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“Development is being sought in every walk of life and you have to take on this process of development. Are
you 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.”

(M. Ali Jinnah)



MESSAGE
Prof. M. Zahid Bashir

Principal

It is a source of immense pleasure to note that the College Magazine “Axon” has now become a
regular literary activity by launching its fourth edition this year. This acclaimed accomplishment
could not have been possible without painstaking efforts of the College Editorial Board as well as
valuable and scholarly contributions from the students, faculty as well as staff members. e

>

Literary pursuits are part and parcel of an educational institution because such endeavours
indisputably play a much diversified role in the upbringing of any aspiring medical graduate; and
the College Magazine “Axon” is amply contributing towards achieving this desired end. For which, |
congratulate the Editorial Board for issuing fourth edition of the “Axon” and making it a real
success. Hopefully, this literary venture will win more laurels in the years to come.

Best Wishes.
Prof. M. Zahid Bashir




MESSAGE
Prof. M.A. Wajid

Patron

ear Stude_nts,

The new edition of Axon s in your hands.
ThIS year the new editorial board has
- worked very hard to put together an
outstanding edition.

This volume is more entertaining, more
informative and more useful. From light-
hearted contributions to serious thought
provoking ideas and ideals, from poetry
to prose, both in English and Urdu- the
Editorial team has packed everything in
this volume.

hank you for all the feedback. We
ceived as it has helped us to
corporate the new ideas. Similarly we
will like your feedback and contributions
for the next volume as well. As feed -
backis the fuel which drives progress.

‘Enjoy this issue and do let us know if
there are any topics you'd like to see
covered in the future.

‘ Wish you happy reading!

% Prof MA Wajid FRCS, | ——
FRCS (Tr. & Orth)




BRIORAL.

The Pursuit

A perception becomes a thought which molds
into an idea and when conveyed by words, makes
allthe difference.

It's a privilege to have been appointed as the
Editor-In-Chief of Shalamar's official magazine. |
would very much like to thank Dr. M.A. Wajid —
Patron Axon, for putting his trust in me and Dr.
Nabhan Ahmed - Ex - Chief Editor, for his guidance.
I'm extremely grateful to Dr. Zahid Bashir— Principal
Shalamar Medical and Dental College, for his
acknowledgement and appreciation for our issue
every year.

Being a part of AXON since the very first edition
has been quite a learning experience; while being
an editor-In-Chief was a different and a challenging
one! Collation of a remarkable magazine was not a
plain sailing task. Decision - making, planning,
designing, meeting deadlines, editing and re-
editing, itwas hi’:(y an arduous yet indelible journey.

Credits of this laudable achievement go to the
editorial Board members, who have invested their
precious time and a high level of expertise and
diligence into preparation of this edition. | am
extremely exhilarated by the student response and
undoubtedly, we owe the ingenuity of our content to
all the creative minds of SMDC. | feel indebted to
the Editors, Javairia Abdul Rehman and Rana
Hanan, not only for their constant support but also
for sharing the burden quite conveniently!

This edition continues our tradition of offering a rich
collection of scholarly articles, riveting issues,
_ thrilling humor and a true reflection of our life as a
medical student. We have also introduced some
new sections and very exciting interviews for you! |
would like to extend my gratitude to the honorable
faculty members for their kind contribution and
inspirational messages.

To our dear Readers, thank you all for your
feedback and response every year, this has only
inspired us to work harder. Hope you enjoy reading!

| am pleased to introduce the 4" edition of AXON —
Shalamar's Official Magazine to you!

Numrah Nawaz
Editor-In-Chief




EDITORIAL

Editor's Word

o Axon has been much more than jUSt a co-curricular
- “Factivity for me; rather it has been a journey filled with
~ valuable experiences. Being a member of the board
' has taught me the importance of teamwork, meeting
deadlines, communicating effectively and much
more. :

~ Being a part of Team Axon since the first edition, |
hold it very close to my heart. We have worked
tirelessly to ensure that the end product is an
amalgam of thought provoking literature, titillating
humor and most importantly, a reflection of your
voice. We have tried to enliven the magazine even
more this time around and have added some much
needed innovation and exciting new sections. | am
- extremely thankful to the Chief Editor Numrah
Nawaz and the Co-Editor Rana Hanan, and
ofcourse my creative English team for being a
constant support and for being equally invested in
ensuring thatis the best edition till date.

