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"Development is being sought in every walk of life and you have to take on this process of development. Are 
ou preparing to take on tomorrow's responsibilities? Are you building your capacity? Are you trained enough? 
If no, then go and prepare yourself because this is the time to prepare yourself for future responsibilities ." 

(:Jvt . .Jl{i Jinnafi) 
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It is my proud privilege to pen down a message for the 4th 
Edition of AXON. I was and still am, overwhelmed to have 
worked for this amazing magazine. Its a platform for 
students to express their creative pursuits. Heartiest 
congratulations to Chief Editor, Numrah Nawaz and her 
Editorial board for their efforts to put in print the 4th 
Edition of AXON in this excellent way. I hope this legacy 
will continue in future as well. 
Good Luck! 

Dr. Nabhan Ahmed 
Ex-Chief Editor. 
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T aqwa means consciousness, awe or fear of Allah, 
something which inspires man to be on guard 
against every wrong action, stay away from those 

that displease and anger Allah, and to strive to please Allah in 
every way possible. 

Fear Allah at all times, so always, just stop and think for a 
moment about what you intend to do. Will Allah be pleased 
with you or will He be displeased? 

Let's be clear. .. No sin remains minor with persistence and 
no sin remains major after lstighfar (tawbah) with sincerity 
and humility! 

Repent to Allah today because the sun may rise tomorrow 
but you may not! 

All you need to do is turn to Allah and ask! All your sins will 
be forgiven InShaAllah ... so what have u got to lose? We can 
be amongst those that Allah will be pleased with, so long as 
we tum to Allah for guidance. And for this, use Taqwa as it 
is the best weapon. 

We have the opportunity for high stations of Jannah, to seek 
Allah, to witness and participate in the everlasting peace and 
tranquillity of afterlife, to meet the Prophet (PBUH), to meet 
the blessed companions (May Allah be pleased with them 
all) and most of all to see Allah, The Most High! 

It sounds amazing, doesn't it? Still many of us choose not to 
strive for Jannah. Why? We have sadly become distracted 
and absorbed by this Duniya, and lost sight of our purpose. 
Worshipping and glorifying Allah should be our main goal! 

Yes! Our ultimate goal is the pleasure of Allah and 
subsequently Jannah .... It's no brainer! ! This duniya isn't for 
resting, that's whatJannah is for. 

We can surely achieve our goal if only we develop the fear of 
Allah, if only we strive for the hereafter like we do for this 
duniya. And if only we care about what Allah thinks of us as 
much as we care about what people think ofus ! 

"The beginning of good deeds is the love of Allah; the 
beginning of wisdom is fearing Allah". 



The Abbasid Caliphate, which ruled the Islamic world, 
oversaw the golden age of Islamic culture. The dynasty 
ruled the Islamic Caliphate from 750 to 1258 AD, making 
it one of the longest and most influential Islamic dynasties. 

1- During Islam's Golden Age, scientists were paid 
the equivalent of what pro athletes are paid today. 

2- The decimal Hindu-Arabic numeral system, was 
developed in India by Muslim scholars around AD 
700. Today, it is used in every comer of the world 
at about every possible moment. 

3- Islamic advances in the use of paper are the 
primary reason we read books rather than scrolls 
today. Muslims were the first to mass-produce 
paper on an intercontinental scale. As the price of 
paper dropped, literacy rose and booksellers and 
libraries became integral parts of every Muslim 
city. In 10th-century Cordoba, an Umayyad 
(Islamic dynasty) city in Spain with over 70 
libraries, the palace library alone had over 60,000 
volumes, all written by hand. At the time, the best 

Latin library in Europe had only 600 parchment 
books. 

4- Islam's tradition of oral recitation developed into 
an efficient vehicle for mass-produced 
handwritten literature. A single Muslim reciter 
would read a book out loud to a group of scribes, 
who copied his spoken words simultaneously. 
Europe, in contrast, used a much slower system: 
monks copied books, individually and one at a 
time. 

5- Most historians agree Columbus was not the first 
person to "discover" America and that explorers, 
including Muslims from West Africa, arrived 
several centuries before Columbus. In fact, when 
Columbus made his historical journeys, he relied 
on the maps and geography studies of the 12th­
century Muslim scholar Al-Idrisi. 

6- lbn al-Nafis in his Commentary on Anatomy in 
Avicenna's Canon was the first to contradict the 
contention of the Galen School that blood could 
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pass between the ventricles in the heart through the 
cardiac inter-ventricular septum that separates 
them, saying that there is no passage between the 
ventricles at this point. Instead, he correctly argued 
that all the blood that reached the left ventricle did 
so after passing through the lung. He also stated 
that there must be small communications, or pores, 
between the pulmonary artery and pulmona1y vein, 
a prediction that preceded the discovery of the 
pulmonary capillaries of Marcello Malpighi by 400 
years. The Commentary was rediscovered in the 
twentieth century in the Prussian State Library in 
Berlin. 

7- Scholars such as Ibn Sina (980-1037), known in 
the West as Avicenna, developed the work of the 
ancient Greeks in both medicine and philosophy. 

8- Muslim scholar Ibn al-Haytham (Alhazen), who 
was born in A.D 965, is often regarded as the first 
theoretical physicist. 

9- The Muslims created a House of Wisdom (Bait­
ul-Hikmat), which was active during the 9th-13th 
centuries, where both Muslim and non-Muslim 
scholars sought to translate the world's knowledge 
into Arabic. Many classic works of antiquity that 
might have otherwise been lost were preserved in 
Arabic and Persian and later translated into other 
languages. 

10- Muslim scholars Ibn Rushd and Ibn Sina were 
primarily responsible for saving the works of 
Aristotle, whose ideas would later dominate both 
the Christian and Muslim worlds. 

11- The word "algebra" is derived from the Arabic 
word ~I al-jabr, and this comes from the treatise 
written in the year 830 by the medieval Persian 
mathematician, Muhammad ibn Musa al­
Khwarizmi. 

12- Al-Biruni contributed to the introduction of the 
experimental scientific method to mechanics, 
unified statics and dynamics into the science of 
mechanics, and combined the fields of 
hydrostatics with dynamics to create 

hydrodynamics. Biruni's most important work was 
a major pharmacopoeia, the "Kitab al-saydala fi 
al-tibb" (Book on the Pharmacopoeia of 
Medicine), describing essentially all the medicines 
known in his time. 

13- Ibn Mu ' adh al-JayyanI is one of several Islamic 
mathematicians to whom the law of sines is 
attributed; he wrote his The Book of Unknown 
Arcs of a Sphere in the 11th century. 

14- Al-Zahrawi was a tenth century Arab physician. 
He is sometimes referred to as the "Father of 
surgery". He describes what is thought to be the 
first attempt at reduction mammoplasty for the 
management of gynecomastia and the first 
mastectomy to treat breast cancer. He is credited 
with the performance of the first thyroidectomy. 

15- The University of Al Karaouine, founded in 859 
AD, is arguably the world's oldest degree-granting 
university. 

16- Jabir bin Hayyan identified many new substances. 
It is often said he discovered strong acids such as 
sulphuric acid, hydrochloric acid and nitric acid. 
Jabir also laid the groundwork for what is known 
today as Mendeleev's periodic table of elements. 

17- Influenced by Hippocrates and classical Greek 
medicine, Al Razi wrote numerous books on a 
range of medical and scientific subjects. Under the 
reign of Al-Muktafi (r. 902-908) Razi was 
commissioned to build a new hospital, which 
should be the largest of the Abbasid Caliphate. To 
pick the future hospital's location, Razi adopted 
what is nowadays known as an evidence-based 
approach suggesting having fresh meat hung in 
various places throughout the city and to build the 
hospital where meat took longest to rot. 

18- Inventions that emerged from the Islamic world 
include arabesque architecture, the minaret, the 
bridge mill, the vertical-axle windmill, teaching 
hospitals, marching bands, early torpedoes, the 
guitar, the lute, the water pipe (hookah, 
narghile,or shisha), early attempts at gliding 
algebra, the pinhole camera, the laws of 
refraction, coffee, and more. 



The Prophet(PBUH) said, "if there were to be a 
prophet after me, indeed he would be Umar, son of 
Khattab." (Sunan Tirmidhi: 3686) 

History does not produce men like Umar(RA) often. He 
was a person from whom the truth flowed naturally; a man of 
intuition. He was on his way to kill The Prophet(PBUH) and 
ended up accepting Islam. His love for Allah and Islam was 
so great that he openly announced accepting Islam when 
others hid it. The Prophet(PBUH) called him Al-Farooq, the 
one who clearly distinguishes the tmth from falsehood. It is 
said that even Satan had to give up on Umar, as the 
Prophet(PBUH) said, "O son of Khattab, by the one in 
whose hand is my soul, whenever Satan sees you taking a 
path he takes another one." (Sahib Bukhari:5735) 

One of the key qualities ofUmar(RA) which exemplified 
his character was his sense of social justice. He equally 
distributed the power and income amongst all, reaching the 
glorified as well as the most hidden and deprived parts of the 
society. He established the pillars of Justice, Al-Adl. The 
first social policy infrastructure to be found in history was 
founded by Umar(RA). The concept of Bait-al-Maal was 
also established during his caliphate. He would roam 
the streets of Madinah at night to help his people. His 
foundation of child benefit or children allowance meant to 
provide every child with their basic needs is still followed as 
a golden rule in the west. 

In 637, Jemsalem offered a truce, provided that the Khalifa 

would come himself to sign the treaty. When Umar R.A 
came, no retinue accompanied him. He and his slave would 
take turns riding their only camel. When entering Jerusalem, 
Umar was on his feet and had to cross muddy ground while 
leading his camel. As a result, he got mud all over his feet and 
clothes. When Abu Ubaida, a pious man and the commander 
of chief of Muslim army, saw this he suggested that the 
Khalifa should change his clothes so that the people of 
Jernsalem, accustomed to the pomp and grandeur of the 
kings, would not be dissuaded from handing over the keys of 
Jerusalem. Umar(RA) hit him hard on the chest and 
reminded Abu Ubaida that they had been a disgraced nation 
when Islam brought them honour and elevated their status. 
Should they seek honour from anything else, they would 
surely be humiliated again and the only way of success is the 
way of the Prophet(PBUH). When the people of Jerusalem 
saw Umar's simplicity they started crying. 

Such was his sense of justice that he would normally sleep 
under a tree, unguarded. Yet such was his ferocity and valor 
that whenever the enemies of Allah would hear his name, 
their knees would tremble and their hearts would quiver with 
fear. 
I pray that the Muslim leaders of this world would follow 
justice as Umar(RA) did during his time so that the 
Muslims of this century may lead a prosperous life by 
recovering their lost honour and dignity. 



nown locally as Mezquita-Catedral, the Great 
Mosque of Cordoba is one of the oldest structures 
till standing from the time Muslims ruled Al-

Andalus (Muslim Iberia including most of Spain, Portugal, 
and a small section of Southern France) in the late 8th 
century. Cordoba is a two hour train ride south of Madrid, 
and draws visitors from all over the world. 
The buildings on this site are as complex as the 
extraordinarily rich history they illustrate. Historians 
believe that there had first been a temple to the Roman god, 
Janus, on this site. The temple was converted into a church 
by invading Visigoths who seized Cordoba in 572. Next, the 
church was converted into a mosque and then completely 
rebuilt by the descendants of the exiled Umayyads-the first 
Islamic dynasty who had originally ruled from their capital 
Damascus (in present-day Syria) from AD 661until750. 
According to a traditional account, when the exiled 
Umayyad prince Abd al-Rahman I escaped to Iberia and 
defeated the governor of Al-Andalus, he found the 
Cordovese divided into various sects. His ambition was to 
erect a temple which would rival in magnificence those of 
Baghdad, Jerusalem, and Damascus, and approach in 
sanctity the fame of Mecca. Above a Christian church 
dedicated do Saint Vincent, Abd al-Rahman decided to raise 
his great mosque. He allowed the Christians to rebuild their 
ruined churches and purchased the Christian half of the 
church of St Vincent, as agreed upon in the sale terms. The 
Emirate was rich. Apart from the treasure wrested from the 

--• Goths during the recent wars, he also extracted a tithe upon 

the produce of the land and on manufactures. All able 
Muslims in Andalusia were asked to provide to pay the 
Zakat. A mandatory tax known as Jizya was also laid upon 
only one able Christian and Jew per household in Andalusia. 
Both were one of the main sources of income for the Muslim 
rulers in lands occupied by Islamic tribes but populated still 
by Christians, to provide all needed services for all people 
living in the land, especially the poor. Beyond this, the 
Moorish kings were greatly enriched by the acquisition of 
the valuable mines of Iberia, the quarries of marble, and 
other sources of wealth. From these revenues Abd al­
Rahman and his successors, Hisham, Abd-al Rahman II, the 
greatest of the dynasty and the third of the line, and lastly the 
extravagant Almanzor, lavished large sums upon the 
designing, construction, and costly adornment of the 
Mosque. Abd al-Rahman I and his descendants reworked 
the building over the next two centuries to fashion it as a 
mosque, starting in 784. Additionally,Abd al-Rahman I used 
the mosque (originally called Aljama Mosque) as an adjunct 
to his palace and named it in honour of his wife. 
Traditionally, the mihrab (or apse) of a mosque faces in the 
direction of Mecca. Mecca is east-southeast of the mosque, 
but the mihrab of this mosque unusually points south 
The work of building the resplendent Mezquita employed 
thousands of artisans and labourers, and such a vast 
undertaking led to the development ofall the resources of the 
district. Hard stone and beautifully veined marble were 
quarried from the Sierra Morena and the surrounding 
regions of the city. Metals of various kinds were dug up from 



the soil, and factories sprang up in Cordoba amid the stir and 
bustle of an awakened industrial energy. A famous Syrian 
architect made the plans for the Mosque. Leaving his own 
house on the edge of Cordoba, the Ameer came to reside in 
the city, so that he might personally superintend the 
operations and offer proposals for the improvement of the 
designs. Abd al-Rahman moved about among the workers, 
directing them for several hours of every day. 

The mosque underwent numerous subsequent changes: Abd 
al-Rahman II ordered anew minaret, while in 961 Al-Hakam 
II enlarged the building and enriched the Mihrab. The last of 
such reforms was carried out by Almanzor in 987. It was 
connected to the Caliph's palace by a raised walkway, 
mosques within the palaces being the tradition for previous 
Islamic rulers - as well as Christian Kings who built their 
palaces adjacent to churches. The Mezquita reached its 

current dimensions in 987 with the completion of the outer 
naves and courtyard. 
The building is most notable for it arcaded hypo tyle hall, 
with 856 columns of jasper, onyx, marble, and granite. The 
edifice also has a richly gilded prayer niche or mihrab. The 
mihrab is a masterpiece of architectural art, with geometric 
and flowing designs of plants. Other prominent feature 
were: an open court (sahn) surrounded by arcades, screen of 
wood, minarets, colourful mosaics, and windows of 
coloured glass. The walls of the Mosque had Quranic 
inscriptions written on them; as per Islamic beliefs, the 
mosque was decorated with tile work, calligraphy and 
architectural forms. 

In 1236, Cordoba was conquered by King Ferdinand III of 
Castile, and the centre of the mosque was converted into a 
Catholic cathedral. Alfonso X oversaw the construction of 
the Royal Chapel within the mosque. The kings who 
followed added further Christian features, such as King 
Henry II rebuilding the chapel in the 14th century. The 
minaret of the mosque was also converted to the bell tower 
of the cathedral. Artisans and architects continued to add to 
the existing structure until the late 18th century. 
If one visits the now named Mosque-Cathedral of Cordoba, 
they are immediately struck by the impact of the Muslim 
architecture and their culture on the vicinity. It majorly 
manifests itself in the form of the inscriptions of verses of the 
Quran found on the souvenoirs available in every inch of the 
city. But, no Muslim is allowed to pray in the vicinty of the 
Mosque-Cathedral of Cordoba, once the greatest jewel of 
the Muslim world. 

