺳﺘﺎ َد ﺷﻮﻧ و ﺳﺮ ﻟﮧ را ﯽ

داﺳﮯ

ﮑﺎرﯾ ی ﭼﯽ ﺧﺒﺮہ ﺟﻮړے ﺷﺮ ﻟﮧ را ﯽ

ﮬﺮ ﭼﺎﺗﮧ ﺧﭙﻞ ﻣﻘﺎم او ﺧﭙﻠﮧ ﺧﺎورہ ﭙﮑﮧ ﺷﻮﻟﮧ
ﮐﻠﯽ وال

ﺟﺎﻧﺎن ﭘﮧ

ﺎر ﺗﮧ اﻟ ل،

ﺎر واﻟﮧ ﺷﯿﻦ ﻏﺮ ﻟﮧ را ﯽ

و وډو اﻟ ﺷﯽ واﭘﺲ ﻣﺎﻟﮧ راﺷﯽ

ﺳﯿﻨﺪ ﮐﮧ ﮬﺮ ﺳﻮﻣﺮہ ﭘﮧ ﭼﭙﻮ ﺷﯽ ﺳﻤﻨﺪر ﻟﮧ را ﯽ

دوﻣﺮہ ﭘﮧ درد ﭘﺴﮯ ﮐ ﯾﮕﯽ ﺳﮑﻮن ﻧﮧ ﺧﻮ َ
ﺧﻮی
ﻣﻈﻠﻮم َد ﮐﻠﻮ ﻧﮧ راﺗﯿﺮ ﺷﯽ ﺳﺘﻤ ﺮ ﻟﮧ را ﯽ

ﺧﻔ ﺎن ﭘﺮے ﻣﮧ ﮐ ہ د زړہ ﺳﺮہ در ﭘﮧ در ﻣﺎﺷﻮﻣﮧ

ﻋﻘﻞ ﭘﮧ دوﻣﺮہ ﮐﻢ ﻋﻤﺮي ﮐ

ﺑﺨﺘﻮر ﻟﮧ را ﯽ

دا َد وﻓﺎ ﭼﯽ ﻗﺴﻤﻮﻧﮧ ﺧﻮری اﺑﺮﯾﺰ ﺗﮧ ﻮرہ

روژہ ﭘﮧ ﺳﻮات ﺗﯿﺮہ ﮐ ی ﮐﻠﯽ ﺗﮧ اﺧﺘﺮ ﻟﮧ را ﯽ
ﺗﮧ راﻧﮧ ورک ﺷﻮے ﭼﯽ ﺑﺲ ﻟ ﮯ ﻓﺎﺻﻠﮯ ﭘﺎﺗﮯ ﺷﻮے

ﺳﺘﺎ ﭘﮧ ﻟ ﻮن ﮐ

زﻣﺎ ﻮﻟﮯ ﻗﺎﻓﻠﮯ ﭘﺎﺗﮯ ﺷﻮے

َد ﯾﺎر َد زﻟﻔﻮ َد ﺷﻤﯿﺮﻟﻮ ﮐﺎر رﻗﯿﺐ ﺗﮧ ﭘﺎﺗﮯ
زﻣﺎ ﺷﻤﯿﺮﻟﻮ ﻟﮧ اﺳﻤﺎن ﮐ

ﺑﺲ ﺷﻐﻠﮯ ﭘﺎﺗﮯ ﺷﻮے

اُس ﻋﺬاﺑﻮﻧﮧ ﮬﻢ ﺧﺎﻟﯽ ﭘﮧ ﻏﺮﯾﺒﺎﻧﻮ را ﯽ

ﺳﯿﺎﻟﺐ ﮐﭽﮧ ﮐﻮروﻧﮧ ﯾﻮړل او ﺑﻨ ﻠﮯ ﭘﺎﺗﮯ ﺷﻮے
ﻤﻮﻧ

َد ﮐﻠﯽ ﻓﺮ ﺘﮧ ﻧﻦ ﭘﮧ ﺷﯿﻄﺎن وادہ ﺷﻮہ

َد ﯿﺮ ﭼﺎﭘﯿﺮہ ﻣﺎﻟﯿﺎﻧﻮ وازے ُﺧﻠﮯ ﭘﺎﺗﮯ ﺷﻮے

دﺟﺎل اواز اوﮐ و ﻤﻮﻧﮕﮧ َد ﺟﻤﺎت ﭘﮧ ﺧﻮا ﮐ

ﭼﺎ ﻧﮧ ﻣﻤﺒﺮ ﭘﺎﺗﮯ ﺷﻮ ﭼﺎ ﻧﮧ ﻣﺴﺌﻠﮯ ﭘﺎﺗﮯ ﺷﻮے

ﻣﺰدور ﭘﮧ ﺳﺮہ ﻏﺮﻣﮧ ﻏﻨﻢ َﮐﺮل ﭼﯽ ﺳﺎہ ﺋﻲ ورﮐ ہ

ﺧﺎن ﺻﯿﺐ ﭼﯽ ﻣ ﺷﻮ ﭘﮧ ﻣﻨﻨﻮﻧﻮ ﺗﺮے َﻏﻠﮯ ﭘﺎﺗﮯ ﺷﻮے

راﻧﮧ ﺗﭙﻮس ﮐﻮی ﭼﯽ وﻟﮯ ﯾﯽ ﺧﻔﺎ اﺑﺮﯾﺰہ

ﮬﺮ ﮧ ﻣﯽ ﮬﯿﺮ ﺷﻮ ﭘﮧ زړ ﯽ ډﯾﺮے ﯿﻠﮯ ﭘﺎﺗﮯ ﺷﻮے
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ﺳﺘﺮ ﻮ ﮐ
دﻟﺘﮧ ﮐ