Kaaba Arbab-E-Fan! Sitwat-E-Deen-E-Mubeen 
Tujh Se Haram Martabat Andlusiyon Ki Zameen 

0, Mecca of art lovers, You are the majesty of the true tenet. 
You have elevated Andalusia To the eminence of the holy Harem 

I 
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ADREAMFFati~maSh~akee~I ---------------~ 4th year, MBBS 

A dream, seen with millions of open eyes, yearned by 
hundreds of thousands of beating hearts. The word 
'partition' holds different meanings to different 

school of thoughts. Some perceived it as merely a 
geographical distribution while to most of our youth, as 
something they crammed in their history class to pass their 
exams. As devastating and troublesome this idea of 
indifference can be, from cramming dates of histories and 
Quaid's 14 points to Mountbatten's unfair distribution, we 
lost the deeper sense of partition. 
Even the historians seem to capture history of partition with 
its existence only in the political development that had led up 
to it. Those other aspects like what had happened to the 
millions of people who had to live through that time, what 
we might call the "human dimension" of history, somehow 
seemed to have a lesser status in it. Perhaps this was because 
they had to deal with difficult things: loss and sharing, 
friendship and enmity, grief and joy, with the painful regret 
and nostalgia for loss of home, country and friends and with 
an equally strong determination to create them afresh in a 
different world which was about to be called as their real 
home. As a survivor, how their experience of dislocation and 
trauma shaped their lives and indeed the cities and towns and 
villages they settled in apparently find little reflection in 
written history. More than 70 years had swept swiftly but in 

the minds of few the sorrow still lingers like a dripping 
faucet at the back of their heads. 
To top that, we have lost the true spirit of Pakistan, the 
promises our forefathers did to this country which we failed 
to carry along with us. The dreams they had and the way they 
hoped for this country. The country they lost everything for. 
The country they had to suffer for, with its echoes still heard 
in their hearts, buried deep down to a point of no recovery. 
With every passing moment, we are forgetting their 
sacrifices bit by bit, putting deeper and deeper cuts on the 
idea they lived for, waiting anxiously for its own death. An 
idea of a country, which was supposed to be a true Islamic 
state, where no parents had to send their children for work, 
where no one dies of hunger where people's property and 
reputation won't be snatched away and transparency would 
prevail in system, where we could share with each other no 
matter how little we have. They had a dream they strived for, 
a cause they could die for and a reason they lived for. Their 
dream gave us freedom, gave us a country with a future. We 
like to think we are the future of those dreams, the fruit of 
those struggles, the true heirs to the legacy but are we truly? 

I 
II 



GOD FORBID, DEPRESSED? Kunza Ali 
1st Year, MBBS 

I t is 3 am. Although I haven't slept for the past 48 hours, I 
am still finding it hard to sleep. I have been lying in my 
bed for two hours now with eyes closed, overthinking 

things but sleep isn't the luxury everyone can afford. So I 
decide to do something productive, sit up and fetch a piece of 
paper to write. Just moments ago my mind which was 
tumbling, surfacing, wavering and bursting with so many 
things to say, is now blank. Just as blank as the piece of paper 
in front of me. 
I long to talk to someone about it but I don't want to be 
labelled as "depressed" or "overly dramatic" or worse 
"attention seeker" because in a world of thieves, liars, 
backstabbers, plotters, and slanderers, God Forbid 
depressed?? It's the worst thing to be. 
I long to shout out aloud and spill all my problems to 
someone but who can that someone be? It's hard to find that 
someone who wouldn't use your flaws and your weaknesses 
to bring you down. After all, the people you ever trusted did 
bring you down in one way or another. Promises like "hey I 
wouldn't leave you" or "We will be friends forever" or "hey 
trust me, your secrets are safe with me" are short-lived 
nowadays. They don't mean anything. They have no 
credibility nor any weight. Just pointless words strung 
together. And those people who promise such things make 
your world come crashing down faster than it already was so 
you tend not to talk anymore to anyone and take it all in and 
that, my friend, is your real downfall. Not having anyone 
around to bring you out of your chaos and abyss? That's your 
downfall or at least the start of your downfall. 
Then you look towards your family. Surely you can tell your 
parents everything but then you notice that they have got 
their own problems to deal with. Your father earning every 
dime to better everything around you and your mother 
sacrificing everything she hoped for, dreamt for, only so that 
you could be in a better place than they ever were. Besides 
what would tell your parents that you are depressed? After 
everything they have been through for you, you are 

depressed because of some petty reason and at such a young 
age? You don't want your parents to think of you as a burden. 
You want to make them proud. You want to make them 
smile. You want them to be in an illusion that their daughters, 
sons life is rainbow or sunshine and everything nice. You 
don't want them to know that the rainbow, the colorful 
rainbow, is blinding you. The sunshine is making you 
feverish and everything nice, is just a flower whose roots are 
wilting. You want them to think that their hard work is 
paying off and your life is as perfect as they hoped it would 
be. So you take it all in and keep quiet and shut down your 
demons and say with an innocent face, "Demons? What 
demons?" 
Now you have established that you can't go to a friend or a 
family member, then what should you do?? That's a real 
dilemma. Even I don't know the answer to this question. 
Maybe, just maybe, if you are lucky, you will find someone 
who will make you see the bright side of the day, the starry 
blanket of the night and tell you that everything will be okay; 
in that moment, everything will last forever. 
I don't know whether it is a 3 am confession or a simple 
musing but its past midnight and I can't stop thinking. 
Depression sure as hell doesn't work alone. It goes on its 
expedition along with its friends: loneliness and thoughts. 
While thoughts may tell depression to back off but loneliness 
blatantly says, "Why so? At least we are here when no one 
else is" At this, the thoughts rush to your aid and don't leave 
you till it is 7 am and time to get up and get on with your life. 
At this time, the thoughts may take a rest but loneliness 
comes creeping behind and whispers in your ear, "I am loyal, 
I won't leave. I will be in every word you say, every smile 
you have and when you come home, I will embrace you hard 
and won't let go. I will never let go." Your thoughts try to 
warn you but despite the pain, you smile. Through the 
loneliness, you smile and with the tears, you smile! 



HOSTEL LI FE, WardaNazar 

A BLESSING IN DISGUISE Final Year, MBBS 

T he bend in the road of a student's life is incomplete 
without mentioning hostel life. That point in life 
where you get to spend a major part of life in hostels 

and carry a truckload of amazing memories to share with. 
And every boarder will have surely experienced most of the 
following incidents, if not all. 
It all starts in the bathrooms. In fact, that's where the game 
begins, "a minute to win it". If you lose a minute you lose the 
chance of being washed because you don't get hot shower in 
winters. No bathroom available during summers. It's always, 
all about survival of the fittest. 
Ghar ka khana is no more than a blessing in hostels. The 
distaste for the mess food is mutual for every single person in 
the hostel. There are so many pizza chains and burgers to 
feast your buds but nothing beats 'the andey wala burger' man 
at7:00pm. 
No test tomorrow, all chores done what to do now? And there 
you have your bundle of friends coming up with spicy gossip 
stories, with bonus details about who went out with whom 
and what did they eat and everything. 

A friend in need is a friend indeed, and "Ghar ka khana" from 
your fellow day scholar is the cherry on top of the icing. 
Even karma shows that your fellow day scholar is your real 
friend! 
Group study, anyone? Every time you plan for group study, it 
ends up being an extended chatting session. From Imran 
Khan, ITT to Kam Wali Aunty, everyone gets their share of 
attention except poor books. 
Washing clothes at Friday night is cool because you get to 
sleep till noon the next day. No sleeping before 4 am is the 
motto for every boarder. Come on we all are medical 
students. No wonder we don't touch our books during those 
hours . 
A free Wi-Fi in the hostel is like a drop in the ocean where 
you end up asking everyone "yaar Wi-Fi chal raha hay??" 
Every time you go home from hostel you are treated like a 

Royal. "Tears of happiness, wow!" I 
Nonetheless, hostel is a roller coaster ride in spite of its 
good and bad sides, it will surely make anyone feel 
nostalgic one day!! 

1 



THE ROAD MAP 
TO PEACE 

A common subject matter that may come to the mind of a 
person having a gentle belief in the principles of ethics 
and morality is that what should be the ideal way of 

complementing the fellows when one meets the other? 
Answer to this very question from professionalism comes 

in the form of handshake practice, but is just partially satisfactory. 
No doubt, the shake-hand gesture is good enough way of 
expressing positive regards to the fellow beings but as far as the 
human beings are concerned, the pattern of conveying one's 
feeling and regards comprises of both appropriate body language 
and verbal expression of emotions. So the question stands true 
quite validly. 

No doubt, one might think of a lot of questions apparently left 

"Unanswered" in the religion still it is worth considering when the 

matter is concerned with the norms pertaining to the high-regard 

principles of courtesy and gentleness. Most of the time in such 

situations, the opinion of the religion in the concerned matter of 
this kind is considered credible. 

Ifwe just have a bird's-eye view of how the people belonging 

to various religions, related ethnicities and cultural backgrounds 

practically respond to matter, it is revealed that worldly famous 

religions who claim reasonably large number of followers across 

the globe respond differently to the matter on the basis of their 

various theological ideologies and philosophies. For instance, 
word "Hi" or "Hey" is spoken with the shake-hand gesture in 

English culture for addressing the people, a response that is 

common to almost all the people belonging to the western culture, 

based on their respective cultural values and norms, a society with 

Christianity as the dominant religion and also Jew ethnicity in 

some parts. Hinduism and the associated culture teaches its 

followers to address with the word "Namaste" a word with 

depiction of respect for the fellow being, but this word is now more 

attributed to their culture rather than being regarded as a 

straightforward religious obligation. Still this manner of paying 

the compliments is highly prevalent among the Hindus alongside 

certain other words such as "Ram Ram" etc. and so on so forth. 

As far as Islam is concerned, It teaches its followers that meet 

and address someone by saying Assalam-o-Alaikum that means 

peace be upon you. Islam strongly recommends its followers to 

Badar Ahmad Jamal 
4th Year, MBBS 

stick to it and regards it no less than a religious obligation. So that, 

Muslims in this way are supposed to spread this heavenly 

compliment with such a passion and zeal that should ultimately 
lead to its transformation into a worldwide message of peace and 

affection, meant not only for the Muslims but for all the fellow 

beings throughout the world at large. Thus promoting and 
spreading the feelings of love and peace among the entire human 

race. Because this is the basic theme rather root ideology that laid 

the foundation of every religion preached up till now beginning 

from Adam up to the Holy Prophet Muhammad (P.B.U.H), to 
guide the humanity to its Creator and ignite the love for Allah and 

kindness and affection towards His creature. 

Muhammad S.A.W preached Islam, the magnificence of 
which comes from the fact that no such principle of righteousness 

and morality is described in any previous religion. In the same 

manner is magnificent" Assalam-o-Alaikum", a global message 

of peace and love, just a combination of two words to speak, yet 
bestowed with the divine power of bringing the hearts together if 

used in the effective manner. A global message of peace and 

affection meant not only for the Muslims but for the entire 

humanity and is the best depicter of the peace-based ideology of 

Islam. The ideology that if truly acted upon, gives rise to such a 

nobility of character that leads to the attainment of peacefulness 

and harmony of mind which ultimately transforms into the peace 

and stability of the whole society. 
The extremism, chaos and enmity between the nations and 

their people in the 21st Century which is thought to drive the 

humanity back to the stone-age and even worst of all, may ruin the 

life on this planet for good, are all cultivated from hatred and 

injustice. So the need of the hour is to passionately globalize this 

Divine message of love and peace which is the true essence of 

Islamic teachings, contained within which is the key to harmony 

and the road map to peace. It can transform this world into an 

earthly paradise which all religions in their true sense were aimed 

at, whichAlmighty Allah wants from us. 
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A re you one of them too? 

Self- importance is an "I" and "me" centred thought 
perspective that has taken the entire human race by a storm. 
The word "narcissist" is such an unduly practiced term that 
you might as well be convinced that you're in the midst of an 
epidemic! 
Self importance has always been implemented in 
dissentious ways which we don't realize the influence that it 
has adorned our lives with. We all have a kind of story of 
ourselves in our mind- the very hub to all those feelings of 
superiority. How can we be smarter and better looking than 
everyone else. But we are not actually the characters in that 
story. We'd get offended at slightest bit of an objecting 
remark from someone because we are always hungry for 
admiration and compliments from other people. We're 
outward looking for approval- wanting other people to prop 
up our very fragile ego. 
Self importance isn't necessarily a bad thing, a more 
appropriate term would be "self worth"- when you know 
what you are doing and you are fully assertive of your values 
and principles. But the opposite has been acculturated into 
us , because we expect to mend our ways and act 
appropriately in the society. However at the same time, it 
goes well beyond keeping our behaviour within a socially 
acceptable range. It actually creates a sense of huge fear and 

desolation. In that pensive state, we've surrounded ourselves 
with this wild cacophony that has left an abominable impact 
on our lives. We're down with intrusive ideas ofbeingjudged 
and compared so we're always on the go to act one step ahead 
of everyone else. People with these tendencies are highly 
sensitive to rejection, it's a kind of "fear avoidance" 
especially failure. Let's draw our attention to the very 
benighted issue that shows just how formidable this 
particular trait has become. The idea of asking question in 
class often holds you back as you feel hesitant and at times 
feel scared to get out of that shell that you've surrounded 
yourself with. There can also be a possibility that you're 
afraid because you've felt humiliated before on asking a 
question or simply have the fear of asking any lame or wrong 
question. You're afraid-afraid to be judged and ridiculed. 
Why such a seemingly harsh pronouncement? 
Epiphany is a double edged sword- it can sort of give you 
that inner peace- almost like the one you'd feel when you 
break out! You'd experience ultimate solace when you 
realize that you're not being critical of what others are 
thinking about you. We find ourselves fooled by a perceptual 
illusion - we are worthy of being in the thoughts of other 
people. We realize with a jolt that what we perceive is never 
the real world, but rather our brain's best guess at what that 
world is like, a kind of internal simulation of an external 
reality. But as the saying goes, "The truth will set you free!" --· 
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F acilitating our lives on basic needs has become the 
foremost duty of resources, nowadays. We, humans, 
find our best work in reducing the number of our 

steps, reflexes of our brains and stretches of this universe 
into the stupendous power of a single touch ... ! In order to 
clarify, stratify, demystify and simplify the complex 
activities of nature we have made an artificial nature of our 
own. Here, the air is composed of electromagnetic signals; 
water is the internet and earth is our motherboard. These are 
the so called necessities of our artificial life. Our artificial 
world is a small component of this artificial universe of our 
own termed as "TECHNOLOGY". From light bulbs to solar 
cells; gramophones to smart phones; TV's to 3D LED's; 
cinemas to IMAX; desktops to tablets .. . all are the 
evolutionary steps of this world. People live here with 
identities of their YAHOO and GMAIL accounts. They are 
divided into the following classes: 1- Ordinary people with 
mobile phones. 2- Middle class people with touch phones. 3-
Elite class people with smart phones. !PHONE is the Oscar 
Award for people and other brands are like film fare and 
SAG Awards which may include NOKIA, SONY and 
SAMSUNG. Well! It's just how things are categorized these 
days. In the modern technological age, our sports -
complexes have been replaced with XBOX. The marathon 
race has been taken over by Temple Run. The toughest, mind 
freaking exams are considered to be of curiosity. Wars are 
fought in clash of the clans. Oxygen producing trees are 
replaced by Wi-Fi producing routers. Tourism and love for 
nature is being limited to various photography pages on 
Instagram. Facebook is the worldwide community center, 

••• where more than half of the accounts are fake! Twitter is the 

11 
hottest database spot for every topic. Above all of these 

simplicities, gathered knowledge (digital mainly) and this 
evo - tech (evolution of technology) has deprived us of 
many more things that weren't so essential but were surely 
precious. We have lost our eyes and gained 41 MP high 
resolution camera lenses. We have lost our real languages in 
texting because we have reduced our sentences to "TTYL, 
ROFL, and TYSM .... "We have made machines with their 
own thinking power and have lost our own. We don't know 
the address of our nearest relatives but we know where the 
famous celebrities can be found most of the time. We do not 
have time to see our parents but we have ample time to stand 
in front of the washroom mirror and take selfies. It really is 
an awful situation. We have lost the realization of our real 
reason of being here. We are becoming technologically 
advanced but losing our abilities. We are so busy in making a 
living that we have forgot to make a life. The need of the hour 
is to look into our conscience and determine where we stand. 
It's actually more contagious than influenza. Life is just like 
a flicker of melted ice. It is vaporizing and soon it will be 
over. So, we must cherish it before it's over. The most 
precious thing you could ever give someone is 'TIME', 
which is definitely worth it! So, let not there be more Wi-Fi 
connections than trees in our surroundings. There should not 
be more radiations than happiness itself... Let us not make 
this world end with smart men but no humans ... ! Let us all 
save ourselves form this technology explosion. 
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I n the night of 16th December 2012, a young girl of23 years, 

sets off for her house- not knowing that she'd never be able to 

get there. Never realizing, even in her wildest dreams as to 

what fate awaited her; tortured with a crowbar, beaten, gang-raped 

and thrown out from the bus she had taken. 

Candles were lightened; people came out onto the streets to protest 

this atrocity, the media lashed out at the perpetrators of such a 

horrible crime. Few days later, the girl succumbs to death in her 

hospital in Singapore. More protests, more media outlash, further 

debates, articles and the list goes on and on. Yet, despite all this, 

this sad event gets repeated again and again( not in terms of entire 

circumstances, but at least, in terms of atrocious behavior). 

Another innocent loses her life, and the vicious cycle continues. 

The question arises: "Is there any solution?" One says, "The need 

of the hour is implementation of strict laws against the 

perpetrators. " Yet, what good a law would be if it punishes after a 

life is being lost! After all prevention is the best cure. This is not to 

undermine the importance of the law or its implementation, but is 

this the only solution? Or is it the best solution? We need 

something solid, something more powerful, and that something is 

an alteration in the mindset of the people living in the society 

where the crime occurs(And it occurs everywhere. Yes! Even in 

the modem enlightened western societies). 