ﻧﻔﺮت دے ﻮﻣﺮہ ﺗﯿﺰ راﻏﮯ

ﭘﮧ ﺟﺮم ﭼﯽ ﺑﻨﺪﯾﺰ راﻏﮯ

ﻧﮧ ﻣﯽ ﺑﯿﺎ ﭘ ي او ﻧﮧ ﺷ ي ﻟﯿﺪے
ﺳﯿﻤﮯ َد ﭘ ﺘﻮ ﭼﯽ اﻧ ﺮﯾﺰ راﻏﮯ

زړہ ﮐ

ﻣﯽ ﺑﮯ ﺷﻤﺎرہ وﺳﻮﺳﮯ ﺷﻮﻟﮯ

ﻣﺨﮯ ﻟﮧ رﻗﯿﺐ ﭼﯽ ﭘﮧ ﻣﮑﯿﺰ راﻏﮯ
ہ ﭼﯽ َد زړوﻧﻮ ﺑﯿﻤﺎری َ
ﺷﻮﻟﮧ

ﺳﻢ ورﺳﺮہ ﻣﯿﻨﮯ ﻧﮧ ﭘﺮﮬﯿﺰ راﻏﮯ

ﺧﺪاﺋﯿ ﻮ ﭼﯽ ﭘﮧ ﺧﭙﻞ ﻗﯿﺎم ﺳﺘﻮﻣﺎﻧﮧ ﺷﻮم
ﯾﺎر ﭼﯽ زﻣﺎ ﮐﻮر ﺗﮧ ﭘﮧ ﺗﺶ ﻣﯿﺰ راﻏﮯ

ﺳﺘﺎ َد ﮐﻮﺳﮯ ﺳﭙﯽ ﭼﯽ ﭘﮧ ﻏﭙﺎری َ
ﺷﻮل

ﺧﻠﻘﻮ ﮐ ﻟﮧ ﭼﻐﮧ ﭼﯽ اﺑﺮﯾﺰ راﻏﮯ

ﻣﻮر واﺋﯽ ﺳﺒﻖ واﯾﺎ َ ،د ﺳﺘﺎ ﻧﮧ ﺑﮧ ﺳ ے ﺟﻮړﯾ ﯽ

ﺗﺨﻢ ﻠﻮﻧﮧ ﺷﯽ  ،ﻠﻮﻧﻮ ﻧﮧ ﻣﻨ ے ﺟﻮړﯾ ﯽ

ﮑﯽ ﺧﺒﺮے ﮐ م  ،ﺧﺒﺮے ﻟ ﮯ ﺗﺎؤ راﺗﺎؤ ﮐ م

ﮧ ﻧﮧ ﻏﺰل ﺟﻮړﯾ ﯽ  ،ﮧ ﻧﮧ ﮐﺎﮐ ے ﺟﻮړﯾ ﯽ

ﮐﻠﮧ ﭼﯽ ﺳﺘﺎ ﺳﺘﺎ او زﻣﺎ زﻣﺎ ﺧﺒﺮہ راﺷﯽ

وﻃﻦ ﺧﻮ ﭘﺮﯾ ﺪہ ﭘﮧ ﯾﻮ ﮐﻮر ﮐ

ﮬﻢ دﮬ ے ﺟﻮړﯾ ﯽ

ﯾﻘﯿﻦ ﺳﺎﺗﮧ ﭼﯽ اﺳﻤﺎﻧﻮﻧﻮ ﮐ

ﺟﻮړے ﺟﻮړﯾ ﯽ

ﻮک ﭼﯽ َد ﺳﺘﺎ وی ﻧﻮ َد ﺗﺎ ﻟﮧ ﺑﮧ رازی اﺑﺮﯾﺰہ
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ﻏﺰل

ABRAIZ KHAN
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Huma Masroor

و ﺟ ﻮ ِد ز ن

ﺗﻌﺎﻟﯽ ﮐﺒﮭﯽ
ﺗﻌﺎﻟﯽ ﻧﮯ اﭘﻨﮯ ﺗﻤﺎم اﺷﺮف اﻟﻤﺨﻠﻮﻗﺎت ﮐﻮ ﺑﺮاﺑﺮ ﮐﺎ ﺣﻖ دے ﮐﺮ ﭘﯿﺪا ﮐﯿﺎ ﮬﮯ۔ﮐﯿﻮﻧﮑﮧ اﻟﻠﮧ
اﻟﻠﮧ
ٰ
ٰ
اﻧﺴﺎﻧﻮں ﻣﯿﮟ ﻓﺮق ﻧﮩﯿﮟ ﮐﺮﺗﺎ۔اس ﻋﻈﯿﻢ ﮨﺴﺘﯽ ﮐﮯ ﮨﺎں ﺳﺐ ﺑﺮاﺑﺮ ﮨﮯ۔ﻣﮕﺮ آج ﮬﻢ ﺟﺲ ﻣﻌﺎﺷﺮے ﻣﯿﮟ
رﮨﺘﮯ ﮨﯿﮟ ﺑﻠﮑﮧ ﯾﮧ ﺗﻮ ﺻﺪﯾﻮں ﺳﮯ ﭼﻠﯽ آ رﮨﯽ ﮨﮯ ﮐﮧ ﻣﺮد اور ﻋﻮرت ﮐﮯ ﺣﻘﻮق ﮐﺒﮩﯽ ﺑﺮاﺑﺮ ﻧﮩﯿﮟ ﮬﻮ
ﺳﮑﺘﮯ۔ﺟﻮ ﻣﻘﺎم ﻣﻌﺎﺷﺮے ﻣﯿﮟ ﻣﺮد ﮐﻮ ﺣﺎﺻﻞ ﮨﮯ اﺗﻨﺎ ﻋﻮرت ﮐﻮ ﻧﮭﯿﮟ ﻣﻠﺘﺎ۔ﮬﻤﺎرے ﻣﻌﺎﺷﺮے ﻣﯿﮟ
اﺑﮭﯽ ﺑﮭﯽ ﯾﮧ رواﯾﺖ ﯾﺎد ﮐﯿﺎ ﺟﺎﺗﺎ ﮨﮯ ﮐﮧ ﭘﺮاﻧﮯ زﻣﺎﻧﮯ ﻣﯿﮟ ﺑﯿﭩﯿﻮں ﮐﻮ ذﻧﺪہ دﻓﻨﺎﯾﺎ ﺟﺎﺗﺎ ﺗﮭﺎ۔ﺻﺮف اﺳﯽ
وﺗﻌﺎﻟﯽ ﻧﮯ ﻋﻮرت ﮐﻮ ﺑﮩﺖ ﺣﺴﺎس ﺑﻨﺎﯾﺎ ﮨﮯ۔
ﺳﻮچ ﮐﯽ وﺟﮧ ﺳﮯ ﮨﻢ آج ﺑﮭﯽ ﭘﯿﭽﮭﮯ ﮬﯿﮟ۔اﻟﮧ ﺗﺒﺎرک
ٰ
ﭘﺮوردﮔﺎر ﻧﮯ ﻋﻮرت ﮐﻮ ﻣﺤﺘﻠﻒ روﭘﻮں ﺳﮯ ﻧﻮازا ﮨﮯ۔ﺑﯿﭩﯽ ﺑﻦ ﮐﺮ ﻣﺎں ﺑﺎپ ﮐﯽ ﺷﺎن ﮬﻮﺗﯽ ﮨﮯ،اﯾﮏ ﺑﯿﻮی
ﮐﮯ روپ ﻣﯿﮟ ﺷﻮﮨﺮ ﮐﮯ ﮬﺮ اﯾﮏ ﻋﻢ و ﺗﮑﻠﯿﻒ ﻣﯿﮟ ﮨﻤﺪر ﺑﻦ ﺟﺎﺗﯽ ﮨﮯ اور اﯾﮏ ﺑﮩﻦ ﮐﮯ روپ ﻣﯿﮟ اﭘﻨﮯ
ﺑﮭﺎﺋﯿﻮں ﮐﯽ ﻋﺰت و وﻗﺎر ﺑﻦ ﺟﺎﺗﯽ ﮨﮯ۔اور ﺳﺐ ﺳﮯ ﺑﮍھ ﮐﺮ اﯾﮏ ﻣﯿﮟ ﮐﮯ روپ ﻣﯿﮟ ﻣﺤﺒﺖ،ﺷﻔﻘﺖ
ﺗﻌﺎﻟﯽ ﻧﮯ ﻋﻮرت ﮐﻮ ان ﻋﻈﯿﻢ روﭘﻮں ﺳﮯ ﻧﻮازا ﮨﮯ۔
اور رﺣﻢ دﻟﯽ ﻣﯿﮟ ﺣﺪ ﭘﺎر ﮐﺮ ﺟﺎﺗﯽ ﮬﮯ۔اﻟﮧ ﺗﺒﺎرک و
ٰ
ﻋﻮرت دﻧﯿﺎ ک ے ﮨﺮ اﯾﮏ ﻋﻢ و دﻗﺖ ﺑﺮداﺷﺖ ﮐﺮﺗﯽ ﮨﮯ ﻟﯿﮑﻦ اﺳﮯ ﮐﺒﮭﯽ دوﺳﺮوں ﺗﮏ ﻇﺎﮨﺮ ﮬﻮﻧﮯ
ﻧﮭﯿﮟ دﯾﺘﯽ۔ﯾﮧ ﮐﮩﺎوت ﺑﮭﺖ ﻋﺎم ﮬﮯ ﮐﮧ ﮬﺮ اﯾﮏ ﮐﺎﻣﯿﺎب ﻣﺮد ﮐﮯ ﭘﯿﭽﮭﮯ ﻋﻮرت ﮐﺎ ﮨﺎﺗﮫ ﮨﻮﺗﺎ ﮨﮯ ﻣﮕﺮ ﯾﮧ
ﺻﺮف ﮐﮩﺎوت ﺗﮏ ﻣﺤﺪود ﮬﯿﮟ اﺳﮯ ﻣﺎﻧﺘﮯ ﮐﻮی ﻧﮭﯿﮟ ﮬﯿﮟ۔ﺟﺲ دن ﮬﻤﺎری ﯾﮧ ﺳﻮچ ﺑﺪل ﺟﺎے ﮔﯽ
ﭘﺮوردﮔﺎر ﮔﻮاہ ﮬﮯ ﮬﻤﯿﮟ ﺗﺮﻗﯽ ﯾﺎﻓﺘﮧ ﮬﻮﻧﮯ ﺳﮯ ﮐﻮی ﻧﮭﯿﮟ روک ﺳﮑﺘﺎ۔ﮐﺎﻣﯿﺎﺑﯿﺎن ﮬﻤﺎرے ﻗﺪﻣﻮں ﺗﻠﮯ
ﮬﻮﻧﮕﮯ۔ﮬﻤﯿﮟ ﻣﻞ ﮐﺮ اﭘﻨﮯ ﺳﻮچ ﮐﻮ ﺑﺪﻟﻨﺎ ﮬﮯ،ﮬﻤﯿﮟ ﻣﻞ ﮐﺮ اﯾﮏ اﯾﺴﺎ ﻣﻌﺎﺷﺮہ ﻗﺎﯾﻢ ﮐﺮﻧﺎ ﮬﮯ ﺟﮭﺎں ﺳﺐ
ﮐﻮ اﭘﻨﮯ ﺣﻘﻮق ﮐﻮ ﺣﺎﺻﻞ ﮐﺮﻧﮯ ﮐﯽ آزادی ﮨﻮ۔ﺟﺴﮯﺧﺪا اور اس ﮐﮯ ﻣﺤﺒﻮب ﻧﮯ ﻋﻄﺎ ﮐﯿﺎ ﮨﮯ۔ﻋﻮرت ﮐﮯ
ﺑﻐﯿﺮ اس دﻧﯿﺎ ﮐﯽ ﻣﺜﺎل اس ﻗﻠﻢ ﮐﯽ ﻃﺮح ﮬﮯ ﺟﺲ ﻣﯿﮟ ﺳﯿﺎﮨﯽ ﻧﮧ ﮨﻮ۔ﻋﻮرت ﮐﻮ ﮐﻤﺘﺮ ﺳﻤﺠﮭﻨﮯ ﮐﮯ
ﺑﺠﺎﺋﮯ اﺳﮯ وہ ﺣﻘﻮق دﯾﻨﮯ ﭼﺎﮨﯿﮯ ﺟﺲ ﮐﮯ وہ ﺣﻘﺪار ﮬﮯ اور ﻋﻮرت ﮐﻮ ﮐﻤﺘﺮ ﻣﺤﺴﻮس ﮐﺮاﻧﮯ واﻟﮯ ﻟﻮگ