First things first, we need to understand the mentality of the rapist. 

What makes him confident enough to think that he can get away 

with impunity? What makes him think that it is the "safe" crime? 

More than the lack oflaw implementation, it is the knowledge that 

an overwhelming majority of victims would never actually 

complain. Consider it from parents' perspective: in their eyes, their 

daughter has already been "violated" and it's best to stay mum 

rather than risk further humiliation and dishonor by publicly 

proclaiming the truth. They do not wish to harm the chances of 

their daughter "finding a suitable match" and living a "happily ever 

after". Until and unless this mindset is destroyed, no laws will put 

us further in getting justice for the victims. 

Another highly believed-in myth is that rapes are done by strange, 

unknown men in strange, deserted, dark alleys. O! This may be 

the case in some circumstances, but a very huge number of private 

interviews and even reported cases suggest that mostly, such an act 

is done by someone known to the victim, sometimes, even by 

someone they actually trusted. 

Another major setback is "blame-the-victim" mentality. We hear it 

every now and then: "She was asking for it" . No matter what a 

woman wears, it gives no right to any man to use force. 

It is one of the biggest cliches that men use to justify their own 

actions. If clothes were the root cause indeed, there ought to be 

zero number of cases in Arab countries and especially amongst 

those who wear hijab. A lot of girls wear it here too - yet there are 

no exceptions to the teasing or any other wrong action. What 

people ought to realize that by going on with this traditional 

"blame-the-victim" game, they not only discourage the victim 

from speaking out, but also in fact send a message to all those 

perverted minds out there saying that "Yes, your reason is perfectly 

justified". Here, again, it's the mindset that needs to be remedied. 

Recently, India has shown great courage in knocking off this very 

mentality through their large number of protests, speeches and 

articles siding with a girl who was returning from a cinema hall 

with a male friend. We need to recognize that the root cause is not a 

girl who goes out with a male friend - rather, it is the sick mentality 

of the cruel perpetrators of this crime. To continue (and in a lot of 

cases, to start) to break this mentality, we need nothing short of a 

revolution and that revolution comprises of a better education, a 

better up-bringing, better laws (with implementation) and an 

inculcation of a sense of right and wrong amongst all. 

In short, it can be summed up in two lines: I 
"Don't tell your daughters not to step out in the night. Instead, teach , 

yournons bette<." -Anon. II 
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TOGETHER WE CAN, FahadGill 

TOGETHER WE WILL 4thyear,MBBS 

E ver since I realized the reality of my existence and 
became conscious, I came up to the conclusion that 
this world is not a mere illusion. It is a sheer reality 

and I for one am a part of it and each of us has special gift to 
off er that is our purpose. 
But what does this purpose lack? 
The answer to this query, I believe, is a will to work together. 
If we work together we can soar above our wildest 
expectations. Together we can make our dreams come true. 
Together we can make memories that we can cherish forever. 
Together we can make difference. Each one of us is unique. 
Some of you are engineers, some business students, some 
architects, some artists, I am becoming doctor. We have 
acquired different and unique talents. We form a unit. We are 
like petals of rose, a rose that represents Pakistan. Work 
together and this rose will blossom with all its glory. Not 
working together, the petals will shed and disperse. Our 

••• nation will suffer. I believe that a man is capable of change 

and change has to come from within. We need to make 
compromises, understand each other and set apart our 
differences and when we do that we are undefeatable. We 
can even find the cure of cancer, eradicate poverty and cure 
depression. For depression is not a disease but a state of 
mind. Hearing out to each other, we can eliminate it. 
Creating a better world requires teamwork, partnerships and 
collaboration, as we need an entire army of companies to 
work together to build a better world within the next few 
decades. This means corporations must embrace the benefits 
of cooperating with one another. 
By writing our miseries on a piece of paper and burning it 

won't help us. For there is life surrounding us and one have to 
step up, face life, encounter challenges and doing it together 
it will be easy for us. Indeed, our beloved country "Pakistan" 
is a blessing and it needs us. Beautiful things can happen if 
we join hands. Let's us unite to become one light and spread 
love, hope, kindness. For I know, that together we can and 
together we will! 



I've 
always heard that 

Prince Edward Island was 
the prettiest place in the world, 

and T used to imagine Twas living 
there, but I never really expected I would. 

It's delightful when your imaginations come 
true, isn't it? But those red roads are so 

funny. When we got into the train at 
Charlottetown and the red roads began to 

flash past Tasked Mrs. Spencer what made 
them red and she said she didn't know and 

for pity's sake not to ask her any more 
questions. She said I must have 
asked her a thousand already. I 

suppose I had, too, but 
bow are 

you going to find out 
about things if you don't ask 

questions? And what does make the 
roads red?""Well now, I dunno," said 

Matthew. "Well, that is one of the things to find 
out sometime. Isn't it splendid to think of all the 

things there are to find out about? It just makes rne 
feel glad to be alive--- it's such an interesting world. It 
wouldn't be half so interesting if we know all about 

everything, would it? There'd be no scope for 
imagination then, would there? Anne of green gables 

Anne of Green Gables by 
L. M. Montgomery 
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All eyes were on her. Exactly how she'd always dreamed. 

Blushing under their gaze, Saira Rajput ducked her head down, 
and began walking-no, gliding across the marble floor. One arm 
in her father's and the other holding her lehnga, Saira felt their 
gaze bore into her. Awestruck and completely mesmerized by 
her beauty, they all stared. 

A thousand miles away, he coughed up blood. It was sticky and 
thick, shining crimson under the flickering 100-watt bulb, 
crimson, the colour of her Eid dress. She'd wanted a blue one, 
but he hadn't been able to pay for it. So she'd immediately 
expressed her desire to buy the crimson one. 'It looks prettier 
daddy, the colour of mommy's hair!' And he'd wondered if he'd 
ever, be able to do anything to deserve her. His puttri, his 
beloved daughter. 

Saira was the only child as well. The beloved daughter of a 
father, who owned estates far and wide. He had looked far and 
wide for a man deserving of her. It'd been an exhaustive search, 
putting it lightly. Shah Ahmed Segal was the son of an oil 
tycoon, with a bottomless bank account and a pure bloodline. 
The two families were elites in their circles, top of the food 
chain, hunters never to be hunted. 

A thousand miles away, he began to count the stars from the 
small window in the wall. His was in a 5 by 5 room with no fan. 
Just one bulb and one window. The stars seemed dimmer than 
usual tonight. Just then, the latch on his cellar door rattled. 

Someone had arrived. 

Ahmed reached for the hand of his new wife. The 18 carat 
diamond on her ring finger threw a shade on his face. 

She looked up and smiled. Applause erupted around 
them. Someone signaled for the music and the 

celebrations ensued. Unbeknownst 
to those around him, all Ahmed 
could think of was the dowry. 
Sports car, a mansion in the 
Hamptons, a private j et. She 
snuggled up to him and he smiled 
down at her. The beauty came as an 
added benefit. 

A thousand miles away, heavy 
boots stepped into the cellar. He 
looked up. 

'Your family has been informed, 
you have twelve hours. Do you 
have any last wishes?' 

It would've hurt less if they'd 
smacked his face with a brick. 

'What? No! Please!' Rising up, he 
lunged for the guard's neck. 

'Please, I beg you. I didn't kill him. 
Please. This is a trap. They 
promised a trial. They promised 
me time. Then how?-'His throat 
was dry. His quivering, shaking 
hands clinging onto the guard's 
collar. 

Pushing him away, the guard spat 
at him. 'I don't give the orders 
around here!' 

His knees fell to the ground, the 
adrenaline rush subsiding . A 
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thousand thoughts flew into his 
mind, all at once. His wife, his 
daughter, death. 'I'll be outside if 
you change your mind.' The door 
locked behind the guard with a 
final thud and he crumpled to the 
floor. 

The bride and the groom were 
saying their good byes now. Tears 
void of sadness and embraces void 
of feeling. It was all for show. A 
marvelous, splendid show, but a 
show nonetheless. Getting into the 
car, she waved at them behind her; 

[ 
marveling inwardly at their 
envious gazes. She was after all a 
girl with everything anyone can 
imagme. 

They came early the next morning. 
He'd struggled all through the night 
but hadn't been able to come to 
terms with his fate. It had been two 
months since his arrest but he'd 
never lost hope. Never for a second 
h ad he thoug ht that justice 
wouldn't be served. That he would 
have to die for a crime he'd never 
dreamed of committing. That he'd 
have to say his final goodbyes to a 
family he loved more than life 
itself. His daughter ran into his 
arms the moment she spotted him. 
Trailing behind was his wife who 
refused to meet his eyes. He 
hugged his p uttri till she squirmed 
in delight. 

'Daddy, you're choking me! ' she squealed. 
And he'd let her down for the very last time, still 
not letting her go. He looked expectantly at the women 
standing in front of him. 'Laila, you don't believe them do 
you?' his voice quivered. Even the thought of her thinking 
that... thinking that he could kill, it was worse than death itself. 
'I don't know what I believe, Saad. I, I just can't deal with this. I'm 
sorry. I'm so, sorry,' her voice breaking down, she ran away from 
the room. Leaving behind a man dead before death even came. 

A thousand miles away, the newlywed couple boarded the private 
jet. The destination was a surprise to her. But she knew it would be 
somewhere exotic, unique. Just like her. 

A thousand miles away, his footsteps trudged below him. Then the 

Saman Tariq 
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loose knot appeared before him and his heart slammed into his 
ribcage. He'd never given much thought to how he would die but 
who really did? When they tightened the knot around his neck, calm 
descended over him. He was innocent and if no one believed him, 
He did. And in his final moments, as he drew in a breath he wouldn't 
exhale, he called out to a God who was Just and then the floor gave 
away beneath him. 

Their jet purred through the storm but the couple wasn't worried 
about the slight turbulence. When he poured her a glass of 
champagne, the plane tilted to one side, sending everything 
crashing into the wall. Horror slithered into their bodies. Cold, hard, 
real. A clap of thunder and the jet came crashing down. 

A thousand miles away, when they laid his body to rest, six feet deep 
underground, it was then that he found peace. Eternal and 
everlasting. 
And a thousand miles back, the debris of the jet washed up ashore 
weeks later. For the newlyweds, their bodies could never be 
recovered from the torrents of the Atlantic. Heirs to trillions of 
dollars but they wouldn't even get six feet of ground to rest in. 

II 



~REGRET 
Rukshanda finished lying dinner out. Her husband had resorted 
to staying late at work, often till after midnight ever since 
Huzaifah died. Was it the shrill, disturbing quietness of the 
house or was it her eyes he couldn't bear looking at? Her eyes 
seemed to blame him for ripping a mother's heart out and laying 
it in a cold, dark grave. He hadn't been able to look into them 
ever since. He hadn't dared. The eyes were too hollow. The 
nothingness in them scared him. She never cried for Huzaifah in 
front him. Never sought comfort in him. 

The light breeze blew over outside and it was a quiet night in a 
world that was meaningless to Rukshanda after her son's death. 
The trees swayed gently outside, whimpering and casting 
shadows through the window into Huzaifah's room. She had 
moved into his room because she realized this was the only 
place she could find an ounce of peace. His belonging, his smell, 
the places he touched were all she could live with now. 

The jingling of keys woke Rukshanda up from a light slumber, 
her head resting against the cold wall. She strained her eyes 
open in the darkness, the moonlight lighting up the prayer mat. 
She heard the room's door creak open gently. He stood there for 
a moment, not saying anything. Not even snapping at her to heat 
the food. She sat still; the only sounds were the beads of rosary 
making a light clicking sound as she recited and his breathing. 
She heard him inhale long and hard, before quietly shutting the 
door. 

Jibran walked over to where his wife had laid food out for him 
and picked up the cover of the pot. His eyes filled with tears. 

She still cooked for him. This was how she was, sacrificing 
and looking out for him. With her own heart bruised 

and hurting and her world a pile of broken pieces, 
she found the courage to feed him. 

He sat down with limp feet, 
dragging the chair with a long, sad 
noise. Everything in the house was 
mourning Huzaifah's death. With 
trembling hands, he broke off a 
piece of the roti and shoved into his 
dry mouth. He chewed slowly, his 
eyes falling on a picture-frame of 
young Huzaifah h. He was eight 
years old, sitting on the ground, 
feeding a group of hens around 
him. He was smiling, his teeth a 
little rugged and small. His eyes 
were twinkling and happy; truly 
happy. It was the happiness of a 
child who wasn't molded and 
battered into being acceptable 
enough for his father. Jibran stared 
at the child in the frame who got 
confused and resorted to a stream 
of tears when his father barked at 
him, but always ran on his tiny feet 
towards the sight of his Abu, 
anyways. Jibran choked and 
coughed out the bolus of food, 
exploding into a bout of tears. His 
wretched wailing echoed into the 
emptiness of the house in the 
middle of the night. He wailed for 
what seemed like eternity. 

Rukshanda, still sitting on the 
prayer mat, turned her head 



slightly at the sound of Jibran 
weeping. She didn't move. Silent 
tears streamed down her face. She 
didn't know what had come first; 
the warm sunrays of the breaking 
dawn pouring in through the 
window or the silence that had 
finally settled in after his wailing. 

*Flashback to three months ago, 
when Huzaifah was alive* 

Jibran glared at Huzaifah, 
clenching his fist. Huzaifah could 
see his fathe r's knuckles turn 
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white. They were standing under 
the open sky in the middle of their 
porch just after seeing Uncle Imran 
off. Jibran took two strides towards 
him and his hand came down hard 
on Huzaifah's face sending him 
stumbling backwards. 

"Yeh din bhi dekhna baqi reh gia 
tha? I work day and night for 
people to knock on my door and 
tell me you've been bunking 
college to roam around these 
streets?!" He bellowed and 
Huzaifah clenched his jaw, staring 
hard into his father's eyes. 
Rukshanda came running out, 
wiping her hands over her kameez . 
"What's going on?" She said, 
creases on her forehead. 

"Why don't you ask your son?" 
said Jibran, nodding towards 

Huzaifah, a look of disgust on his face. 

"It was just once, Baba. I had to buy medicines for 
Kha la urgently," Huzaifah said in a steady tone. 

"Enough of your lies! I don't know what else I'll get to hear 
from others. Aagay kia bannay ka iraada hai? Ch01~ 
badmaash ya sharaabi?" 

Another slam on Huzaifah's face; he didn't flinch, not wanting to 
give his father the satisfaction of seeing him suffer in pain. 
"Jibran!" Rukshanda said sternly, coming in between the two of 
them and shielding Huzaifah. 

"Buss, Baba, " Huzaifah swallowed, fighting the tears, and turned 
away to walk back inside the house. 
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Jibran grabbed hold of his arm, pushing past his wife. 
"I'm not done with you! The next time I hear something I don't like, 
you can consider yourself fatherless," he whispered menacingly, 
clenching Huzaifah's collar with both hands. 

Huzaifah looked at his father long and hard. 
"Don't worry, there won't be a next time," Huzaifah said quietly, 
freeing himself from his father's grip and adjusting his shirt. 
He walked back inside the house. This wasn't the first time he was 
beaten by his father irrationally. He'd thought he'd be over it by 
now, but every beating, every insult hit him like a brick in the face 
and crushed him. 

"He's a grown man. You cannot keep treating him this way. Keep 
your hands off him," Rukshanda said. 

"You're going to teach me how to raise my son now?" Jibran 
smirked sarcastically. 

"I don't know how much longer he can take this. Just trust him a 
little," she sighed and left him standing there, his expression a 
mixture of disgust and menace. 



CALL FROM 
GLASS WALL 

Mr. Green, Mr. Green, shouted a six year old child, from a 
shattered small house in propinquity of a mosque. Have you 
been to school, and if it is a positive nod, any sight caught by you 
of my ''pioneer quiz book"? I was unable to collect it the 
previous day, when a drone was thrown by Uncle Sam; thank 
God it was a narrow escape. Why are you silent? If you are 
insecure out there, come and join my camp. No power can catch 
me but myself. Here, I am not afraid of rebels, Russians. Even 
the Kurdish and Shiites can't reach here. You know? Last night, I 
watched the news, and saw that, in no time the goons shall be 
doomed and silent demise of thousands shall not be played, the 
havocs will end and we shall again go to schools. 

The counterpart was a senior lad, still silent, because he had 
recently lost his father in an attack of chemical weapons. 
Speechless Fella was now appearing piffle to the little child, 
who had posed many questions. He was considering the poor 
four walls of the house a glass like solid protection, ineffective 
of chemical weapons. It was unknown to the child, to which sect 
he belonged to. He had been weaning all this death, violence, 
rioting, weapons de-escalation, trivial attacks, serious dead 
locks and killing, since he was very young. Despite having 
quality books, he has seen variety of weapons. For him death 
was a daily show and it was useless to mourn it. 