ﺑﮭﯽ ﮬﻢ ﺧﻮد ﮬﯿﮟ اور ﮨﻤﺎرا ﻣﻌﺎﺷﺮہ ﮨﮯ۔ﭘﺘﮧ ﻧﮩﯿﮟ ﮬﻢ ﻧﮯ اﯾﺴﮯ ﮐﻮﻧﺴﮯ ﻣﻌﺎﺷﺮے ﮐﻮ ﺟﻨﻢ دﯾﺎ ﮨﮯ ﺟﮭﺎں
ﺗﻌﺎﻟﯽ ﻧﮯ اﯾﮏ ﻋﻮرت
ﻣﺮد آﮔﮯ اور ﻋﻮرت ﮨﻤﯿﺸﮧ ﭘﯿﭽﮭﮯ ﮨﻮﺗﯽ ﮨﮯ۔ﻣﺎں ﮐﮯ ﭘﺎؤں ﮐﮯ ﻧﯿﭽﮯ ﺟﻨﺖ ﻻ ﮐﮯ اﻟﮧ
ٰ
ﮐﺎ ﻣﻘﺎم ﮬﻤﯿﮟ ﺑﺨﻮﺑﯽ ﺳﻤﺠﮭﺎ دﯾﺎ ﮨﮯ ﻣﮕﺮ اﻧﺴﺎن ﺗﻮ اﻧﺴﺎن ﮨﻮﺗﺎ ﮨﮯ اور ﻋﻠﻄﯽ ﺑﮭﯽ اﻧﺴﺎن ﺳﮯ ﮨﻮﺗﺎ ﮨﮯ۔
اﻧﺴﺎن ﺳﺐ ﺟﺎن ﮐﺮ ﺑﮭﯽ اﻧﺠﺎن ﺑﻦ ﺟﺎﺗﺎ ﮨﮯ۔اج ﮨﻢ ﺟﺲ ﻣﻌﺎﺷﺮے ﻣﯿﮟ رﮨﺘﮯ ﮨﯿﮟ اس ﺟﺪﯾﺪ زﻣﺎﻧﮯ ﻣﯿﮟ
ﺑﮭﯽ ﯾﮧ ﺳﻮچ ﺧﺘﻢ ﻧﮭﯿﮟ ﮨﻮا ﮨﮯ ﺑﻠﮑﮧ ﻣﺰﯾﺪ آﮔﮯ ﺑﮍﮬﺘﺎ ﺟﺎ رﮨﺎ ﮨﮯ ﭘﺘﮧ ﻧﮩﯿﮟ ﮨﻤﺎرا ﮐﯿﺎ ﻣﺜﻠﮧ ﮨﮯ ﯾﺎ ﺗﻮ ﮨﻢ ﻋﻮرت
ﮐﻮ ﺑﮩﺖ ﮐﻤﺰور ﺳﻤﺠﮭﺘﮯ ﮨﯿﮟ ﯾﺎ ﯾﮧ ﮨﻤﺎری ﻋﺎدت ﺑﻦ ﭼﮑﯽ ﮨﮯ۔ﮨﺮ اﯾﮏ ﮐﺎم ﻣﯿﮟ ﻣﺮد ﮐﻮ ﮔﮯ اور ﻋﻮرت ﮐﻮ
ﭘﯿﭽﮭﮯ ﺳﻤﺠﮭﺎ ﺟﺎﺗﺎ ﮨﮯ۔ﺟﺐ اﯾﮏ ﮔﮭﺮ ﻣﯿﮟ ﺑﯿﭩﺎ ﭘﯿﺪا ﮨﻮﺗﺎ ﮨﮯ ﺗﻮ ﺑﮍے ﻓﺨﺮ ﺳﮯ ﯾﮧ ﺳﻤﺠﮭﺎ ﺟﺎﺗﺎ ﮨﮯ ﮐﮧ
ﮨﻤﺎرا ﺳﮩﺎرا اور وارث ﭘﯿﺪا ﮨﻮ ﮔﯿﺎ اور اﯾﮏ ﺑﯿﭩﯽ ﮐﯽ ﭘﯿﺪاﯾﺶ ﭘﺮ ﺷﺎﯾﺪ اﺗﻨﺎ ﮐﻮی ﺧﻮش ﻧﮩﯿﮟ ﮬﻮﺗﮯ ﺟﺘﻨﺎ
ﮐﮧ اﯾﮏ ﺑﯿﭩﮯ ﮐﮯ ﭘﯿﺪاﯾﺶ ﭘﺮ ﮨﻮﺗﮯ ﮨﯿﮟ۔ﺟﺒﮑﮧ وﮨﯽ ﺑﯿﭩﯽ اﯾﮏ دن اﭘﻨﮯ ﻣﺎں ﺑﺎپ ﮐﺎ ﺳﮩﺎرا ﺑﻦ ﮐﺮ دﮐﮭﺎﺗﯽ
ﮨﮯ
:ﺑﻘﻮل اﻗﺒﺎل:
وﺟﻮ ِد زن ﺳﮯ ﮨﮯ ﺗﺼﻮﯾﺮ ِ ﮐﺎﺋﻨﺎت ﻣﯿﮟ رﻧﮓ
اﺳﯽ ﮐﮯ ﺳﺎز ﺳﮯ ﮨﮯ زﻧﺪﮔﯽ ﮐﺎ ﺳﻮزِ دروں
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ﺗﯿﺎرﯾﺎں اﭘﻨﮯ ﻋﺮوج ﭘﺮ ﭘﮩﻨﭽﯿﮟ۔ ﮐﻮﭨﮭﯿﻮں ﮐﻮ دﻟﮩﻦ ﮐﯽ ﻃﺮح ﺳﺠﺎﯾﺎ ﮔﯿﺎ۔ اﯾﺴﮯ ﻟﮕﺘﺎ ﺗﮭﺎ ﺟﯿﺴﮯ
ﮐﮩﮑﺸﺎں ﺑﻤﻊ ﺳﺘﺎرا و ﮐﻤﺮ ارض ﭘﺮ ﺑﺮاﺟﻤﺎن ﮨﻮں۔ دوﻟﮩﺎ اور دﻟﮩﻦ ﮐﮯ ﻟﺌﮯ اﺳﭩﯿﺞ ﺑﺮﻗﯽ ﻗﻤﻘﻤﻮں اور
ﭘﮭﻮﻟﻮں ﮐﯽ ﻟﮍﯾﻮں ﺳﮯ آراﺳﺘﮧ ﮐﯿﺎ ﮔﯿﺎ۔ دﯾﺪہ زﯾﺐ ﺻﻮﻓﻮں ﭘﺮ ﭘﺮﻓﯿﻮ م اور ﻣﯿﺰ ﭘﺮ رﻧﮓ ﺑﺮﻧﮕﮯ
ﮔﻠﺪﺳﺘﮯ ﺑﮩﺎر ﺳﺎ ﺳﻤﺎں ﭘﯿﺶ ﮐﺮ رﮨﮯ ﺗﮭﮯ۔ﻧﮑﺎح ﮐﮯ ﺑﻌﺪ دﻟﮩﺎ اور دﻟﮩﻦ ﮐﻮ ﺳﭩﯿﺞ ﭘﺮ ﺑﭩﮭﺎﯾﺎ ﮔﯿﺎ۔ﺗﻮ
دوﺳﺘﻮں او ر ﺳﮩﯿﻠﯿﻮں ﻧﮯ ﺗﺤﺎﺋﻒ ﮐﺎ اﻧﺒﺎ ر ﻟﮕﺎ دﯾﺎ۔ﻣﺒﺎرﮐﺒﺎد اور ﺗﺤﺴﯿﻦ آﻣﯿﺰ ﮐﻠﻤﺎت ﺳﮯ ﻓﻀﺎء
ﮔﻮﻧﺞ اﭨﮭﯽ۔رات اﯾﮏ ﺑﺠﮯ ﻗﺮآن ﮐﮯ ﺳﺎﺋﺒﺎن ﺗﻠﮯ دﻋﺎؤں ﮐﯽ ﺟﮭﺮﻣﭧ ﻣﯿﮟ دﻟﮩﻦ ﮐﻮ رﺧﺼﺖ ﮐﯿﺎ ﮔﯿﺎ۔
ﭼﻨﺪ روز ﻣﯿﮟ ﮔﮭﺮ ﻣﮩﻤﺎﻧﻮں ﺳﮯ ﺧﺎﻟﯽ ﮨﻮ ﮔﯿﺎ۔ ﺗﻮ ﮔﮭﺮ ﮐﮯ ﺗﻤﺎم اﻓﺮاد ﺳﮯ دﻟﮩﻦ ﮐﻮ ﻣﺘﻌﺎرف ﮐﺮاﯾﺎ
ﮔﯿﺎ۔ ﺗﺎﺑﻨﺪہ ﮐﯽ ﺧﻮش اﺧﻼﻗﯽ ﺳﮯ ﺳﺐ ﺑﮩﺖ ﻣﺘﺎﺛﺮ ﺗﮭﮯ۔ ﺗﺎﺑﻨﺪہ ﻧﮯ ﭼﻦ د رو ز ﻣﯿﮟ ﺳﺐ ﮐﻮ اﭘﻨﺎ
ﺧﺼﻮﺻﺎ ﺷﺎزﯾﮧ ﺳﮯ ﺧﻮﺷﮕﻮار ﺗﻌﻠﻘﺎت اور دوﺳﺘﺎﻧﮧ ﺑﮍﮬﻨﮯ ﻟﮕﺎ۔ ﮔﮭﺮ ﮐﮯ ﺗﻤﺎم اﻓﺮاد
ﮔﺮوﯾﺪہ ﺑﻨﺎﻟﯿﺎ۔
ﮐﮯ ﻣﺰاج ﺳﮯ آﺷﻨﺎئ ﮨﻮئ۔ ڈﮬﺎﺋﯽ ﮐﻨﺎل ﮐﯽ ﮐﻮﭨﮭﯽ ﻣﯿﮟ ﻧﯿﭽﮯ ﺟﺎوﯾﺪ اﭘﻨﯽ ﺑﯿﮕﻢ ﺑﭽﻮں ﮐﮯ ﺳﺎﺗﮫ
ﻣﻘﯿﻢ ﺗﮭﺎ۔ ﺟﺒﮑﮧ ﺗﺎﺑﻨﺪہ ﺑﺎﻻﺋﯽ ﻣﻨﺰل ﭘﺮ ﺳﺴﺮ اور ﺳﺎس ﺻﺎﺣﺒﮧ ﮐﮯ ﮨﻤﺮاہ رﮨﺎﺋﺶ ﭘﺬﯾﺮ ﮨﻮﺋﯽ۔ ﺳﺴﺮ
ﺻﺎﺣﺐ ﮐﮭﺎﺗﮯ ﭘﯿﺘﮯ اور ﺳﭩﺎ ک اﯾﮑﺴﭽﯿﻨﺞ ﮐﺎ ﮐﺎروﺑﺎر ﮐﺮﺗﮯ ﺗﮭﮯ۔ﺟﺎﺋﯿﺪاد ﺳﮯ ﺑﮭﯽ آﻣﺪن ﺗﮭﯽ۔وہ
ﺷﻌﺮ و ﺳﺨﻦ ﻣﯿﮟ ﯾﻜﺴﺎ ﺗﮭﮯ۔ ﺟﺐ ﻣﻮﻗﻊ ﻣﻠﺘﺎ ﺗﺎﺑﻨﺪہ ﮐﮯ ﮐﻤﺮے ﻣﯿﮟ آﺟﺎﺗﮯ اور ﮔﮭﻨﭩﻮں ﺑﺎﺗﯿﮟ ﮐﺮﺗﮯ۔
اﯾﮏ دن اﭼﺎﻧﮏ ﻧﻤﻮدار ﮨﻮﺋﮯ۔ ﺗﺎﺑﻨﺪہ ﮐﭙﮍے ﺑﺪل ﮐﺮ آراﺋﺶ ﻣﯿﮟ ﻣﺼﺮوف ﺗﮭﯽ۔اﻧﮩﻮں ﻧﮯ اﺷﻌﺎر ﮐﮯ
ﺑﻌﺪ اس ﮐﮯ ﺣﺴﻦ،ﻟﺒﺎس ﮐﯽ ڈﯾﺰاﺋﻨﻨﮓ اور ﮐﻠﺮ ﻣﯿﭽﻨﮓ ﮐﯽ ﺧﻮب ﺗﻌﺮﯾﻒ ﮐﯽ۔ﯾﮧ ﺳﺐ ﺗﺎﺑﻨﺪہ ﮐﻮ
اﭼﮭﺎ ﻧﮧ ﻟﮕﺎ۔ﺷﮩﺰاد ﮐﻮ ﮐﮩﺎ اور ﺳﺎس ﮐﻮ آﮔﺎہ ﮐﯿﺎ ﻟﯿﮑﻦ ﮐﺴﯽ ﻧﮯ ﺗﻮﺟﮧ ﻧﮧ دی۔ان ﮐﯽ ﺣﺮﮐﺎت ﺗﺎﺑﻨﺪہ
ﮐﮯ ﻟﯿﮯ اذﯾﺖ ﻧﺎک اور ﻧﺎﻗﺎﺑﻞ ﺑﺮداﺷﺖ ﮨﻮﻧﮯ ﻟﮕﯽ ﺗﻮ ﺗﺎﺑﻨﺪہ ﻧﮯ ﺷﮩﺰاد ﺳﮯ ﮐﮩﺎ واﻟﺪ ﮐﻮ ﻣﯿﺮے ﮐﻤﺮے
ﻣﯿﮟ آﻧﮯ ﺳﮯ روﮐﻮ۔ﺷﮩﺰاد ﻧﮯ ﻣﺸﻮرہ دﯾﺎ ﮐﮧ ﺑﺰرگ ﺳﻤﺠﮫ ﮐﮯ ﺑﺮداﺷﺖ ﮐﺮو۔ﻟﯿﮑﻦ ﺑﺎت ﺑﺮداﺷﺖ ﺳﮯ
ﺑﺎﮨﺮ ﮨﻮ رﮨﯽ ﺗﮭﯽ۔ ﺗﺎﺑﻨﺪہ ﻧﮯ دروازہ ﺑﻨﺪ ﮐﺮﻧﺎ ﺷﺮوع ﮐﺮ دﯾﺎ۔ﭘﮭﺮ ﺑﮭﯽ وہ ﻣﻮﻗﻊ ﮐﯽ ﺗﻼش ﻣﯿﮟ رﮨﺘﮯ۔
اﯾﮏ دن آﺋﮯ اور ﮐﮩﻨﮯ ﻟﮕﮯ۔ﺗﻢ ﻣﯿﺮی ﺷﮑﺎﯾﺘﯿﮟ ﮐﺮﺗﯽ رﮨﺘﯽ ﮨﻮں ﺣﺎﻻﻧﮑﮧ ﻣﯿﮟ ﺗﻤﮩﺎری ﺑﮩﺘﺮی ﮐﮯ ﻟﯽ
ے ﮐﮩﺘﺎ ﮨﻮں۔دﯾﮑﮭﻮ ﻟﯿﻞ وﻧﮩﺎر ﻣﺎہ و ﺳﺎل ﮐﺎ روپ ﺑﺪﻟﺘﮯ ﺑﺪﻟﺖ ے
دس ﺳﺎل ﮨﻮ ﮔﺌﮯ ﺗﻢ اﺑﮭﯽ ﺗﮏ ﺑﮯ اوﻻد ﮨﻮ۔ﺣﺎﻻت ﮔﮭﻤﺒﯿﺮ ﮨﻮ رﮨﮯ ﮨﯿﮟ۔ﮨﻢ ﺷﮩﺰاد ﮐﯽ دوﺳﺮی ﺷﺎدی
ﮐﺎ ﺳﻮچ رﮨﮯ ﮨﯿﮟ۔ ﺗﺎﺑﻨﺪہ ﻧﮯ ﺳﺎس ﺳﮯ ﭘﻮﭼﮭﺎ ﺗﻮ وہ ﭼﭗ رﮨﯽ ﺷﮩﺰاد ﺳﮯ ﺑﺎت ﮐﯽ ﺗﻮ اس ﻧﮯ ﮨﻨﺲ
ﮐﺮ ﮐﮩﺎ "اس ﻣﯿﮟ ﺑﺮاﺋﯽ ﮐﯿﺎ ﮨﮯ؟" "ﺳﻨﺠﯿﺪہ ﻣﻌﺎﻣﻠﮧ ﮐﻮ اﺗﻨﺎ ﻏﯿﺮ ﺳﻨﺠﯿﺪہ ﻟﯿﺘﮯ ﮨﻮ" ﺗﺎﺑﻨﺪہ ﻧﮯ ﮐﮩﺎ۔
ﺗﺎﺑﻨﺪہ ﺧﺎﻣﻮش اور ﻣﺮﺟﮭﺎﺋﯽ ﺳﯽ رﮨﻦ ے ﻟﮕﯽ۔ اﯾﮏ دن ﺷﺎزﯾﮧ ﻧﮯ ﭘﻮﭼﮫ ﻟﯿﺎ۔ اﺗﻨﯽ ﺧﺎﻣﻮش ﮐﯿﻮں ﮨﻮ
ﺗﻤﮩﺎری ﺷﻮﺧﯿﺎں اور ﭼﻨﭽﻞ ﭘﻦ ﮐﺪﮬﺮ ﮔﯿﺎ۔ ﺗﺎﺑﻨﺪہ ﻧﮯ ﺗﻤﺎم ﺣﺎﻻت اور ﺳﺴﺮ ﮐﯽ ﺣﺮﮐﺎت ﺳﮯ اﺳﮯ
آﮔﺎہ ﮐﯿﺎ۔ﺗﻮ اس ﻧﮯ ﺟﺎوﯾﺪ ،ﺷﮩﺰاد اور ﺳﺎس ﺳﮯ ﺑﺎت ﮐﺮﻧﮯ ﮐﺎ وﻋﺪہ ﮐﯿﺎ۔ﻣﮕﺮ ﺗﺎﺑﻨﺪہ ﻣﺴﻠﺴﻞ