He remembers a lesson in his book about "peaceful world" and 
feels pity for what was written. He tries to locate that "state of 

law'', which man has reached from "state of nature". This 
has become a daily schedule for young child. He daily sits 

in a cabin and asks various questions to people who are 
familiar to him. He seldom gets an answer. Unlike 

other children of the world, especially 

Europe and Scandinavian states, 
he has nothing from his childhood 
to rejuvenate. He has seen piles of 
mud and dead bodies all around. 
But various instincts keep arising 
in the little child. One day while he 
was asleep, he saw a dream, which 
was the reality ofhis everyday life. 
He saw a burning city, houses on 
fire, and cradles of dead bodies of 
innocent children, mourning 
mothers, and helpless fathers and 
between all this, an unguided 
child, unaware of the world. His 
pioneer's book wa s of 
geographical content. He observes 
that his cities are attacked from all 
sides; sometimes it is Iran, Turke_y, 
others it is USSR and USA. He is 
unable to find a solid reason behmd 
the killings. He questions l'is 
father, why are my cities burnin~_ ~· 
Father says, "Because we are p our 
and Rich of the world rule p o01 . 
He asks, why do the rich ruk? 
Reply is, "Becaus e rich a,.e 
paramount to set rules and law 
givers are the rulers ". He asks 
another question 'why we are not 
law givers'? Reply r ece ived 
"because we have given up 
teachings of Islam and have been 



involved into sectarian violence". 
He poses a question, why are even 
the Muslims beating us? He gets 
answer, " because we are 
misguided (all Muslims) and this 
world now is based on interest, so 
in pursuit of material interest we 
are doing all". 

The child is startled and makes up 
his mind to change the world 
around him. He promises himself 
to give a new wave to the world. He 
wants all this to end now. The truly 

[ 
deserving should be on straddles of 
power. The poor should not be 
treated ruthlessly. Meanwhile, he 
comes under an attack and gets 
k illed. Instantly he rises up from 
deep slumber, wet in perspiration. 
He imagined how short and untrue 
it all is. He sets out to search a glass 
wall where he can live peacefully. 
It was hard for him to locate it in 
Adlib, Aleppo, Damascus and 
northern areas. He paused to be a 
refuge in nearby European state. 
He migrates to Germany. He 
deserves a new world. He gets lost 
in the crimson beauty of the world. 
He is mesmerized by the beauties 
of whites. He gets struck at various 
places because of unimaginable 
things. He has no approach to 
various dreamy stuffs . He who has 
set out to find a safe place for 
himself to materialize his dreams 

and to provide his people a safe Heaven to 
dwell. He is now living at a far off place fulfilling 
all his needs. His dream of changing his world and 
people is robbed out from his mind. He is indulged in the 
lights of short world, which is itself waiting to get destroyed. 

Whole of country is still burning; new actors are coming in great 
game. New generation are born to be killed. Another boy six years 
old is sitting in a topless cabin and posing questions to passers-by. 
When he grows a bit, he shall dream to change the world. He will 
plan to have and provide all a glass like protection. All the people in 
sate are now in canopies and poor glass protection. A new child 
from behind a poor plastic glass wall shouts, Mr. Pink! Mr. Pink! 
But he will not get response because someday back in the history his 
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father Mr. Green was being called and told a story. Now, he is not 
willing to listen to anyone and has decided to change himself. He 
wants to be out of sects, not to get foreign instructions, be well 
educated, a disciplined man and become an example for others. 
Foreigner comes back and sees a tide of change, because of people, 
who change themselves and quickly remembers a line. 
"If you want to change the world, change yourself'. He gets a lesson 
and feels for himself. People are now ready to reconstruct all the 
recon streets because they are Muslims and vicegerents to heaven. 

A piece of advice for progenies, "Don't wait for someone to give 
you glass ceilings. Mend your ways and behaviors and construct 
your own walls, so that you do not have to shout from glass walls. " 

II 



SOMEPLACE 
MAGICAL 

I gue we all have a magical place. Somewhere where we can 
e cape to when the world around us becomes hectic. 
As I walked towards the area across from my house amongst the 
others, my sneakers crunched against the gravel of the road. It 
was a Friday afternoon, the day everyone looks most forward to. 
The sun hung low, the orange rays pouring in from behind the 
trees. I gave out a sigh of huge relief, the realization that the 
weekend had come, bringing along with it a freedom of doing 
and being anything you wanted to. There were no restrictions, 
no curfews, not having to prepare for the next day. 
I had a mild headache and on the way home, I kept telling myself 
that as soon as I get home I'm gonna plop on my bed to get rid of 
the entire day's burnout. But out here, the scene caught me off 
guard. 
As I settled on the concrete pavement and rested my head on the 
wall, I looked around and saw only a sparse number of 
teenagers. Some were skating on their boards, others laughing, 
chatting away. I closed my eyes, breathed in the aroma of the 
earth, a slight tinge of smoke in it. There was a gentle cool 
breeze that stroked my face. I opened my eyes to a beautiful 
abstract of red, yellow and pink shades dancing across the blue 
sky. This particular view was a subtle description of my Rabb. In 
His beauty, I was completely mesmerized. In His creation you 
saw Him. And if you didn't, then are you really looking? As a 
few tears pricked my eyes, I thought of Allah's ways. That the 
very laws of Islam you need to obey, are the ones that set you 
free. 

I don't know how long I sat there for, because everybody 
had resorted to their homes by now. It was the most 

relaxing feeling. I was here by myself, with no one 
around to judge and criticize me. There 

weren't any expectations. I loved 

this alone time; comfortable in my 
own company. The sky had turned 
a deep blue and the street lights 
came on. It was very quiet, apart 
from a few crickets and out in the 
far distance I could hear cars 
zooming past. I looked to the lane 
of houses seeing the lights turned 
on inside and thought of the 
activities of everyone within their 
homes. Out here, every problem 
seemed insignificant, we all just 
get too caught up with life 
sometimes. The sky was so starry, 
with some stars shining brighter 
than others. Sitting there I almost 
felt like this place was mine, an i 
nobody could experience what 
was experiencing right now. It fe•. 
magical. 
"You must immerse yourself n 
total darkness to fully apprecia e 
the exquisite beauty of the night 
sky." -Susan Macaulay 

[ 
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DEFINING MOMENT 
I was born in a family who could afford all the luxuries. I was always 
dependent on my father and on his words. I remember the first day my 
father took me to the school saying, "This is the defining moment of your 
life son, work hard" and I really did. Worked hard to get through the 
primary school with nice grades on my result card. I was not good in 
sports because my father did not allow me to go for sports with my 
fellows, he believed that I should study harder as I am going through the 
defining moment of my life. So in short, my whole school life was 
studded with only good academic grades and nothing more. As I moved 
in higher secondary classes i was again told by my father that this is the 
defining moment of my life and what I do in these years will shape my 
future life. Hypnotized by his words I was encouraged and was a position 
holder throughout these years. 
I got admission in the college that was dreamed by every student. As I 
started my intermediate college, my father took me by my hand one day 
as if he had something really important to say, made me sit beside him, 
took a deep breath and said," son! I want to tell you. This is the real 
defining moment of your life, define the moment or let the moment define 
you" I could see that he really meant what he had just said. So I worked 
hard those years maintaining my old scores! As I finished my college I 
wanted to pursue a career in law but my father convinced me that I was 
born to be an Engineer and that this modern era is just the right time to be 
one and added later with a sigh that how badly he wanted to be an 
engineer but could not afford and Et cetera. God knows my fa~her ':'as 
good with words or what, I got admission in an esteemed e~gmeermg 
institute with a notion of fulfilling his dream. Graduated with a GPA 
when I would tell someone they would take two steps back look at me up 
and down like they have seen some indigenous creature on mother planet 
Earth. I moved to England got settled in no time. I'd talk to my father and 
he was proud of me how I earned my defining moments. Time moved on 
and on as one day I received call back from the country that how my 
father passed away in the morning. I could not get the first flight for the 
next two days .I could remember last time I talked to him on phone he 
said, "Son! You've been excellent with your education. Now this is the 
moment, the defining moment of your life, earn yourself a serious 
career". So I missed his funeral, standing on his grave I gave every 
excuse I could give about why I was not here in the days when he needed 
me the most. 
Well I came back to life or England or whatever you'd like to call, busied 
mys~lf with job. I won't lie but I met the special one, b~ing lucky ~ere 
again I married her the following year, at my weddmg day It JUSt 
occu~ed to me what my father would have said today probably,"Son! 
This day! I am telling you, is the defining moment of ~our life. Ma~e your 
marriage work at any cost" Life was never much busier before. Circle of 

life was limited to the struggle 
between Job and family, owning 
a house, a car. Time went on and on 
and here one day I was going to drop 
my son on his first day of school and 
on my way I talked to him," now son 
hear me! This is the defining moment 
of your life, don't take your school too 
easy" soon I watched my son growing 
into a teenager, pursuing a career 
chosen by me , living a life defined by 
me. So as my hair started turning grey, 
until I could not find a single black 
hair, my son was a graduate ,moving 
country to country for the company he 
worked for. One day I found myself 
opening the eyes in a hospital, I was 
half conscious, I could see folks trying 
to tell me how I had the heart attack last 
evening. I was still half unconscious. I 
knew that I won't make it. I knew it in 
my bones. My son wasn't there 
when .. when I needed him the most, 
that gave me deja vu, he was probably 
out of the country and could not 
manage to get the flight or what. All I 
could see the life moving like a film 
right infront of my eyes . All my life I 
waited for the time where I was not 
busy but that time never came. I 
realized that I really should have 
earned some sweet memories the 
whole life, where I could barely recall 
any at the moment, on my deathbed as 
I closed my eyes forever I realized that 
I waited for Fridays all the weeks, 
Summers all the years and happiness 
all the life .. 

[ 
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AXON: Sir, you wanted to be a doctor from the very start 
or your parents wanted you to become one? 
My parents wanted me to become a doctor, especially my 

mother, but Dr.Zafar Haider was the one who advised me to 
become a surgeon and I did follow what he said. 

AXON: How important do you think is the role of 
teachers in shaping one's career? 
The only thing which matters, if the person gets lucky, is a 
mentor. A good and competent teacher can take you up and 
propagate your whole professional career, only if you 
yourself are sincere and dedicated. I strongly believe that 
there is no such thing like becoming someone distinguished 
by merely acquiring the theoretical know ledge. 
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AXON: Sir, who was your mentor? 
My mentor was Dr. Zafar Haider. He was the Head of 
Department at KEMU and later on served as a consultant 
surgeon at Shalamar Hospital for 10 years. I used to come 
here to assist him while working at KE. He taught me all 
these procedures that I perform every day. He has 
contributed greatly to my career. 

AXON: Sir you must have been very close to him? 
I have spent my lifetime with him. From 1977 till the time 
he left Shalamar Hospital, I have got the opportunity to I 
work with him for a straight 20 years. Even after his , 

1 retirement, I met him on weekly basis. My father handed 



me over to Dr. Zafar for guidance and learning; he 
undoubtedly, has raised me. What I am today is only because 
of him. 

AXON: Sir, is going abroad for specialization, a must, for 
becoming a good doctor? 
It is not essential. It is the training which matters. The only 
reason my mentor sent me abroad was, for me to have an idea 
of how things were being done in Europe. The only aim 
behind going abroad for a medical student should be to 
acquire exposure, nothing else. As the standard of education 
in USA is higher than the rest of the world, I will advise you 
to learn from there and come back to serve your country; the 
people of this country have greater need of a good doctor as 
compared to those abroad. The best gift, parents can give to 
their children is quality education. No matter how much 
money is spent, it is sadqa-e-jaria. You can only improve the 
educational standards in your country by having a good 
exposure to international standards. 

AXON: Sir is training essential for every field or only 
Surgery? 
Yes, it is essential for every aspect of medical profession. As 
you pursue your training, your mind will keep opening up. It 
all depends on your own commitment and desire for 
knowledge. 

AXON: Sir did you inspire your children to become 
doctors or it was their own choice? 
Yes, my children were inspired by my struggle and took this 
profession by choice. Both of my sons are doctors. The elder 
one studied from KEMU and opted for the field of surgery. 
He is currently abroad for specialization. 

AXON: Sir, what was that one turning point that made 
you want to be the best in your field? 
There is no turning point or motivation. It all depends on 
your working environment that determines your standards. 
Institutions like John Hopkins, are famous for the people 
who work there. I went to St. Marks Hospital, which is called 

as Mecca of colorectal surgery, and R oyal Marsden 
Hospital. Both of these are among the most distinguished 
institutes and I was expecting to see a modem buildings but 
to my surprise it was very old. When I asked someone, they 
replied that why do you think that this reputation is because 
of the building? No, it is because of the people who work 
inside. Those who are skillful find recognition anyway. 

AXON: Sir according to you, how important is the role 
of books in shaping one's personality and career? 
If you ask me, I don't believe in books. You can become a 
scholar, a doctorate, a PhD or an educationist by reading 
books; but it is ultimately the ones who guide you, have the 

main impact. For example, the number of Prophets sent to 
mankind is greater than the revelations and books sent 
altogether. It was the exemplary character of Prophet 
Muhammad PBUH that brought a revolution in a matter of 
years. Merely pronouncing the steps of a surgery takes a few 
minutes but making it happen perfectly requires the labor of 
a lifetime. Merely saying things and not doing them, causes 
problems. This is our dilemma. As they say, Ham Allah ko 
maante hain, par Allah ki nahi maante (We believe in Allah 
but we don't obey him) . We are willing to sacrifice our lives 
for Prophet PBUH but are not ready to act upon his 
teachings. 

AXON: Sir how would you describe yourself as a 
student? 
Doctor Sahab, I was always among the top ten students. 
Sometimes I stood second, sometimes fourth. I was third in 
my class in final year. 

AXON: Sir what do you think about the students of 
Shalamar? 
Shalamar Medical and Dental College is one of the best 
institutions among the private sector. Admissions are purely 
merit based. The students are very good, hardworking and 



have high regards for their teachers. Moreover, Shalamar 
Hospital is a renowned teaching Hospital and p rovides an 
opportunity to serve the poor community. The operations 
being done here are like in a public hospita l. Students of 
Shalamar are like my own children and they are the ones I 
will train. For instance, Dr. Talat is here and I have trained 
him, I believe that he will be leading the field of surgery in 
future. In my opinion, even if you are able to train one of the 

students who have interest and is diligent, make him the 
torch bearer and that would be enough. This is a training 
center, not a factory that you work and leave. Any house 
officer who works with us is always welcomed. 

AXON: Sir, surgery is a very demanding field, especially 
when you have expertise and are skillful. How do you 
keep a balance between work and family life? 
("There is no family life" says Dr. Talat, while laughing.) 
It is not possible to give time to the family and be a good 
surgeon at the same time. My wife has raised my children, 
not me. The whole credit goes to the better half. Today, while 
my children are residing abroad and I am in the hospital, she 
is alone in the house. She is a very patient lady. If the other 
half isn't supportive you cannot become a good surgeon. 

AXON: How important do you think clarity of thought is 
in life? 

Alway remember, that clarity of thought i a ble ing that 
Allah gifted the mo t to Hi Prophet (PBUH). It i omething 
priceles ; it i where everything begin and end . If you ha e 
this one quality, re t become easy. So alway pray to llah 
for this worthy a set. If you are not clear about your goal 
you cannot achieve anything in life. It is a gift from Allah and 
mandatory for success. 

AXON: What do you think are qualities of a good 
surgeon? 
He should be safe. A good surgeon should know when to 
operate and when not to. He should know his limitations and 
be empathetic. As my teacher used to say, first operation 
should be the last operation. 

AXON: Medical studies are very stressful especially the 
pressure during professional exams is very huge which 
often becomes a barrier in becoming successful for many 
students, how do we overcome this? 
It is all about passion. For example, there is a kid who is 
crazy and passionate about collecting stamps. That is what 
he does all day long. If you ask me to match his level, I 
cannot beat him, because he has struggled all his life and will 
have the most unique stamps. You get my point? If you are 
passionate about your field everything becomes easy. 



AXON: Which profession you would have adopted if you 
were not a doctor? 
I would have opted for something involving a lot of practical 
work. 

AXON: Most cherished memory of your educational 
career? 
Surgery as a whole! There is no other feeling like the one 
after a successful operation. The fact of having done 
complete justice to the patient, takes all the tiredness away. 
When I was working with Dr.Zafar Haider, after 7-8 hours 
surgery and we would go for an hour long walk; discuss the 
whole procedure in detail and what could have been done in 
a better way. 

AXON: Dr. Talat Waseem and you are more like friends 
then colleagues is that true and if so, why? 

•• 

I treat him like my child. Your child can be your friend too, 
but he is first my child and then my friend. I have brought 
him up like my own son, my family will agree to this. His 
best qualities are that he is utmost obedient and very skillful. 
The things I learned in 50 years, I transferred them to him at a 
very young age. While I learnt Esophagectomy at 45, he 
learnt it at 35 years of age. He is a very dedicated surgeon. 

AXON: Message for your students? 
Work hard. Be honest to your profession. You are 
superhuman; you are doctors, not normal people. You have a 
huge responsibility to carry. Intelligence is by birth, but hard 
work is something that is entirely in your control and it never 
goes unrewarded. 

•• 

"Twenty year from now you will be more 
disappointed by the things that you didn't do than 

by the ones you did do, 
So throw off the bowlines, sail away from 
safe harbor, catch the trade winds in your 

sails. Explore, Dream, Discover. " 

-Mark Twain 
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AXON: Sir, tell us about something about your 
childhood and educational career? 
I belong to Gujrat. My family adults decided to migrate to 
Lahore for our education, during my childhood. We have 
been residing in Gulshan-e-Ravi since then. I completed my 
schooling from a local school, Pak Angel and did 
intermediate from Islamia College Civil Lines. Then I got 
admission in Chemical Engineering in UET, Lahore. In 
those days, it was a norm among students to give the CSS 
exam during their professional education. I did clear the 
Exam, but did not pursue either field as a career. Teaching 
was my real passion, so I decided to choose it as my 
profession. I got a degree in MBA from University of Punjab 
and also taught there as a visiting faculty in University of 
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Punjab for quite some time. This is how my formal education 
was completed. 

AXON: What inspired you to choose Motivational 
speaking and career counseling as a career, considering 
it does not have a lot of scope in our country? 
I believe in a theory called "Linking dots theory" . This 

theory implies that certain points in life, link together like 
dots to shape some event. Likewise, my decision was based 
on multiple heart turning incidents. I still remember, when I 
used to recite lessons to my mother or my teacher, they 
would get completely mesmerized. Also, whenever I would 
teach a friend, he complimented me and gave excellent 
feedback. Moreover, there was the program "Zaawia" by 
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Ishfaq Ahmed on PTV. While Mustansar Hussein Tarar's 
morning transmission, Alpha Bravo Charlie and Dhuwaan 
were the local hits, this show stood out as something unique. 
A man draped in a simple shawl, just sitting and talking, 
while people were listening to him keenly. There was some 
sort of magnetism in his personality. My teachers played a 
great role in motivating me. They made me dream despite 
the difficulties and financial pressures I had to face. I 
believed that my problems are small, than my courage. 

AXON: Tell us something about your books. Which one 
of your books is your personal favorite? What is your 
opinion in general about book reading as a hobby and its 
role in shaping a person's character/personality? 
I have always been very fond of reading and writing. I have 
two personal libraries in which there are around 6500 books. 
I have studied a lot of literature of different languages 
including Kafka, Chekhov, Dostoyevsky; every book gives 
you a new vision and a new insight. Despite being a science 
student, I was really good in Urdu. My teachers used to love 
my writings and motivated me further. This is how my 
writing career began. At first, I started writing for magazines 
then in Express Youth page. All of this is combined in the 
form of my first book. Then I wrote another one on grooming 
children by the name of 'Apka Bacha Bhi Kamyab Ho Sakta 
Hai'. My lectures are transcribed and changed into books. 
Five such books, Oonchi Uraan, Bari Manzi! Ka Musaafir, 
Soch ka Himalaya. 

AXON: Sir what was the idea behind Qasim Ali Shah 
foundation? 
As a student I felt a lack of guidance among the youth. 
People who had knowledge weren't willing to share it and 
were only selling their talents. I decided to make things 
easier for the youth. I started off by making YouTube videos 
which became famous in a very small period. Over 1500 
videos have been posted up till now. Then I started giving 
lectures. I have taught people from all fields and professions 
including Dolphin Police, medical professionals and CSS 
officers. I established my own school and academy long time 
ago and wanted to develop an organization solely for 
character building purposes. This is how the Qasim Ali Shah 
foundation came into being. It is a self-sufficient 
organization, not run by funds. We have different courses 
like personality development, Train the Trainer etc. for the 
betterment of youth. 

AXON: Lack of focus in life often leads to a cycle of 
unproductive habits and routines. How can we break this 
cycle? 

Remember two important points. First, life should be taken 
seriously. Adapting a serious approach makes us careful in 
our dealings, instills responsibility and helps us succeed. 
Second, priority setting; life cannot be led successfully 
unless we set goals and define objectives. There is a very 
good book named "Man's search of Meaning" by Victor 
Frankl. He says that the people who find a meaning in life are 
more immune to life's problems and have stronger nerves. 
Motivation never comes from outside. I believe dreams are 
the only motivation in life. 
AXON: Medical studies despite being interesting are 
very stressful and this lowers performance in general. 
How to cope with this stress and develop a positive 
approach? 
I believe that most of the students opting for medical 
profession do not choose it due to their passion. Most of it is 
a result of auto-conditioning which means that social 
pressure leads them to believe that medicine is the only 

profession worth choosing. There are around 956 
professions in total and a student should be given free will to 
choose whichever profession he likes. For a student who 
studies under social pressure, lives a life trying to please 
others; and the pressure will eventually choke him. When 
studying for our own passion, we can never be suffocated. 

AXON: How important is self-discovery in order to 
succeed in life? 
People, who choose the work which they are inherently 
more capable of, always lead a healthier and happier life 
than others. They keep struggling irrespective of the 
outcomes. There is a whole model in this world about right 
person at the right place. For example, Allah has made me a 
communicator; no matter how much I work hard to become a 
database expert, I cannot do it as easily as I can 
communicate. Tom Rath has written a book called 



"Strengths Finder". He says that there are 34 strengths in this 
world and whoever works against his natural strength is 
going to get tired sooner or later. The dilemma of our society 
is that there is no concept of talent management here. You 
might be producing 18000 engineers every year but there are 
jobs for 6000 engineers only. Due to this trend a lot of Brain 
drain occurs in Pakistan. 

AXON: Sir how m uch interest do you take in politics? 
Obviously, it is the politics of my own country so I am 
always concerned about it. However I don't worry or invest 
my mind in things which I cannot change. 

AXON: How do you define Patriotism? 
The real and practical picture of Patriotism are those people 
who are serving the country in one way or other and are 
making it a better place to live in. The worst kind of 

patriotism is going out on the roads on l 4'h August with 
silencers blaring loud, creating chaos. I think 'Patriotism is a 
24 hour job' . You work for the betterment of your country, 
wherever you go and whatever you do. Since the education 
system did not teach this on the right time, everyone today, 
just thinks about 'my job, my career, my future'; nobody 
cares for the prosperity of the country. 

AXON: Sir, what is you r idea of a perfect vacation? 
I think the whole earth is a display of Allah's ayat' (signs) . In 
spite of travelling so much, I still feel I haven't seen a lot of 

~ 
Pakistan. I have wandered throu gh each corner of 
Baluchistan but there is a lot I have to see. So, my idea of a 
perfect vacation is exploring a historical place in Pakistan 
which I haven't seen before. The tomb of Shahabuddin 
Ghauri is making the top of the list these days. 

AXON: Arrange marriage or love marriage? 
I think whether it i arranged or lo e there hould alway be 
wisdom in your selection. It houldn't be a temporary 

inspiration or infatuation but a person with common 
interests and ideas; a true search for a life partner. We get so 
lost in the idea that sometimes we make the wrong choices. 

AXON: Message for students and Pakistani Youth? 
The youth of Pakistan is one of the best youths of the world. 
The only problem is that their energy and talents are not 
channelized in the right direction. Philosophy should always 
be to 'keep trying'. Those who keep trying and work hard, 
with perseverance do succeed sooner or later. Achieving a 
degree should not be the ultimate goal. Discovering yourself 
and your true potential is very important; without it, you will 
always feel lost. Moreover, you should never compromise 
your values. A person, who compromises them for the sake 
of others, is his own worst enemy. It is a crime to do that to 
self. 

RAPID FIRE 

Two things you won' t leave your house without? 
1. Myphone2. Mywallet3. Keys 
Your favourite authors? 
Urdu: Mukhtar Masood. English: Robin Sharma. 
Russian: Rasul Hamzatov. 
Tea or coffee? 
Tea. 

Pop music or classical music? 
Anything that touches my heart. 
Morning walk or long drive? 
Long Drive. 
Five favourite books? 
Dil Darya Samander by Wasif Ali Wasif, Raja Gidh, 
Alakh Nagri, Sawal ki Maut, Maximum Achievement 
by Brian Tracy. 
Favourite food? 
Fish and chips 
Cricket or chess? 
Neither!! (While laughing). 

I ' 
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"The secret of making dreams come true can be 
summarized in four C's. They are Curiosity, 

Confidence, Courage, and Constancy; and the 
greatest of these is Confidence." 

-Walt Disney 





Dr. Haroon Yousaf 
Professor of Medicine & 
Head of department of Gastroenterology 
Care Centre 

I t is alw~ys a pleasure t? be a part of activities with my students and I congratulate the team of Axon for working so hard and 
producmg such a quahty stuff. We as your teachers want to make your stay in SMDC memorable. These five years of your 
student life are very important and there are many distractions present here. Always keep the primary goal in your mind 

that is to become good, sympathetic and ethical doctors. In order to achieve this goal your other interests and activities should 
not be at the cost of your studies. Bestofluck for all the future endeavours! 

Dr. Asma Sadia 
Assistant Professor Pathology 

I n my opinion, a teacher is a great source of inspiration for the students. When I look back upon my student life, a number of 
teachers appear as shining stars. Just to name a few, I still remember the punctuality of Professor Saadat Ali Zaidi, the love 
and dedication of Dr.Janbaaz Ahmed for the subject of Pathology, the humor and teaching talent of Dr. Mohammad 

Saeed, the genuine caring of Dr.Iftikhar Rasool for the patients and the passion and enthusiasm for teaching of Professor Zahid 
Yaseen Hashmi. The positive memories of your teachers definitely have a long life long impact on you. Teachers are role 
models for most ofus. We admire them and aspire to be like them. 
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Dr. Khalid Najmi 
Professor of Ophthalmology 

H aving the background of a businessmen family, whenever I went to the doctor with my parents, the respect 
of doctors, inculcated the dream of becoming a doctor in my sub conscious. With admission in the medical 
college this dream came true. Dedication, hard work and sometimes sheer luck pays off. We always need to 

start with new dreams, most importantly, a dream to serve the humanity with untiring devotion. I wish a very good 
luck to all the young and aspiring doctors of shalamar. 

Prof. M. Maqsood 
Professor of Forensic Medicine 

Dreams are the touch stones of our character. When you cease to dream you cease to live. Always remember you have 
within you the strength, the patience, the passion to reach for the stars and to change the world. Many of our dreams at 
firs t seem impossible, then they seem improbable, but when we summon the will, they will soon become inevitable. 

Our dream does not become reality through magic, it takes sweat determination and hard work. Stay positive and happy. Work 
hard and do not give up hope. Be open to criticism and keep learning. These are not clinches but the real tools that you need. 
No matter what happens in your life stay focused on your path. 



Dr. Kamran Bahar 
Assistant Professor & 
Head of department of cardiology 

I t is extremely essential to figure out what you really want to do in life and that too, on the right time. ~y ~ather is a 
surgeon and everyone in my family, including me, thought that I would be a surgeon too. But fate had it differently. 
My inspiration during professional education was an elder cousin, studying m~dicine in Bahawalpur His focu.s, 

diligence and intelligence used to motivate me greatly and the fact the he could skim through the USMLE books m a 
single day. 
He would tell me to get focused and figure out where I want to get trained after graduation. And for that matter, study the 
appropriate books; familiarize myself with the system, and how to take international exams on the right time rather than 
wasting precious post-graduation period. 
So during my professional studies, I made a habit of not only studying for the professional exam but also going through 
the USMLE books for every subject. I used to have strict study plans, which I would follow despite major class tests. 
Moreover, most of my Anatomy demonstrators were FCPS part I students who used to spend their evenings in the 
dissection hall, studying the various structures of dissected organs. Being with them helped me learn much more 
efficiently and also from a surgical anatomy perspective. 
By the end of basic sciences, I realized that my niche was minimal invasive technology and conveniently narrowed 1 
down to either an interventional radiologists or an interventional cardiologist. 
In my third year at Nishter Medical College, I decided to take step I USMLE exam. It required a good management c 
time, that during the two months period of my prep leaves for the 2nd professional exam, I not only took the Step I t • 
also did electives in London. 
After I passed with 88 percentile score, my focus grew stronger and started preparing for Step II. I wanted to start cl 'al 
training right after graduation but my father advised me to utilize the crucial house job period and that you've acqui1 
only 50% of the knowledge and virtually no skills which are required in order to take care of your patients. 
During my house job, I worked under Dr. Saleem who, although had the reputation of being very strict in his ways a 
rules, was a true scholar. We had frequent calls and high workload, but it undoubtedly provided us better exposure a 
experience. During house job, I took step II exam and scored 85% and further stared planning for CS and TOEFL. B' 
September, 2000 I successfully completed my ECFMG certification and signed prematch with internal medicine at J'.. 
Shore LIJHS in ew York. 
Message for my dear students is to avail the time that you have, during your professional studies and later. Grasp eve 
learning opportunity that you see. Master the clinical skills during your house job 
Here at Shalamar Cardiol~gy Department, evel"J'. 2 months I get medical students from 4th and final year for rotation , • nd 
normally I start off by asking their post-Graduation career plans and most of them say that they haven't decided yet. I 
advise you to explore ~our strengths; and dee.id~ ~our aptitude and the field of medical profession you want to opt as 
career. Manage your tune properly and set pnonties. The sooner you make up your mind, the better it would be for you to 
acquire the focus and wisdom needed to materialize your dreams. It takes time, effort, endurance, resources, planning and 
guidance but before all you need to explore your strengths to attain the required FOCUS, mandatory to achieve your 
goals. 
Good Luck! 
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Anoha Saram Akhtar & Muhammad Umer (4th year, MBBS ) 

I am trying to make friends outside ofFacebook while applying the same principles. 
Therefore, every day I walk down the street and tell passers-by what I have eaten, 
how I feel at the moment, what I have done the day before, what I will do later and 

with whom. 
I give them pictures of my family, my dog and of me gardening, taking things apart in 
the garage, watering the lawn, standing in front of landmarks, driving around town, 
having lunch and doing what anybody and everybody does every day. 
I also listen to their conversations, give them the "thumbs up" and tell them I like them. 
And it works just like Facebook! I already have four people following me: 

Two police officers, a private investigator and a psychiatrist. 
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N ever underestimate the capabilities of a 
backbencher read one of the classroom's walls. 
We've had our fair share of experiences with 

different kinds of students in our class but the ones that have 
always been pretty intriguing to us are the "Legendary 
Backbenchers" 
It's an unsaid rule that if ever something mischievous 
happens in a class, the only people to blame are "the guys at 
the back". 
The above said quotation cannot be understood by anyone 
but that professor who riffles through the back rows and 
pretty much comprehends the very aim that those brilliant 
students are endeavouring at. 
You'd be surprized at the kind of aim we're hinting at -
Amusement and Utter fun . That is exactly what coaxes these 
students to attend college. You really need to possess some 

uncanny qualities in order to beat their awesomeness. 
We'd talk you through some of them: 
You need that to make sure you're never on time even if that 

means you just have to casually stroll through the empty 
hallways at college. Better yet, your late entrance in the class 
should never be short of an "Oscar worthy moment" when 
the professor trivializes you in front of the whole class! 
Well , Let's face it, you're gonna do that anyway so why not 
take pride in it?! 
You always need to walk to the last benches even if the first 
ones are empty because boy that place is going to cast a 
jinxed spell on you that'll deflect you from the actual purpose 
that you are here for. You'd feel remorseful, it's like leaving 
your home and going to a new place. Worst still, that I 
scholarly guy at the front row will push you towards • , 
academics so you better know your place! I 



You have to own this paranormal skill at that place being 
deaf to the lecture but yet eavesdropping at every single 
thing being talked about in your peripheries! PAY 
ATTENTION to "the students around you". 
You have to earnestly look around for that white paper- you 
got me- THE ATTENDANCE SHEET- for that's the only 
piece of encouragement that brought you here. 
Commiserations to those poor ears who have to bear the 
brunt of an hour long tedious lecture. 
You've got to track the activities of everyone sitting right 

ahead of you like that girl, who very ingeniously manages to 
hide her phone in her textbook while pretending to take notes 
or that guy in one comer of the classroom who's been trying 
to hit on a girl in the farthest comer from him. 
You should possess the unreal art of shamelessly sleeping, 

eating and listening to music while all those nerds cover you Iii in the front rows. 