ﺧﺎﻣﻮﺷﯽ اور ﺳﺴﺮ ﮐﯽ ﺣﺮﮐﺎت ﺳﮯ دل ﺑﺮداﺷﺘﮧ ﮨﻮ ﮐﺮ ﻣﺎں ﺑﺎپ ﮐﮯ ﮔﮭﺮ ﭼﻠﯽ ﮔﺌﯽ۔ ﻟﯿﮑﻦ ﻣﮑﻤﻞ
ﺣﺎﻻت ﺳﮯ ان ﮐﻮ ﺑﮭﯽ آﮔﺎہ ﻧﮧ ﮐﯿﺎ۔ﭼﻨﺪ روز ﺑﻌﺪ ﺷﮩﺰاد آﯾﺎ اور ﮨﻮﭨﻞ ﻣﯿﮟ ﮐﮭﺎﻧﺎ ﮐﮭﻼﻧﮯ ﮐﮯ ﺑﻌﺪ
ﻣﺸﮑﻞ ﺳﮯ ﺗﺎﺑﻨﺪہ ﮐﻮ ﮔﮭﺮ ﺟﺎﻧﮯ ﭘﺮ آﻣﺎدہ ﮐﯿﺎ۔ﺳﺴﺮ ﺣﺎﻻت ﮐﻮ ﺟﺎﻧﭽﺘﮯ ﮨﻮﺋﮯ ﻣﻮﻗﻌﮯ ﮐﯽ ﺗﻼش ﻣﯿﮟ
ﺗﮭﮯ۔اﯾﮏ روز ﺟﺎوﯾﺪ ﺑﻤﻊ ﻓﯿﻤﻠﯽ ﺳﺴﺮال ﮔﺌﮯ۔ﺳﺎس ﺑﯿﭩﯽ ﮐﮯ ﮨﺎں ﺗﮭﯽ۔ ﺷﮩﺰاد دﻓﺘﺮ ﭼﻼ ﮔﯿﺎ۔ﺳﺴﺮ
ﻧﮯ ﻣﻮﻗﻊ ﺳﮯ ﻓﺎﺋﺪہ اﭨﮭﺎﯾﺎ۔ﺗﺎﺑﻨﺪہ ﮐﮯ ﮐﻤﺮے ﻣﯿﮟ داﺧﻞ ﮨﻮﺗﮯ ﮨﯽ ﮐﻨﮉی ﻟﮕﺎ دی۔ ﻧﻮ ﻣﺎہ ﺑﻌﺪ ﺗﺎﺑﻨﺪہ
ﻧﮯ ﺑﭽﮯ ﮐﻮ ﺟﻨﻢ دے دﯾﺎ۔ ﺟﺸﻦ ﻣﻨﺎﯾﺎ ﮔﯿﺎ۔ ﻣﭩﮭﺎﺋﯿﺎں ﺗﻘﺴﯿﻢ ﮐﯽ ﮔﺌﯿﮟ۔ دﻋﻮﺗﯿﮟ ﮨﻮﺋﯿﮟ ﻣﮕﺮ ﺗﺎﺑﻨﺪہ
ﮐﮯ ﭼﮩﺮے ﭘﺮ ﺑﮩﺎر ﻧﮧ آﺋﯽ۔ اﯾﮏ رو ز ﺷﮩﺰاد ﻧﮯ ﭘﻮﭼﮭﺎ ﺗﻮ ﺗﺎﺑﻨﺪہ ﮐﯽ آﻧﮑﮭﻮں ﻣﯿﮟ ﺟﮭﮍی ﻟﮓ ﮔﺌﯽ۔
ﮨﭽﮑﯽ ﺑﻨﺪﮬﯽ ت و ﻏﻨﻮدﮔﯽ ﻧﮯ آ ﻟﯿﺎ۔ ﺷﮩﺰاد ﻧﮯ ﻃﺒﯿﻌﺖ ﮐﯽ ﺧﺮاﺑﯽ ﺳﻤﺠﮫ ﮐﺮ آرام ﻣﺸﻮرہ دﯾﺎ۔
ﺷﮩﺰاد ﺣﺎﻻت ﭘﺮ ﻏﻮر ﮐﺮﻧﮯ ﻟﮕﺎ ﺗﻮ ﺗﺎﺑﻨﺪہ ﮐﯽ ﺑﺎﺗﯿﮟ ﯾﺎد آﻧﮯ ﻟﮕﯿﮟ۔ ﺷﮩﺰاد ﻧﮯ دوﺳﺮے روز ﮐﭽﮫ دﻧﻮں
ﮐﮯ ﻟﯿﮯ ﺳﻮات ﮐﺎ ﭘﺮوﮔﺮام ﺑﻨﺎﯾﺎ ۔ ﻣﯿﻨﮕﻮرہ اور ﭘﮭﺮ رات ﺑﺤﺮﯾﻦ ﮔﺰارﻧﮯ ﻓﯿﺼﻠﮧ ﮐﯿﺎ۔ ﺗﺎﺑﻨﺪہ ﻧﮯ ﮨﻮﭨﻞ
ﺳﮯ درﯾﺎﺋﮯ ﺳﻮات ﮐﺎ ﻧﻈﺎرہ ﮐﯿﺎ۔ ﻣﻮﺟﻮں ﮐﯽ اﭼﮭﻞ ﮐﻮد ﺳﮯ ﺗﺎﺑﻨﺪہ ﻧﮯ ﻣﺤﺴﻮس ﮐﯿﺎ ﺟﯿﺴﮯ اﺳﮯ ﺑﻼ
رﮨﯽ ﮨﻮں۔ اس ﻧﮯ ﺑﮭﯽ ﺧﻮد ﮐﻮ درﯾﺎ ﮐﮯ ﺳﭙﺮد ﮐﺮﻧﮯ ﮐﺎ ﻓﯿﺼﻠﮧ ﮐﺮ ﻟﯿﺎ۔ ﮐﺎﻻم ﺟﺎﻧﮯ ﺳﮯ ﺗﮭﻮڑی دﯾﺮ
ﭘﮩﻠﮯ ﺗﮭﻮڑی دﯾﺮ ﮐﻮ درﯾﺎ ﮐﺎ ﻧﻈﺎرہ ﮐﺮﻧﮯ اور ﻣﻮﺟﻮں ﺳﮯ ﭘﯿﺪا ﺳﻨﮕﯿﺖ و ﺗﺮﻧﻢ ﺳﮯ ﻟﻂ ف اﻧﺪوز ﮨﻮﻧﮯ
ﺷﮩﺰاد اور ﺗﺎﺑﻨﺪہ درﯾﺎ ﮐﻨﺎر ے ﭘﮩﻨﭽﮯ۔ ﻣﻮﻗﻊ ﻣﻠﺘﮯ ہ ی ﺗﺎﺑﻨﺪہ ﻧﮯ درﯾﺎ ﻣﯿﮟ ﭼﮭﻼﻧﮓ ﻟﮕﺎ دی۔
ﻣﻮﺟﯿﮟ ﺗﺎﺑﻨﺪہ ﮐﻮ اﭨﮭﺎ ﮐﺮ ﭼﻨﺪ ﮨﯽ ﻟﻤﮩﻮں ﻣﯿﮟ ﺑﮩﺖ دور ﻟﮯ ﺟﺎ ﭼﮑﯽ ﺗﮭﯿﮟ۔ ﺷﮩﺰاد ﭘﮑﺎرﺗﺎ اور
دﯾﮑﮭﺘﺎ ﮨﯽ رہ ﮔﯿﺎ۔ ﺑﻌﺪ ﻣﯿﮟ ﮨﯿﻨﮉ ﺑﯿﮓ ﭼﯿﮏ ﮐﯿﺎ ﺗﻮ ﺧﻂ ﻣﻼ۔ "ﺷﮩﺰاد ﯾﮧ ﺑﭽﮧ ﺗﻤﮩﺎرا ﻧﮩﯿﮟ ﺗﻤﮩﺎرے
ﺑﺎپ ﮐﺎ ﮨﮯ"۔ ﺷﮩﺰاد دﻧﮓ رہ ﮔﯿﺎ۔ اس ﺳﮯ ﺻﺮف ﯾﮩﯽ اﻟﻔﺎظ ﻧﮑﻠﮯ " ﺗﺎﺑﻨﺪہ ﺗﻮ ﻧﮯ ازاﻟﮧ ﮐﺮ ﮐﮯ ﺧﻮد
ﮐﻮ ﺳﺮﺧﺮو و زﻧﺪہ و ہ و ﺗﺎﺑﻨﺪہ ﮐﺮ دﯾﺎ ،ﮨﻢ ﺷﺮﻣﻨﺪہ ﮨﯽ ں"۔
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ﺟﺎوﯾﺪ ﻧﮯ ﺑﭽﻮں ﮐﻮ ﺟﻠﺪ ﺳﻮﻧﮯ اور ﺻﺒﺢ ﺟﻠﺪ اﭨﮭﻨﮯ ﮐﯽ ﮨﺪاﯾﺖ دی ﺗﻮ ﺑﭽﻮں ﻧﮯ ﭘﻮﭼﮭﺎ "ﮐﻞ ﮐﯿﺎ