Staying silent SHOULDN'T be one of your fortes. You 
need to make sure you're passing on useless comments and 
judgements and cracking lame jokes, when there is dead 
stillness in the class. 
Let me also draw your attention to some of the minor 

grounds that you're here for. That's being able to pass your 
exams and tests without having to go through the trouble of 
studying a fortnight before a test. That is NO BIG DEAL! 
Should you need some astounding expertise on the 
particular act, you better consult a backbencher! 
It's only a backbencher who is pretty adept at cheating even 

when the supervisor is standing in their closest proximity. 
He'd still manage to copy an entire sheet from a nearby nerdy 
student- who spent days studying for the test. 
Nothing compares to the joy of passing a test without 
actually studying for it! 
Know that you're right on track when you'd get pointed out 
for every single misconduct or even thrown out of the class. 
By now you must have had a lucid idea of how dull and 
boring you must have made your lives sitting at the front 
rows listening to all those monotonous lectures. So if you 
want to become a remarkable student as well, you need to 
have mastery over all the above stated traits. BEWARE! If 
during the process, your attention detracts towards your 
studies, you might end up like an ordinary student and miss 
out on all the sheer attributes that would make you "Extra 
ordinary". 
Dr Abdul Salam understood the coolness of such students 
when he said, 
" The best brains of a nation may be found on the last 

benches of the classroom". 



We're often seen mocking at people who 
always complain or rant about their issues 
but really those petty little daily 

annoyances are actually huge problems which crack 
us up. 
To name a few: 
Tangled Headphones 

As you commute back home from a tiresome day at 
work, you need your headphones to keep rolling. But 
it happens that the entire universe is conspiring 
against you. Somehow these miniature music makers 
have mysteriously tangled themselves and managed 
to become an extricable mess all by themselves. Most 
people can solve their rubix cube faster than they can 

untangle their headphones. 
Slow Wi-Fi 

Slow Wi-Fi is actually worse than no Wi-Fi at all 
because it's such a tease! Even sending a "snail mail" 
will be faster than sending an email. You'd grow old, 
become a millionaire, go down and meet Rihanna 
herself, come back and her song that you left ages 
ago will still be in the process of getting downloaded. 
Awkward load shedding Time 
Load shedding is something that we have grown 
familiar with over the past few years. It's like family 
now- a very important part of us. How many times 
have we missed out on our favourite TV shows 
because the light went out and how many times did 



we have to wear that crippled shirt to work - courtesy 
of load shedding! 

.-,.----.........J" 

Our Ultimate Dilemma with Untimely Nature's Call 
Ever jumped into bed on a perfectly cold night, and 
then there you have it! You'd be in this confused state 
of mind if you should use the loo now or wait for the 
night to go by! The struggle is real! 
Displaced Phone Charger 

Your phone is dying and you run for your life, get a 
charger and put it away to resuscitate while you 
spend the hour pretending to ~ocialize with ~our_ 
family with all those demeanmg comments AaJ tou 
baray baray log agaye hain apnay room say bahar11

• 

You're yearning for your phone to charge but the 
moment you unplug it, tormenting reality hits you 
almost like a truck! The phone never really charged, 
the charger had been enigmatically displaced the 
moment you left it there. 
The RIP Biscuit Moment 
How many of us have experienced the biscuit in chai 
wala moment?! I bet you all can relate to the agony 
that fills our souls the moment that biscuit falls in 
chai. 
Mom's Everyday lectures 

How many times has your mom walked in when you 
were using your mobile phone? You can study the 
entire day alright but the moment you chill out and 
check your phone, your mom walks in, PERFECT 
TIMING! and she'd blame the phone for the dish that 
you broke a century before and she'd even count you 
through all your faults no matter how unrelatable 
they are, and will always end the lecture saying 11 aag 
lag a dou is phone ko 11 ! 
The Unwelcomed Guests 
Our speed from our living room to our bedroom 
increases exponentially every time we hear some 
unwelcomed guests stepping in from the front door. 
And we pretend like we're not home, better still, we 
pretend like we don't even exist, we hibernate for the 
time that they're around just to avoid an awkward 
encounter or a plodding bunch of questions. 
But we're also the ones who'd jump on the food that 
was served to them, right when they leave. 



SHALAMAR 

UN\VERSE 

M
?,ndaY morning I w,?ke up and thought to myself, 

Today is special . Now, I normally say this 
everyday to rev myself up every morning to 

alleviate the monotony of what has now become the drab 
landscape of every medical student's life - case in point: 
Facebook memes on med students - but this day WAS 
special. As I walked down the hallway to that Pathology 
lesson, I felt the air palpitating with energy, diffusing itself 
restlessly from one person to another. We exchanged 
knowing glances; we were all at the precipice of something 

great. And witness greatness, we did. 
It wasn't until the dull drudgery of the 3rd lecture that some 
first year students were loitering about the ground floor 
when we heard a series of cackles, accompanied by a bunch 
of crackers exploding at the students' heels. Everything that 
ensued was sheer cornrnotion in all its devastating glory. 

This marked the beginning of a revolution against the 
prevalent system, a cry to bring about a new order, breaking 
from the shackles of monotony of current medical college 
landscape to bring about the dawn of a neo-liberal, freer 
world. Awash in sensations of hope and engulfed by 
enthusiasm, mercenaries joined in, suits were assembled, 
loyalties were checked, professors were asked as allies, and 
everybody held their breath as an epic war was waged 
against the "Powers that Ase" i.e the whip holders ensuring 
the functionality of the present tyrannical regime. This was 

kingdom come. Well almost. Before we go further, let me just say dear readers, that masks 
and latex suits aggravate a\\ situations. Mansha and Habib 
setting off crackers did not raise such furor as they did when 
they did a\\ that while dressed as Joker and Harley Quinn. 
The outcome was so barsh that a\\ the supers gathered and 



inspired what later became known as "The Truce". But it 
was not to be. It was hands down war against the PA(Powers 
that Are). Their tyrannical rule was raged against and us 
millicent bystanders did nothing but enjoy the show they put 
on, accompanied by our popcorns, action figures and mugs. 
The war was fought on all fronts by the three factions of the 
supers. They were led by the "Brute Squad", who would 

often be found fighting on the ground floor. 
Thus, it became quite common to see the black panther 

swoop in from the ceiling, swipe with his claws and then 
retreat. As a result, he would normally be late to his lectures 
and so his identity became a secret that everybody knew. 
Wherever he went, thunderous applause accompanied Ebad 
Khan. In time, he even stopped wearing his mask, not that it 
made much of a difference. Rana Adil, on the other hand, 
actually tried his best to stop the fights . But, due to his 
Punisher tendencies, he would often end up aggravating 
matters. Soon, Faisal and Asharab started accompanying 
him to "help" him out. Asharab would swing his massive 
hammer, sending people flying in every direction while 
Faisal .... . Well, let's just say that he faced multiple mishaps 
with his iron man suit breaking down on account of his 
gargantuan biceps. Ahmad Fayyaz would be right at their 
heels, simply pointing at his opponents and screaming 
"HULK SMASH". The PA's would just run away from him, 
and the rest would be rounded up by Nauman Zaib, in his 
battery operated batcar, and Nasir, shooting wads of spider 
webs from his fists. At the end of all such fights , Abdul 
Rehman Baig would appear, gleefully snapping his fingers 
while setting off lemon bombs and screaming "I tricksed 
them!". 

The failure of the brute squad in any of their endeavors 
would be followed by the arrival of "The League of Stick 
People", led by Faiz with his Captain Shalamar shield, 
gleaming so brightly that he would constantly get distracted 

seemingly everywhere, swinging his verbal swords and 
constantly spewing secrets. Aizaz would handle all the 
females as they would rush to his sides immediately at his 
appearance, attracted magnetically to his magneto charm. 
Jamal would spend his time dancing and skirting around the 
edges, a vision in red, while constantly wondering the reason 
for his being super. 

Most successful in them would be Mansab, darting in with 
his quicksilver speed, a blur to nonnal eyes, and quickly 
tying up all of his opponents. Hamza Zaheer would attack 
simultaneously, his daredevil training enabling him to take 
on legions of opponents. Hafiz Kashif Aashiq would try to 
join the fight by shrinking into ant size but it was quite 
common to find him on the floor, knocked out by Shafeeq ur 
Rehman's famous "bush kicks", intended towards his 
victims but miscalculated towards Mr. Aashiq. 

This backup would mostly end up needing further backup 
in the form of "Girl Power". A force so nonchalant about 
their powers that it would terrify people even more. Headed 
by Numrah Nawaz, whose ice filled gaze would be enough 
to paralyze her victims in their tracks, followed by Areeba 
Gillani, whose idea of fighting was getting her opponents to 
talk about themselves until they pulled a move and then 
WHAM! Her canary cry would issue, blasting eardrums and 
shattering mirrors in the process. Mehak Yousuf would be 
fighting above ground, her burka cape flying in the air, 
efficiently trying to round up her victims. At those moments, 
Shahreen Mehmood would make her entrance, her lustrous 
shield cuffs gleaming while hyperactively lassoing her 
victims. Javairia Abdur Rehman would often be found at 
such points hovering in mid air, just observing everything 
with a smile. And finally, Zaitoon would make her debut, a 
cunning smile on her while she'd get her opponents to fight 
amongst themselves. 
This historic war went on for three months, it rose like a 
crescendo, wreaking havoc in the wake of its destruction, 
and climaxed just short of a classic, wish-fulfillment heroic 
victory; there were heavy losses on both sides, figuratively 
speaking of course. As a result, Hannan Rana was forced to 
make an appearance and do a spell to reverse the time. Other 
than him, only I, as the oracle, know the extent to which this 
small matter escalated. 

This is an account of the war that occurred in college. I 
leave this in your care so that you may learn from our 
mistakes and to make sure that history does not repeat itself 
ever again. Since time was reversed because we could not 
sustain ourselves with the losses we incurred, we stand once 
again chained by the manacles of oppressive tyranny of the 
PA's . I am writing this because I want you, my fellow 
sufferers to not stand down, to come better prepared, to raise 
your voices and bring about the change we, your seniors 
almost reached the pinnacle of. 

I and then felled by his opponents. Dawood would be 

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 



CAST: 

-Mansha & Habib as Joker & Harley Quinn 
Just because! 

BRUTE FORCE 
-Ebad Khan as Black Panther 

I think it's quite obvious! 
-Rana Adil as Punisher 

Because he can never stop himself from fighting when he 
thinks something is wrong. 

-Faisal Ahmed as Iron Man 
Workout game strong! 

-Muhammad Asharab as Thor 
Hai l the thunder Lord! 

-Ahmed Fayyaz as Hulk 
Big!!!!! 

-Nauman Zaib as Batman 
Gadgets dude! 

-Nasir as Spider-Man 
Would have been batman but batman never gets the girl. 

-Abdur Rehman Baig as Trickster 
Mania is prevalent 

-Junaid Jamshaid as Grodd 
-Abdul Mannan Ikramah as Wolverine 

-Umer Jutt as Kingpin 

CLAN OF STICK PEOPLE 
-Faiz as Captain Shalamar 

The sole representative of his year 
Dawood as Deathstroke 

Sharp edged and deadly 
-Aizaz as Magneto 

Female magnet 
-Jamal as Deadpool 

Red and confused 
-Mansab Ashfaq as Quicksilver 

Speedy! 
-Hamza Zaheer as Daredevil 

Quite daring without a thought about consequences 
-Hafiz Kashif Aashiq as Ant-Man 

Because Antly? 
-Shafeeq ur Rehman as Iron Fist 
Jujitsu, bush kicks and other things 

-Faiq Ahmad as Question? 
Personality 

-Husnain as Banshee 
Slogan-maestro 
GIRL-POWER 

-Numrah Nawaz as Killer Frost 
Organisational skills on point 

-Areeba Gillani as Black Canary 
Screamer!!! 

-Mehak Yousuf as Burka Avenger 
Burkaaaa! ! ! 

-Shahreen Mehmood as Wonder Woman 
Efficient and Jack-of-all-trades 

-Javairia Abdur Rehman as Supergirl 
Bubbly personality 

Zaitoon Zafar as Loki 
Trickster 

AND FINALLY! 
Rana Hannan as Doctor Strange 

He's strange! 

I 
I 



Junaid Jamshed (3rd Year, MBBS) 

The Grim REAPER 

CALLS UPON 

M y mouth was as dry as wooden god midst a desert. Seldom did the mirage oflakeside allure (still 
don't get what he means our here) me but failed to overwhelm the jitters. Gazillions of butterflies, 
swarming my stomach, gave me a sick feeling. My heartbeat raced at lightening speed. I dreaded 

the horrible aspects of the future. 
In spite of so much going on in my mind, I had to fake up a fake smile and could not let the beads if 
perspiration on my forehead shine; confidence did count! 
The adrenaline-rush in my body dictated me to fight or flight but none of the options seemed viable. A long 
array of thoughts erupted in my brain, aggravating the pain! Every countenance, as far as my vision could 
reach, seemed devastated. I waited. I wished I could skip this part of my life and that there was no today or 
things could turn out my way. While the whirlpool of thoughts distraught in my mind, a voice reverberates 
the room: "Beta Roll No. 45 ko bhej den". 



I n a dimly lit grotto, deep down under the basement of 
the college was the nerdiest gathering of people, ifl 
ever saw one. A huge stack of books like Gray's 

Anatomy, Guyton, Park, etc. was raised in the middle of 
the room to serve as the desk. I, myself, was crouched 
behind a similar stack in the comer. This one was a bar, I 
guess? 

I watched as Aun from final year entered the room and 
marched over to Rana Hanan and reported, "Too many 
people have started the bigger books. We need to do 
something about this situation." 

Rana Hanan replied, annoyed, "If you would stop 
bragging about how you studied the bigger books perhaps 
people wouldn't tum their attention towards them. Why 
can't you just tell people you studied everything from 
Firdaus?" 

"Why on Earth would I say something like that? 
Studied from Firdaus, hmph!" Aun pouted. 

Hadin, from first year, intoned, "we could always steal 
their books. Besides, that bar is too low for my liking. 
Perhaps we should stock up more books." 

"Quiet boy!", Adil, from final year, snapped. 
"Remember your place." 

Here, let me inform you, I am NOT a nerd by any 
definition of the word. I stumbled upon this hideout by 
mistake. See, I had asked Mujahid from 4th year to give 
my community medicine test. I gave his just so his 
assessment could be brought down to human levels. When 
I was about to get into the elevator, the SEQ paper with 
Mujahid's name in my hand, I heard a beep from 
somewhere. I went around to the electrical meter box of I 
that floor. When I entered the small confined space, I 

• I ' 



heard a robotic female voice say, "welcome Mujahid" and 
a trapdoor opened beneath my feet. I slid down a slope 
into the grotto. I stood there for a moment, dazed and 
wondering if I could climb back up. To my horror, Mahad 
Naeem came sliding down after me and was about to crash 
into me. So, I ran for dear life and hid behind a stack of 
books. Luckily, he didn't notice me as he was too busy 
reading Big Katzung on his way down. 

So now, here I was, worrying about how to get out of 
this place when Waqar Shafi spoke up. "Where is 
Mujahid? I wanted him to report on the mission I gave 

him." 
"What mission?" Rana Hannan asked. 
"He was supposed to appear in tests for the ignorant 

ones to prevent them from studying." 
"Maybe he is still giving someone else's test as we 

speak?" 
"And what about Jahangeer? He was supposed to 

complain about the lectures, so that people would stop 
paying attention to them." 

"What a useless mission you gave him! People already 

don't listen to lectures." 
"Well, there are some girls who are not bright enough to 

qualify for our membership but still listen to lectures like 
zombies. I wanted to deter them as well." 

"To be fair," Hafiz Bilal justified. "A lot of people we 
have been recruiting lately are not brilliant enough. 
Mudassir Shafeeq read only two books for pharmacology 
in 3rd year, and Faiq Ahmed only starts studying 3 days 
before a test, and Sidra Farooqi skips a lot of lines from 
Big Robbins. Why did we recruit them? We need to 
revoke their membership." 

"Alright," R. Hanan accepted. "We will give the a 
warning. If they continue shaming nerds like that 1;, will 
revoke their membership and wipe their memory. 

Wipe their memory! I was almost tempted to re ti 
myself and let these freaks bleach my memory of 
horrible, traumatic experience. But then I thought t I 
might ask Mujahid to give my test in the future a1 
might stumble across this hellish place again, and 
CERTAINLY do not mean to do that. So, I took a k 
from the bar and threw it across the room in the d· 1ess. 
It landed with a thud somewhere behind R. Hanna 
dozen heads turned towards the sound, away from 

"Who's there?" Zeeshan Shafqat asked. 
Pause. 

"I think that's an intruder!" 
All of them started getting up and moved towards "here 

the books had landed, armed with highlighters and 
pointers. I took a chance and ran through the tunnel 
leading to the slope. I scraped my way up the slope 
somehow, and reached the safety of the ground :floor. 

I am writing all this from an asylum, recovering from 
the nerve-racking trauma I received in that hellhole . If you 
don't want to end up like me, don't go anywhere near the 
el~ctric meter on the ground floor. And especially, never 
with a nerd's test paper in your hand! 



,. 

c hitta kukkarr baneray te 

Kaas'ni dupattay valiyay, munda aashiq teray te 
The white rooster of the groom, 
The one with the purple scarf, that guy is crazy for you 

Aasmaani sat taaray, 
Assan munda o leyna jehra sehray vichon akh maaray 
7 stars of the skies 

We will take that boy who throws his eye from under his 
veil 

Aasmaani sat taaray, 
Assan kurhi o lehni jehri lehngay vichon lat maaray 

7 stars of the skies, 
We will take that girl who kicks from under the skirt. 

Allu matar pakayay hoe ne, 
Saday kolon button changay, jehrey seenay naal Jae 
hoe ne 
Potatoes and peas have been made 

Buttons are better than us as they're attached to your 
bosom 

Allu ma tar pakavaan ge, 
Buttonan nu sut devan ge, tehnu seenay naal laavan ge 
We will make potatoes and peas 
Will throw aside the buttons, and will attach you to your 
bosom. 

Baghaay vich ayaa karo, 
kangi sheesha main desan, tussi tind lashkaya karo 
Come into the garden 

I will give you comb and mirror while you may shine your 
bald head 

Murgh cholay pakaya karo, 
Hun sadda viya ho gaya, meray peyr dabaya karo 
You should make chicken and chick peas 
Now we are married so massage my feet 

Roti ut'tay qeema ae, 
tussi saare sarday rawo sada parson waleema ae 
There's mincemeat on chapati 

You may all burn as its my waleema the day after 
tomorrow 



HALKA HALKA 

SUROOR 

HALKA HALKA SUROOR 

Ye jo halka halka suroor hai, 
Yeh teri nazar ka qasur hai, 
K sharab peena sikha diya 
This low low high 
It is the fault of your gaze 
That induced me to start drinking 

Teray piyar ne teri chah ne 
Teri behki behki nigah ne 
Mujhe aik sharabi bana diya 
Your love, your want 
Your disoriented disoriented gaze 
Made me a drunkard 

Sara jahan mast, jahan ka nizam mast 

Din mast, raat mast, sehar mast, shaam mast 
Dil mast, sheesha mast, sabu mast, jaam mast 
Hai teri chashm e mast se har khaas o aam mast 
The whole world is crazy, the system of world is crazy 
Day crazy, night crazy, morning crazy, evening crazy 
Heart crazy, mirror crazy, holder crazy, wine crazy 
Your crazy sight has everybody crazy 

Menay un ke saamnay awwal tou khanjar rakh diya 
Kaleja rakh diya, dil rakh diya, 
Sir rakh diya aur arz kiya 
I put in front of them a dagger first, 
Put liver, put heart 
Put head, and then I requested 

Meray baad kis ko satao gay 
Mujhe kis tarhan se mitao gay 
Kahan ja k teer chalao gay 
Meri dosti ko balaein dou, 

Mujhe haath utha kar duaein dou 
Tumhe aik qatil bana diya 
Who will you bug after me? 
How will you erase me? 
Where will you go and strike arrows? 
Ward off evil from my friendship 
Raise your hands and pray for me 
As I made you a serial killer 



Javaria Ahmad 4th year 

VOCABULARY 
s ororicide (noun) the act of killing one's sister 

A loud buzzing in my ears. Must be the alarm. But no, 
luck is not in my favor today. If it was, then I wouldn't be 
waking up with my sister screaming in my ears. Luck in 
my favor means that sororicide isn't considered a crime in 
our society. Alas! It is not so! It is not to be! 

sanguine (adjective) hopeful or confident 
My sanguinity was misforrned as I had to run a 

kilometer after the bus. I may have stopped running but 
my sweat pores haven't yet gotten the memo. Seriously! 
And then my mother wants me to dress up. What's the use 
ifl'm going to sweat anyway!! 

tardiness (noun) the act of being late 
Unfortunately for my sorry hide, tardiness is considered 

a bad habit. I mean, the professors should appreciate the 
fact that I even showed up. It is my beneficence that I took 
the time from my ever busy schedule and made it to the 
class! 

proxy (noun) substitute 
I woke up in second lecture with twelve messages all 

from friends asking me to mark their proxy. 
#thug life 

euphonious (adjective) pleasing to ear 
Today I fell in love for the first time. She's in the same year 

as I, and I have never, ever felt like this for anyone before. It 
is as if the whole world disappears when she walks in front o 



me. Everything she does, every move she makes, I fall even 
more for her. Her euphonious voice is like an elixir, restoring 
my vitality whenever I hear it. I don't know anything else, 
just that she's it for me. 

dither (noun) a state of tremulous excitement or 
apprehension 

My friends laugh openly at seeing me in a dither whenever 
she walks in front of me. They've even told some of my 
seniors. One of them took me aside today and told me that I'll 
probably fall in love again and again in the next five years or 
so, and I shouldn't put much stock in this crush of mine. 
But. ... I disagree. 
#love is blind 

bunk (noun) a hurried departure or escape 
More than half of the class is bunking today's lectures. 

Some of them can be found in the library, some on the third 
:floor and some in the cafeteria, all trying to study for the 
neurology stage tomorrow. All trying, but failing miserably. 
#failing soon 

harmony (noun) in accord 
We had our second year biochemistry sendup today. It's 

amazing how much our class was in harmony today. The 
nerds were all sitting in the front and from there the answers 
traveled to the back. Even our sequence of attempting 
questions was same! 
#such unity much wow 

exhilaration (noun) a feeling of great happiness or 
excitement 

All of us are in a state of exhilaration as we go to our first 
clinical rotation today. You can feel the excitement in the air. 
It's almost palpable, the hopes and dreams of us all waiting to 
leave their mark in this world! 
#them doctor feels 

apprehension (noun) nervousness or fear about the 

future 
4th year professional exams are almost here. There's an air 

of apprehension, all heavy and thick around us. This year 
tensions are higher than usual. All of us are barely hanging 
on by a thread. 

unrequited (adjective) not shared or returned by 
someone else 

My biggest regret is my unrequited love. In all the previous 
five years I have loved just one girl, and I have loved her with 
my whole being, but to her I never existed. Never in 1" year, 
not even now. 
#forever alone 

ecstasy (noun) a state of very great happiness 
Last proff. My ecstasy knows no bounds. I know, I just 

know in my heart that I've got this. It's this feeling I have that 
when the results are announced I'd have passed. After five 
years of hard work, I have reached my final destination. This 
is it. This is it!!! 
#this is it 

euphoria (noun) elation 
Our euphoria does not last long after graduating. The real 

world .......... It's different. Our know-it-all attitude gets 
replaced by this weary, humble one. Because sure we are 
doctors, but we are inexperienced ones just beginning our 
journey. After all, there's still so much to learn. The five years 
we spent was the first step. And it all seems like child's play 
compared to what we are doing now. It's definitely a long 
road. A road that will require hard work and many sacrifices. 
But a road that will nonetheless lead us to our ultimate 
dream! 
#humble beginnings 
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#trave{cfiaries 
FROM 

THE GREEN HEART OF LONDON 

B eginning of May is officially the springtime in 
English calendar so I went to my all time favourite 
Regent's Park in central London with great 

anticipation. The sight and smell of countless roses and 

other seasonal flowers was still fresh in my mind from my 
last visit there in June 2014. But to my astonishment there 
were dug out beds and few blooms here and there. Visiting 
the park for me is equivalent to visiting London and my 

Dr. Maryam Riaz Tarar, 
Associate Professor, Department of Pathology 

usual question to a visitor to England has always been, 
"Have you visited the Regent's Park? This is like visiting 
London's green heart and soul. This Royal Park is famous 
for its roses that have inhabited it gracefully for decades 

and its rose devoted areas like Queen Mary's garden, is 
just like a sight from heaven. Not only do I know the 
names of most of the roses that live here, I have their 
pictures in sun, in rain and in wind as well. My association 



' 

with this park goes a long way. In my student days at the 
University of London, this park was a respite for me from 
the noise that used to surround my university studio flat 
located exactly opposite the very busy Euston station. To 
explore this park was the most relaxing time for me and 
my husband, in addition to this being our test and exam 
preparation ground, with our lunch packs. So, this time I 
missed the smell of the roses and all the flower species that 
abound in its grounds at other times. However, I managed 
to take some pictures! As I was about to feel disheartened 
at the lack of color and life here, my husband suggested 
that we make our way to Hyde Park instead. Honestly 
speaking, I had never been too fond of this park until our 
last trip to England three years ago when we ended up 
exploring it for few hours to kill the time we had after 
departure from hotel and the flight back home and were 
truly surprised at highly professional floral displays. So, 
this time round, we walked through some areas and 
discovered beautifully manicured flower shrubs and 
flower varieties. There was a sigh of relief for me as I had 
not seen many flowers so far and my camera came in 

action, after all this waiting. The Serpentine Lake in the 
middle of the Park is an interesting feature, with good 
share of wildlife that inhabits or visits this 350 acre 
sanctuary. There was a new addition to the park - Princess 
Diana Memorial Fountain just opposite the Kensington 
Palace. One could sit here for hours without talking. The 
year 2017 also marks the 20'h death anniversary of 
Princess of Wales who was fondly remembered as 
People's Princess at time of her death in 1997. The palace 
was the official residence of the late princess for almost 15 
years. This palace has a Sunken Garden whose very 
tasteful gardeners arrange the most amazing floral 

displays, just like an artists picture, depending on the time 
of the year. This time, it was covered in white flowers of 
all kinds to mark the 20'h year of passing away of the 
Princess of Wales. Although she is just a memory for 
Londoners and all those who were so awed by her, she 
seemed so alive to me, in her own green space which is 
still as serene as it must have been in the previous century. 



#trave{cliaries 
UZBEKISTAN Prof. Zubair Ahmed 

Head of Department (ENT) An unusual travel destination 

U zbekistan is an unusual destination for travelers, 
particularly after the recent social reforms made 
by their new president. It is a landlocked country 

just to the north of Afghanistan- above it lies Kazakhstan, 
with Turkmenistan and Tajikistan on left and right 
respectively. The first time I ever heard of Tashkent, its 
capital, was in the famous melodramatic speech by 
Zulfiqar Ali Bhutto at the sad truce agreement at the end of 
the Indo-Pakwarin 1971. My curiosity and interest in the 

city was re-aroused by one of our family friends who has 
been a resident of Tashkent(by the way it is written and 
pronounced as Tashkent by the locals, as they use "o" 
mostly where we use "a") since the last 35 years; he owns 
a huge tourist company there, and warmly invited me to 
visit "his" country. I am an avid reader of history and 
thinking of Samarkand and Bukhara, I was very tempted 
to visit. What further reassured me was the presence of a 
familiar anchor person, and a VIP tour of the country. True 
to his promise, a very professional team, comprising of a 
guide and the driver, were there to receive me at the 
airport. The hotel was nice and a lot cheaper compared to 
the Hyatt Regency in Dubai where I had spent the last 
three nights with my family. After a short period of rest, I 
had dinner in a local restaurant. The food was nice with a 
taste of new cuisine, though not very different from 
ours( of course it had difficult Russian names). 

Everything seemed well coordinated and well 
planned. There were few surprises however; the first came 
at the time of currency exchange. I gave the driver 200$ to 
get the equivalent local currency (called SOM). What he 
brought back was a load of currency notes which certainly 
needed a bag, not a wallet. It came out to be 16,50000 
SOM. So in denomination of 5000, there were 35000 

notes! ! " How do I carry them ?"I exclaimed. "In a bag sir" 
was the driver's reply. The second was weather; it was 
warm, though about 10 degrees less than Pakistan. The 
temperatures in June ranges between 32-36 degree 
Celsius and drops down to 24-25 degrees in the evening, 
with a fresh breeze. The warm clothing and umbrella 
immediately became redundant. 

The next day I was scheduled to travel to 
Samarkand. This well known ancient city is about 280 km 
southwest of Tashkent. I travelled there by train. The train 
ride was a pleasure in itself; the train was modem, upto 
date and very much like the Euro-train I had experienced 
last year in my trip to Europe. There was hardly any 
difference except for the cost, which was a lot cheaper 
compared to Europe! The stay in Samarkand was truly an 
enriching experience; it has a history of being the hub of 
historical activities in Central Asia. The city is vast with 
wide double lane roads, nearly 4-times the width of our 
Mall Road in Lahore, and lined by old shady trees. The 
people are friendly and nice. There are many interesting 
places to visit there; the first one was the mausoleum of 
Imam Bukhari[RA] (the famous collector of Ahadith and 
compiler of"Sahih Bukhari") and less well known in our 
region, the mausoleum ofHazrat Kassam binAbbas[RA ], 
who was the first cousin of Prophet Muhammad PBUH. It 
is said that he was very similar in appearance to the great 
Prophet PBUH and is considered by many as the first 

preacher of Islam in central Asia. However, the central 
historical site in the city is the statue and mausoleum of 
Ameer Taimur( also called Tamerlane and Taimur Lunge, 



Taimur the Lame). He is a heroic figure for the Uzbek 
people. It is quite ironical that a hero for one nation is the 
villain for others! Ameer Taimur was the descendant of 
Genghis Khan, the great Khan of Mongol empire and was 
in his fourth or fifth generation. Then, tracing his generation 
further down we come across Zaheer-ud-din Babur, the 
founder ofMughal Empire( about 6 or 7 generations later). 
He was a warrior and a conqueror, and marching with his 
ferocious armies, he destroyed major empires of the world; 
the Sultanate of Delhi in the center, the Mamluk empire in 
the south west and the great Persian empire in the east. It 
remains to be determined who massacred more men; 
Ameer Taimur or Genghis Khan!! One startling fact about 
Ameer Taimoor and even Babur is that that they were not 
descendants of Genghis Khan from the male blood line; 
instead they were linked to Genghis Khan through their 
mothers. The people in that era considered it a matter of 
honor to marry women from the lineage of Genghis Khan, 
so they were the son-in-laws of the Great Khan!! 

Our next destination was Bokhara. The place is 
famous for hundreds of well-preserved mosques, 
madrassas, bazaars and caravanserais, dating largely from 
the 9th to the 17th centuries. The Kalyan Minaret, Mir Arab 
Madrasa, Bukhara Fortress and the Ark are famous places. 
From Bokhara we returned to Tashkent and stayed there for 
two more days. Tashkent is an amalgam of old and new. The 
country got independence from Russia in 1992 and is 
barely 25 year old. One can see signs of modernization and 
development, with evidence of strong infrastructure. There 
are wide shady well carpeted roads, modern shopping 
plazas, and underground Metro with three crisscrnssing 
lines. The city is full of activity; people enjoying food in 
restaurants, children playing, families roaming around in a 
serene and peaceful, terror-free environment. The women 
mostly wear European dress but some wear Shalwar 
Kameez too, though more so in the periphery. Hence, one 

may infer that we inherited our dre from the zbek . 
Bars and nightclub are common. Sadly ho\:ve er, 
mo ques are less populated-although 8 °/o of th 
population is Mu lim. Standing tall and prominent in the 
city centre is the Tashkent TV tower, with an elegant 
revolving restaurant on top. 

One interesting challenge in Uzbeki tan is the 
language barrier. The natives speak Rus ian or Uzbek and 
English is hardly understood. If you are not lucky enough 
to have the luxury of an English speaking guide, you may 
find yourself in trouble. Don't be perturbed, and try the 
Google Translator on the speech mode( an offiine version 
is also available)! That is what I did whenever I wa 

without a guide. There is little for shopping there except 
for souvenirs. Nevertheless, you ought to be careful. If 
you buy some hand painted murals, oil on canvas or silk 
sheets, don't forget to take a letter from their ministry of 
culture, as you may face a lot of interrogation at the airport 
by custom authorities. That's why my last encounter with 
the Uzbek people was not so pleasant; I was stopped by 
them and the paintings I had bought were almost 
confiscated. It was only on the plea of brotherhood as a 
tourist from a friendly Muslim country that saved the day 
for me. Anyway, if you are a history lover, Uzbekistan is a 
must visit. You can have a taste of Europe at subsidized 
rates and above all,it is only two and half hours away from 
us!! 





- In 2016, my little brother, who was a 4th year student at 
King Edward Medical University, passed away 
unexpectedly. Ever since then, my parents and I have 
established Zain-ul-Haq Foundation in his name. I am its 
General Secretary and every weekend, so many poor 
people show up at this clinic for free checkups and free 
medications. 
- in 2017, I attended a Clinical Cardiology elective at 
Mount Sinai, New York and an Internal Medicine elective 
at Swedish Covenant Hospital, Chicago. 

At the start of 201 7, I became a doctor and currently I am 
working at Shalamar Hospital as a House Officer. I plan on 
improving my credentials further and taking my exams in 
order to specialize and to be able to help more people in the 
future. I will also never give up on playing my violin and 
travelling. My message to my juniors is that I did all that I 
could in these five years of medical school, without failing 
any professional exams at all and so can YOU. Push 
yourself, try different things and you will manage to do a lot 
more than just study. Study when you have to but please 
shape your personalities by finding a hobby or something 
else that you are good at. Everyone faces hardships but it 
matters how you deal with them. You should not be JUST a 
doctor, you should be a good person who has many hobbies 
or talents so that ten years from now, you don't look back at 
your life with regrets. Help each other, be kind, do not let 
anyone tell you that you can't do something and spread love 
in the world. All the best! 