ﮨﻮﮔﺎ؟"۔ﺗﻮ ﺑﭽﻮں ﮐﻮ ﺑﺘﻼﯾﺎ ﺻﺒﺢ ﻋﯿﺪ ﻗﺮﺑﺎن ﮨﮯ۔ ﻧﻤﺎز ﻋﯿﺪ ﮐﮯ ﺑﻌﺪ ﺑﮑﺮ ے اور ﮔﺎﺋﮯ ﺳﻨﺖ اﺑﺮاﮨﯿﻤﯽ
ﮐﯽ ﭘﯿﺮوی ﻣﯿﮟ ذﺑﺢ ﮐﺮﯾﮟ ﮔﮯ۔ﺻﺒﺢ ﺑﮑﺮے دﻧﺒﮯ ذﺑﺢ ﮨﻮ ﺟﺎﺋﯿﮟ ﮔﮯ۔ ﺑﭽﮯ ﺳﻨﺠﯿﺪہ اور رﻧﺠﯿﺪہ ﮨﻮﮔﺌﮯ
ﺗﻮ ﺟﺎوﯾﺪ ﻧﮯ ﺑﭽﻮں ﮐﻮ ﺳﻨﺖ اﺑﺮاﮨﯿﻤﯽ ﮐﯽ ﭘﻮری ﺗﻔﺼﯿﻞ ﺑﺘﻼﺋﯽ۔ ﺻﺒﺢ ﻧﻤﺎز ﻓﺠﺮ ﮐﮯ ﺑﻌﺪ ﻋﯿﺪ ﮐﯽ
ﺗﯿﺎرﯾﺎں ﭘﻮرے ﻋﺮوج ﭘﺮ ﺗﮭﯿﮟ۔ﭘﺮﮐﺸﺶ اور ﺟﺎذب ﻧﻈﺮ ﻟﺒﺎس ﻣﯿﮟ ﻣﻠﺒﻮس ﻋﻄﺮ و ﺧﻮﺷﺒﻮ ﺳﮯ
آراﺳﺘﮧ ﺟﻮان ﺑﭽﮯ اور ﺑﻮڑﮬﮯ ﻋﯽ د ﮔﺎہ ﮐﯽ ﻃﺮف ﮔﺎﻣﺰن ﺗﮭﮯ۔ﻧﻤﺎز ﻋﯿﺪ ﮐﮯ ﺑﻌﺪ ﺳﺐ ﻗﺼﺎﺑﻮں ﮐﯽ
ﺗﻼش ﻣﯿﮟ ﺗﮭﮯ۔ ﻗﺼﺎﺑﻮں ﮐﮯ ﻧﺨﺮے اﭘﻨﮯ ﻋﺮوج ﭘﺮ ﺗﮭﮯ ﺟﻮ ﻣﻨﮧ ﺳﮯ ﮐﮩﺘﮯ اﮔﻠﮯ ﻣﺎﻧﺘﮯ۔ﺑﮭﺎﺋﯽ ﺟﺎن ﻋﯿﺪ
ﮐﯽ ﭼﮭﭩﯿﺎں ﮨﻤﺎری ﺑﮭﯽ ﮨﯿﮟ۔ ﮨﻢ ﺑﮫ ی ﭼﮭﺮﯾﺎں ﭘﮑﮍ ﻟﯿﮟ اور دﯾﮩﺎڑی ﺑﻨﺎﺋﯿﮟ۔ ﺷﮩﺰاد ﻧﮯ ﻣﺰاح ﮐﯽ۔
ﺟﺎوﯾﺪ ﻧﮯ اﺛﺒﺎت ﻣﯿﮟ ﺳﺮ ﮨﻼﯾﺎ۔ ﺳﻨﺖ اﺑﺮاﮨﯿﻤﯽ ﮐﮯ ﻟﯿﮯ ﺟﺎﻧﻮروں ﮐﯽ ﺧﺮﯾﺪاری ﺳﮯ ذﺑﺢ ﮐﺮواﻧﮯ ﺗﮏ
اﯾﮏ ﺗﮑﻠﯿﻒ دہ ﻋﻤﻞ ﮨﮯ۔ﺷﮩﺰاد ﭘﮭﺮ ﺑﻮﻻ ﺗﻮ ﭘﺎس ﮐﮭﮍی ﺑﮭﺎﺑﮭﯽ ﻧﮯ ﮐﮩﺎ ﺗﻤﮩﯿﮟ ﺑﺎﺗﯿﮟ ﺑﮩﺖ آﻧﮯ ﻟﮕﯽ
ﮨﯿﮟ۔ ﺗﻤﮩﺎرا ﺑﻨﺪوﺑﺴﺖ ﮨﻮﻧﺎ ﭼﺎﺋﯿﮯ ۔ ﺷﺎم ﭘﺎﻧﭻ ﺑﺠﮯ ﺷﺎزﯾﮧ ﻧﮯ ﺟﺎوﯾﺪ ﮐﻮ ﮐﮩﺎ ﮐﮧ آپ ﮔﺎڑی ﻧﮑﺎﻟﯿﮟ ﺗﻮ
ﻣﯿﮟ ﺑﮭﯽ اﻣﯽ ﮐﻮ ﻋﯿﺪ ﻣﻞ آؤں۔ ﭨﮭﯿﮏ ﮨﮯ ﺗﻢ ﻓﻮن ﭘﺮ اﻧﮩﯿﮟ ﺑﺘﻼؤں ﻣﯿﮟ ﺗﯿﺎر ﮨﻮ ﮐﺮ آﺗﺎ ﮨﻮں۔ ﮐﮩﺎں
ﺟﺎ رﮨﮯ ﮨﯿﮟ ﺑﭽﻮں ﻧﮯ ﭘﻮﭼﮭﺎ۔"ﺗﻤﮩﺎرے ﻧﺎﻧﺎ اﺑﻮ اور ﻧﺎﻧﯽ اﻣﺎں ﮐﻮ ﻋﯿﺪ ﻣﻠﻨﮯ ﺟﺎ رﮨﮯ ﮨﯽ ں" ﺟﺎوﯾﺪ ﻧﮯ
ﮐﮩﺎ۔وﮨﺎں ﭘﮩﻨﭽﻨﮯ ﭘﺮ ﺷﺎزﯾﮧ ﮨﻤﺴﺎﺋﯽ ﺳﮯ آﺋﮯ ﻣﮩﻤﺎﻧﻮں ﻣﯿﮟ ﮔﮭﻞ ﻣﻞ ﮔﺌﯽ۔ﺗﺒﻨﺪہ ﮐﻮ دﯾﮑﮭﺘﮯ ﮨﯽ ﺑﻮﻟﯽ
ﺗﺎﺑﻨﺪہ ﺗﻢ ﺗﻮ ﺑﺎﻟﮑﻞ ﭘﺮی ﻟﮓ رﮨﯽ ﮨﻮ۔ﺳﻔﯿﺪﻓﺮاق ﻣﯿﮟ ﻣﻠﺒﻮس دراز ﻗﺪ ﺳﺮخ ﺳﻔﯿﺪ رﻧﮕﺖ ﺟﺎذب ﻧﻈﺮ
ﺷﺨﺼﯿﺖ ﮐﯽ ﻣﺎﻟﮏ ﺗﺎﺑﻨﺪہ واﻗﻌﯽ ﭘﺮی ﻟﮓ رﮨﯽ ﺗﮭﯽ۔وہ ﺟﺘﻨﯽ دﯾﺮ ﺑﯿﭩﮭﯽ رﮨﯽ ﺷﺎزﯾﮧ اﺳﮯ دﯾﮑﮭﺘﯽ
رﮨﯽ۔واﭘﺴﯽ ﭘﺮ ﺟﺎوﯾﺪ ﺳﮯ ﮐﮩﺎ ﮐﯿﻮں ﻧﮧ ﺗﺎﺑﻨﺪہ ﮐﺎرﺷ ﺷﮩﺰاد ﮐﮯ ﻟﺌﮯ ﻣﺎﻧﮓ ﻟﯿﮟ۔ ﺷﺎزﯾﮧ ﻧﮯ ﺟﺎوی د
ﮐﻮ ﻣﺸﻮرہ دﯾﺎ ﮐﮧ ﺷﮩﺰاد ﺳﮯ ﻣﺸﻮرہ ﮐﺮﻟﯿﮟ۔ﮔﮭﺮ ﭘﮩﻨﭽﺘﮯ ﮨﯽ ﺷﺎزﯾﮧ ﻣﻮﻗﻊ ﮐﯽ ﺗﻼش ﻣﯿﮟ ﺗﮭﯽ۔
ﻣﻨﺎﺳﺐ ﻣﻮﻗﻊ ﻣﻠﺘﮯ ﮨﯽ دل ﮐﯽ ﺑﺎت زﺑﺎن ﭘﺮ آﮔﺌﯽ۔اﻣﺎں ﺟﯽ آج اﯾﮏ ﭘﺮی دﯾﮑﮭﯽ دل ﮐﺮﺗﺎ ہ ے آپ
ﮐﻮ ﺑﮭﯽ دﮐﮭﻼؤں۔ﭘﮩﻠﮯ ﺗﻮ اﻣﺎں ﻧﮩﯿﮟ ﺳﻤﺠﮭﯽ۔ﺑﻮﻟﯽ ﮐﯿﺎ ﻣﯿﺮی ﻋﻤﺮ ﭘﺮﯾﺎں دﯾﮑﮭﻨﮯ ﮐﯽ ﮨﮯ۔ ﺳﻤﺠﮭﺎ