I 

House Job Hacks 

Getting through final examination is the hardest thing a 
medical student has to do. Well, I would only suggest 
you to believe this if you agree to the notion, "Once you 

pass matric, your life will become a bed of roses". 
You may steer clear of this article if you intend to waste I mean 
spend your time and energy wholeheartedly during the house 
job. 
Here is a list of some priceless advices (read tricks) to help you 
get through house job. 

· If the major blow to your self-esteem during the five 
years ofMBBS was being scolded in front of the entire 
class or being humiliated for a poor history in front of 
the patients, then it is the right time to start 
learning ways to tackle attacks on self-
respect graciously. Your only saving 
grace would be if you are scolded in 
English and the patient as well as 
attendant cannot 

comprehend the 

language. 

A 
the 

0 

FARAH MUNIR (BATCH'15) 
Comic sketches by NIDA ZUBIAR 4thyear 

induction, choose the Department of Gynecology & Obstetrics 
and Department of Pediatrics at your own risk. You may 

question why but you will get your answer in the first three 
months of house job from fellows rotating in the a 
forementioned specialties. 

When it comes to sleeping on a call, there are two rules. 
First, the resident gets the bed and he does not have to share it 

with anyone; secondly clearing FCPS part-1 grants immunity 
to waking up at night for a call from ward. By default, The 
House Officer has to share a bed and manage all calls. But don't 
be sad, you will find numerous bed bugs ready to welcome you 
warmly every time. The solution 

is to bring your own sheets and pillow. Although on your 
way to the ward you might get questioned several times on what 
expedition are you going on? 

person 
who 



took your pen, hold a paper and pretend to be in a hurry to write 

something (be vocal about it being an order from a Professor). 

Ask for a pen and whilst you do it extend your hand in the 

direction of the specified pe rson. And TADA! Problem solved. 

During house j o b, keep your friend s close and 

stethoscope closer especially if you have an expensive one. 

Mark this word of advice and thank me later, "never buy a black 

Littman stethoscope" . Studies suggest the chances of 

misplacing a black Littman stethoscope are always higher. Well 

not exactly a scientific s tudy but an experience based 

deduction. 

Prepare yourself fo r situations like waking up at 3 a.m. 

only to discover that the patient had an episode offever thared 

years ago, which is certainly related to the current ailment 

according to the attendant. Moreover, requests for talking to 

and explaining the condition to a doctor belonging to the 

patient's fami ly are frequent. Surprisingly, some of them are 

medical students who are often clueless about the clinical 

terminologies. 

Come up with practical , reasonable and adequate 

answers to questions like "Can I give milk to my patient now 

(where now refers to 2 a.m. )?","My aunt once developed a sore 

throat due to peach juice. We only have peach juice available, 

can I give this to patient at the moment (where at the moment 

is usually be 4 a.m.)? 

These questions are more likely to wake you 
u p from deep sleep than nightmares. 

Never do any assigned task 

w ith so mu c h efficiency and 

perfection that it becomes your 

duty. Also, never volunteer 

to present a case to 

Profess or during . 
round especially ~~ams 
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be the only way to avoid getting a presentation. Furthermore, 

denying having a laptop can be an effecti ve alternative. 

· Always have good relationships with the paramedical 

staff. You will not only get a reward for the courtesy in the 

hereafter but this might be your key to an uninterrupted sleep at 

night. Just like a little humility goes a long way, a cup of tea 

along with a samosa will go a longer way. 

Requests for treats are made like religious obligations 

from House Officers. Usually they are asked when you 

successfully perform a procedure for the first time. Don't run 

away from these procedures as it may hinder your learning 

process. However, it is always a choice to say that, "this isn't the 

first time I am doing it". Claiming to have had done it in the final 

year and/or internship will save a lot of money. 

If you have a car never tell anyone in the ward about it. 

Otherwise you will be forced to offer free transportation for 

every seminar, recreation trips and lunch. If unfortunately 

someone discovers about it and asks you for a favor, it is always 

wise to excuse by saying "my parents don't allow this". 

In case a Professor asks a question from a resident and 

he/she fails to answer, even if you are 100% sure of the answer 

and the Professor promises you an Oscar as a reward, don't I 

repeat DON'T answer it. The professor will leave the ward 

right after the round, leaving you at the mercy of the resident. 

Although hectic routines, humiliation and long working 
hours are a part of house job, there is no doubt that once 
it is over you will recall it as a golden period of your 
career. Believe me, once you are done with the 
house job, life will become a bed of roses 
(although the roses may have more thorns 
than petals). 





1st International 

Medical Conference 
Shalamar Medical and Dental College organized 
the first International Conference on Innovations in 
Healthcare on 3'd_5•h February 2017. The 
conference was a major success towards the 
positioning of requirement for the academic 
discipline (healthcare) within medical and nursing 
education system. The event gained it prominence 
when universal health coverage is being debated. 

The deliberations and talks of the Pakistanis as well 
international experts were recorded and released as 
the report of international consultation on 
healthcare program. 

The international conference was attended by 
foreign delegates, senior policy makers, 
government officials and all major stake holders in 
the healthcare system. Muhammad Tayyab Lehri, 
Additional Secretary Education Government of 
Pakistan, was the Chief Guest of this conference. 

He elaborated on the requirement of healthcare experts in the 
public health system. 

The conference attracted leading Pakistani as well as 
international experts in the area of healthcare with a common 
objective to define this discipline. The delegates benefitted 
from deliberations of the learned faculty from all over the 
world. Several interesting sessions on clinical practice and 
management were organized. A large number of pre­
conference workshops were also organized. 

The conference was also an endeavor to encourage the 
younger generation of medical doctors to opt for a career in 
community based healthcare delivery system. Participation of 
medical students, young doctors and foreign delegates was the 
hallmark of this event. The conference demolished the myth 
that young doctors in Pakistan are not interested in primary 
healthcare. 
The conference received academic support and endorsement 
from nationally as well as internationally reputed medical 
institutes. Conferences advance our understanding, knowledge 
and practices. The first academic conference organized to 
discuss and develop so many innovations in healthcare, 
achieved many objectives in Pakistan. 
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-g Convocation of SMDC 
('I Report by: Muzna Akram Anjum 41

h year MBBS 

Housed in a serene lush green campus, Shalamar 
Medical and Dental College was established in 
the year 2009 with a vision to evolve and 

develop skill based systems for the effective delivery of 
knowledge and to equip young doctors with dedication 
and commitment to excel in all spheres of life. The 
college currently is in its 9'h year of existence and stands 
committed and steadfast in its resolve which was visible 
in the 2"d convocation ceremony held on Saturday 3'd 
December 2016. 

Justice Khalil-ur-Rehman Ramday, former judge of 
Supreme Court of Pakistan, graced the occasion as the 
chief guest of the ceremony. 

The convocation began with a majestic and grand 
academic procession followed by the recitation of the 
Holy Quran and National Anthem. 

Secretary Organizing committee, Prof M A Wajid 
warmly welcomed the Chief Guest, dignitaries, 
graduates, parents and guests. 

The ceremony was formally opened by Professor M. 
Zahid Bashir, principal Shalamar Medical and Dental 
College. In his speech, he emphasized of the long 

cherished dream of the Institute to provide high quality 
health care to the community and highlighted the 
upcoming projects for the development of college. Maj. 
Gen(R) Prof. Muhammad Aslam Vice Chancellor 
University of Health Sciences, Lahore awarded degrees 
to the graduates in the MBBS program. 

Dr. lfrah N aeem was awarded the medal for 
Valedictorian for the 2011-2016 Session. She also 
secured 16 shields for class and subject positions. 
After the distribution of degrees, the oath taking of the 

degree recipients was conducted. This was followed by 
the Convocation Address of the Chief Guest. The 

graduates and the guests were notably impressed by the 
splendor of the ceremonial traditions and the grandeur of 
the convocation arena in which the ceremony took place. 

The ceremony ended with a ray of hope and joy that is 
sure to inspire the students and faculty of this college in 
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Shala mar 

Arts & Photography Club 
SHRLRmARIAns 
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The Shalamarian Arts and Photography Club 
(SAPC) has been up and running since the past 
four years and has organized many successful 

events in SMDC. The student members have been 
working tirelessly under the leadership of Dr. Maryam 
R Tarar. For the current year, the members of the SAPC 
hosted the "4th Shalamarians Arts Olympiad" on 
March 29th , 2017. The area outside the college cafeteria 
looked like a scene from an authentic French art gallery, 
tables were turned into on spot live studios where 
participants from other medical colleges worked their 
magic and created wonderful art. Distinguished artist 
Mr. Jamil Hussain and Mrs. Sofia Shahzad, renowned 
photographer Mr. Irfan Ahsan acted as judges for the 
event. 

The "Film Festival" held on April 26'h, 2017 proved to 
be a huge success. The submissions were received from 

medical colleges from all over Punjab and were highly 
appreciated. Shalamrians Arts and Photography Club 
presented their music video "Malaal" which was 
hugely applauded. Dr Ejaz Waris graced the event with 
his esteemed presence and enthralled the fully packed 
college auditorium audience while conducting the 
shield distribution event. 

This year, the elected presidents Aizaz Ahmad Khan, 
Brishna Khan, and Zara Neuman Asher proved their 
worth by adding two more events to their credit; the 
"Photowalk" by SAPC to walled city of Lahore on 
January 7'h,2017 and on spot painting competition "Art 
Attack 17" on February 9'h, 2017. These events turned 
out to be tremendously successful and gained 
popularity, not only in the students of Shalamar 
Medical and College, but also in other institutes of the 
provmce. 



SMDC 

Dramatics Club 

The Dramatics Society of SMDC was founded in 
2013. It is under the supervision of faculty heads Dr 
Saleem and Dr Saadia Shehzad. The success journey 

of this society would not have been possible without these 
two great mentors. Organizing stellar events year after year, 
and each year surpassing its own enormous benchmark set 
by the previous year, this year was no difference. 

The first INTERCOLLEGIATE Dramatics event was 
held on l 1th March,2017, which was due to endless efforts 
of the society presidents, M.Habib Mumtaaz and Abeera 
Saud. The event was a first of its kind and consisted of a 
constellation of amazing performances from educational 
institutions from all over the Punjab, in three different 
categories: Short Play, Comedy and Dance. 
Honorable chief guests were KHALIL UR REHMAN and 
DILAWAR MALIK. AIMC won first prize in Short play 
and Dance category, whereas SKMDC got first prize in 
Comedy category. 

After this huge success, the most awaited event of SMDC, 

ANNUAL DRAMATICA 201 7, was held on 6th May, 2017. 
Organizing this event was not an easy task but the members 
of the society put their entire effort and their hard work paid 
off as the event was a huge success. 

Chief Guest was IMRAN ASHRAF whose presence took 
this event to a great level. There were 4 plays out of which 
TAKRAR won the first prize. 

The best part the event was the play "SHALAMAR 
SHOW" performed by the members of the society which 
was highly appreciated by the audience. 

Best male actor: Hamza Zaheer and Muzammil 
Best female actor: Abeera saud 
Best drama: Takrar 
Best Dance: Jamal's dance 

The event was ended with a sumptuous dinner. 
Presidents: M.HABIB MUMTAZ 

ABEERASAUD 



SMDC 

Literary Society 
SMDC Literary Society remained very active throughout the 
academic year 2016 - 2017. In keeping with the tradition of 
conducting debating competitions and Mushairas, thi year 
we broadened our horizon to increase the participation of the 
tudents of SMDC in a variety ofliterary avenues. The ociety 

conducted three major events and many regular activities 
throughout the year. 
The Inter-class Debating Competition wa first such event in 
which students from all classes participated enthusiastically. 
This brought out bright new talentand the known experienced 
debaters also demonstrated their heart winning talents. Shafiq 
ur Rehman from 4th Year stood 1st & Rafaqat Masood from 
3rd Year stood 2nd in Urdu Category. In English Category, 
Makhdoom Haris from 1st Year stood 1st & Tehreem Hassan 
from 2nd Year stood 2nd. While in humorous category, Ali 

Shan Malik from 1 t Year & Maryam 1az from 3rd Year won 
the prize . Moreover, Muhammad Dawood from 4th Year 
(Vice Pre ident) wa awarded the prize of'Honorary peaker'. 
The ociety a new serie of literary circle gathering to allo~ 
students to share their own poetry or pro e or el e to read 
pieces from renowned writers and poet in Urdu, Engli hand 
Punjabi. 
The major debating event was 4th All Paki tan Trilingual 
Declamation Competition which wa held on 15th March 
201 7 in which more than 25 team from all over Pakistan 
participated. The contestants spoke to a jam paced auditorium 
and the team trophy was lifted by GCU, Lahore. 
Members of SMDC Literary Society also contested in more 
than 14 competitions of debating and poetry representing 
SMDC in institutions like GCU, KEMU, UET Lahore, UCL 



Lahore, FMH Lahore, NUST Islamabad, UET Faisalabad, 
FAST Lahore, Lahore Garrison University and many others. 
Muhammad Rehman Zia from 4th Year (Vice President) 
won honors in various competitons by attaining 1st Position 
at FAST, GCU Lahore & UCL Lahore. He also got 3rd 
Position in Chief Minister Debates. 
The most remarkable and memorable event of the year for 
SMDC was 'Mehfil - e - Fikr - 0 - Fun' which was trend 
setter for variety of presentations by the students. It was held 
on 17th of May and included a poetry competition by 
students followed by an extra ordinary poetic presentation 
by three eminent senior poets; namely Prof. Hassan Kazmi, 
Mr. Abbas Taabish & Ms. Yasmeen Hameed. Their 
exceptional poetry electrified the brimming audience in the 
college auditorium. The event was inaugurated by famous 

singer and social worker 'Abrar-ul-Haq' who also presented 
the traditional turbans to Society's Faculty Incharges; 
Professor Dr. Mumtaz Hussain & Dr. Ammar Hameed Khan. 
The turbans were also presented to Student Presidents; Mr. 
Hafiz Muhammad Mansha & Ms. Mehak Yusuf. 'Heer 

Ranjha Story', an idea executed by Koma! Zahra (Vice 
President) presented as a combination of stage show, paly 
back heer recitations and video shoot scenes was hugely 
admired by the full house crowd. Qawwali of famous Sabri 
brothers presented by students was also a big hit. The show 
climaxed with the performance of 'RDB Band' that really 
enthralled the audience. Ecstatic dance by the students 
brought a memorable end to this fantastic event. 

All this could not have been possible without the continuous 
efforts of the Faculty Incharges of SMDC Literary Society; 
Prof. Dr. Mumtaz Hussain, Dr. Ammar Hameed Khan & Dr. 
Lubna Riaz Dar. 

SMDC Literary Society is particularly thankful to Principal 
SMDC; Prof. Dr. M. Zahid Bashir for his dedication, 
devotion, interest, moral and financial support without 
which the height of glory and memorable success could not 
have been possible. 



, 
It has always been a prestige for the SMDC musi'c society to arrange something youthful for the music lovers. 

This year a great show was witnessed by the shalamarians on 14th of april,2017 when "CALL-the band" 
performed some rocking songs. The famous songs were "Laari chooti" "Humse hai ye zamana" were also 

performed by the Band which stunned the audience speechless. 

I 
I 



Annual Sports 2017 
Prof Humad N Rana, Dr Tahir Naeem and Mr Dawood Zubair 

The healthy mind goes hand in hand with the healthy 
body. Shalamar Medical & Dental College looks after 
the needs of its students in all respects and holding 

sports festivities is just a part of it. During current year, 
following opportunities were offered to the students to build 
up their physical fitness. 

Annual Sports 2017: 
The Sports Club, under the patronage of Prof M Zahid Bashir 
Principal SMDC, the guidance of Prof Humad Naeem Rana 

President, the supervision of Dr Tahir Naeem Secretary, and 
the captaincy of Mr Faaiz Sultan held the seventh Annual 

Tennis Tournaments. 

Special Note ofThanks: 
The Sports Club is grateful to all those who contributed in 
making these events as successful as they were. We would 
mention Dr Irfan Ali Syed, GM (BD) and his team, Mr 

Khawar Aziz, GM (Admin SMDC) and his team for their 
continuous support during both events. Members of the 
Students' Body especially Captain Faaiz Sultan, Vice Captain 
Nouman Zaib and Media Coordinator Dawood Zubair and 
both male and female joint secretaries (Shouzab Riaz and 
Anaab Basharat), events coordinator (Mansab Ashfaq) and 
Mr Abdul Hakeem patiently handled all the matters assigned 

Sports in February 2017. Many senior faculty members tothemandmuchmore. 
coordinated different games. Their contributions were highly 
appreciated. In addition, members of the students' body 
worked tirelessly to make the event successful. 
Spread over two week-ends (11,12 & 18, 19 Feb), the sports 
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