ﮐﺮﯾﮟ ﮐﯿﺎ ﺷﮩﺰاد ﮐﮯ ﻟﺌﮯ ﭘﺮی ﮐﯽ ﺿﺮورت ﻧﮩﯿﮟ؟ ﺷﺎزﯾﮧ ﻧﮯ ﺑﺎت ﮐﻮ ﮐﮭﻮﻻ ﺗﻮ اﻣﺎں ﮐﻮ ﺳﻤﺠﮫ آﺋﯽ۔
اﭼﮭﺎ ﯾﮧ ﺑﺘﻼؤ ﮐﻮن ﮨﮯ؟ﮐﮩﺎں رﮨﺘﯽ ﮨﮯ؟ﮐﺘﻨﯽ ﭘﮍﮬﯽ ﮨﮯ؟ اور ﮐﯿﺎ ﮐﺮﺗﯽ ﮨﮯ؟ اﻣﺎں ﺳﻮال ﭘﺮ ﺳﻮال ﮐﺮ
رﮨﯽ ﺗﮭﯿﮟ۔ اﻣﺎں ﻣﯿﮟ دﯾﮑﮫ ﭼﮑﯽ ﮨﻮں آپ ﮐﻮ دﮐﮭﻼ دوں ﮔﯽ آپ ﺷﮩﺰاد ﺳﮯ ﻣﺸﻮرہ ﮐﺮﻟﯿﮟ۔اﻣﺎں ﻧﮯ
رات ﺷﮩﺰاد اور اﺳﮑﮯ اب و ﺳﮯ ﻣﺸﻮرہ ﮐﯿﺎ۔آپ ﮨﺎﻣﯿﮟ ﺑﮭﺮ ﻟﯿﮟ ﺗﻮ ﻣﯿﮟ ﻣﻌﻠﻮﻣﺎت ﮐﺮ ﻟﻮں ﮔﯽ۔ ﮔﮭﺮ
ﮐﮯ ﺗﻤﺎم ﺣﻀﺮات ﺳﮯ ﻣﺸﺎورت ﮐﮯ ﺑﻌﺪ ﺷﺎزﯾﮧ ﻧﮯ اﻣﯽ ﮐﻮ ﻓﻮن ﭘﺮ ﺳﺎری ﺗﻔﺼﯿﻞ ﺑﺘﺎﻧﮯ ﮐﮯ ﺑﻌﺪ
ﺗﺎﺑﻨﺪہ اور ﮔﮭﺮ واﻟﻮں ﺳﮯ دن وﻗﺖ اور ﺗﺎرﯾﺦ ﺗﻌﯿﻦ ﮐﺮواﻟﯿﺎ۔ ﻣﻘﺮرہ دن اور وﻗﺖ ﮐﻮ ﺷﺎزی ہ ﺑﻤﻊ
ﺳﺎس اور واﻟﺪہ ﮐﮯ ﻣﻼﻗﺎت ﮐﮯ واﺳﻄﮯ ﭘﮩﻨﭻ ﮔﺌﯽ۔ دﻟﮩﻦ دﯾﮑﮭﻨﮯ ان ﮐﯽ ﮐﻮﭨﮭﯽ ﭘﺮ ﭘﮩﻨﭽﻨﮯ پ ر
ﭘﺮﺗﭙﺎک اﺳﺘﻘﺒﺎل ﮨﻮا۔ﺟﺲ ﮐﻮ ان ﻟﻮﮔﻮں ﻧﮯ اﺛﺒﺎت ﮐﺎ اﺷﺎرہ ﺳﻤﺠﮭﺎ۔ اس وﻗﺖ ﺗﺎﺑﻨﺪہ اﭘﻨﯽ
ﺳﮩﯿﻠﯿﻮں ﮐﮯ ﺟﮭﺮﻣﭧ ﻣﯿﮟ ﻗﮩﻘﮩﮯ ﺑﮑﮭﯿﺮ رﮨﯽ ﺗﮭﯽ۔ﻣﺴﮑﺮاﮨﭩﻮں ﮐﯽ ﮔﻮﻧﺞ ﻣﯿﮟ ﺷﺎزﯾﮧ ﻧﮯ ﺳﺐ ﮐﻮ
ﻣﺘﻮﺟﮧ ﮐﯿﺎ۔اﻣﺎں ﺟﯽ ﮐﻮ ﺳﻤﺠﮭﻨﮯ ﻣﯿﮟ دﺷﻮاری ﮨﻮﺋﯽ ﺗﻮ ﺷﺎزﯾﮧ ﺳﮯ ﮐﮩﺎ دﻟﮩﻦ ﮐﻮﻧﺴﯽ ﮨﮯ۔ ﺷﺎزﯾﮧ ﻧﮯ
ﻣﺴﮑﺮاﺗﮯ ﮨﻮﺋﮯ ﺷﺮارﺗﻦ ﮐﮩﺎ۔ آپ ﮐﻮ ﮐﻮﻧﺴﯽ ﻟﮍﮐﯽ اﭼﮭﯽ ﻟﮕﯽ۔وﮨﯽ دﻟﮩﻦ ﮨﮯ ﭘﮭﺮ ﺷﺎزﯾﮧ ﻧﮯ ﮐﮩﺎ ﯾﮧ
ﮐﺎﻟﮯ ﮐﭙﮍے واﻟﯽ۔"اﻟﻠﮧ ﻧﻈﺮ ﺑﺪ ﺳﮯ ﺑﭽﺎﺋﮯ۔" ں ا ﻧﮯ ﮐﮩﺎ۔ ﻣﻌﻠﻮﻣﺎت ﮐﺎ ﺗﺒﺎدﻟﮧ ﮨﻮا ﺷﺎزﯾﮧ ﻧﮯ ّ ام ﺳﺎل
 MSCﺟﺒﮑﮧ ﺗﻌﻠﯿﻢ  26دﻟﮩﻦ واﻟﻮں ﮐﻮ ﺑﺘﻼﯾﺎ۔ﺷﮩﺰاد اﺳﻼم آﺑﺎد ﻣﯿﮟ ﺳﯽ اﯾﺲ اﯾﺲ آﻓﯿﺴﺮ ﮨﮯ۔ﻋﻤﺮ
ﮐﮯ ﺑﻌﺪ ﭘﺮوﻓﯿﺴﺮ ﺑﻨﻨﮯ ﮐﯽ ﻣﺘﻤﻨﯽ ﮨﮯ۔اﯾﮏ ﮨﻔﺖ ے ﻣﯿﮟ  MSCﮨﮯ۔دﻟﮩﻦ ﮐﯽ واﻟﺪہ ﻧﮯ ﺑﺘﻼﯾﺎ ﺗﺎﺑﻨﺪہ
ﻣﺰﯾﺪ ﻣﻌﻠﻮﻣﺎت ﺟﻤﻊ ﮨﻮﺋﯽ ﺗﻮ دوﻧﻮں ﺧﺎﻧﺪان واﻟﻮں ﻧﮯ دﮬﻮم دﮬﺎم ﺳﮯ ﻣﻨﮕﻨﯽ ﮐﯽ۔ ﺷﮩﺰاد ﻧﮯ ﺟﺐ
ﺗﺎﺑﻨﺪہ ﮐﻮ دﯾﮑﮭﺎ ﺗﻮ دﯾﮑﮭﺘﺎ رہ ﮔﯿﺎ۔ ﺑﻌﺪ ﻣﯿﮟ ﺷﮩﺰاد ﻧﮯ ﺷﺎزﯾﮧ ﮐﯽ ﭘﺴﻨﺪ ﮐﯽ ﺗﻌﺮﯾﻒ ﮐﺮﺗﮯ ﮨﻮﺋﮯ اس
ﮐﯽ ﮐﺎوﺷﻮں ﮐﻮ ﺳﺮاﮨﺎ۔اب ﺷﮩﺰاد اور ﺗﺎﺑﻨﺪہ ﮔﮭﻮﻣﻨﮯ ﭘﮭﺮﻧﮯ آؤﭨﻨﮓ ﮐﺮﻧﮯ ﺟﺎﺗﮯ ﺗﻮ اﻧﮩﯿﮟ اﯾﮏ
دوﺳﺮے ﮐﻮ ﺳﻤﺠﮭﻨﮯ ﮐﺎ ﻣﻮﻗﻊ ﻣﻼ۔ﺑﺎﮨﻤﯽ ﮨﻢ آﮨﻨﮕﯽ پ ر ﺣﯿﺮان ﺗﮭﮯ۔ﻣﮩﯿﻨﮧ دو ﻣﮩﯿﻦ ے ﻣﯿﮟ اﯾﺴﮯ
ﮨﻮﮔﺌﮯ ﺟﯿﺴﮯ اﯾﮏ ﻣﺪت ﺳﮯ واﻗﻒ ﮨﻮں۔ﺑﺎﮨﻤﯽ رﺿﺎﻣﻨﺪی ﺳﮯ ﺗﺎﺑﻨﺪہ ﮐﮯ اﻣﺘﺤﺎن ﮐﮯ ﺑﻌﺪ ﺷﺎدی ﮐﯽ
ﺗﺎرﯾﺦ ﻣﻘﺮر ﮐﯽ
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