What you hold in front of you is not merely a block of
paper with words but a combined effort of many
creative minds; however, there always remains
rroom for |mprovement and we would welcome your
uggestlons . :

| hope you drive ais much pleasure in reading it as
\ we did in putting in together, and | hope there is a
‘- piecein here somewhere that resonates with you.

}ﬁ Javairia Abdul Rehman
7 English Editor
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Ex-Chief Editor

It is my proud privilege to pen down a message for the 4th
Edition of AXON. | 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. | hope this legacy
will continue infuture aswell.
Good Luck!

Dr. Nabhan Ahmed
Ex-Chief Editor.

AXONIAN OF THE YEAR ALUMNI MEMBER

Nimra Jamil
(Batch ‘16)

GUEST MEMBERS

Zahid Hafiz
(1st year, MBBS)

Samar Raza
(1st year, MBBS)

Awais Mustafa
(4th Year Mbbs)
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TAQWA

“Call on Allah with fear and longing (in your hearts)”

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 Istighfar (tawbah) with sincerity

and humility!

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

Saadia Mustafa | 2nd Year, MBBS

(Al-A'raf, 56)

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 turn 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 what Jannah 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 of us!

“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 corner of the world
at about every possible moment.
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
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Latin library in Europe had only 600 parchment
books.

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.

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.

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

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

11-

primarily responsible for saving the works of
Aristotle, whose ideas would later dominate both
the Christian and Muslim worlds.

The word "algebra" is derived from the Arabic
word 2l 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

13

14

15

16

17

18

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.

Ibn Mu‘adh al-Jayyanti 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.

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

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.
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.
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 Justice of AI-Farooq

(Faiza Akhtar - 4th Year, MBBS)

he Prophet(PBUH) said,
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-Faroogq, the
one who clearly distinguishes the truth 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.” (Sahih Bukhari:5735)

One of the key qualities of Umar(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, Jerusalem offered a truce, provided that the Khalifa

“if there were to be a

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 aresult, 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
Jerusalem, 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.




Axon

The Gr“eat

Of Cordoba

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 661 until 750.
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

PYTLA Coths during the recent wars, he also extracted a tithe upon

Javairia Ahmed
4" Year, MBBS

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 I, 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 of all 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 Cérdoba 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 a new 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 its arcaded hypostyle 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 features
were: an open court (sahn) surrounded by arcades, screens 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, Cérdoba 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 1 8th 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 itselfin 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.
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Kaaba Arbab-E-Fan! Sitwat-E-Deen-E-Mubeen
Tujh Se Haram Martabat Andlusiyon Ki Zameen

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







| Fatima Shakeel

A DREA

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

| 4th year, MBBS

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?




GOD FORBID, DEPRESSED?

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

It is 3 am. Although I haven't slept for the past 48 hours, I

hisldll o crything they have been through for you, you are
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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 LIFE,

A BLESSING IN DISGUISE

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, ifnot 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
at 7:00 pm.
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 eatand everything.
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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, JIT 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-Fichal raha hay??"
Every time you go home from hostel you are treated like a
Royal. “Tears of happiness, wow!”

Nonetheless, hostel is a roller coaster ride in spite of its
good and bad sides, it will surely make anyone feel
nostalgic one day!!




THE ROAD MAP |ouierttres s

TO PEACE

ﬁ 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.

If we 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

2SN and address someone by saying Assalam-o-Alaikum that means

peace be upon you. Islam strongly recommends its followers to
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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, which Almighty Allah wants from us.
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SELF IMPORTANCE

Are 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
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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 of being judged
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!"




TECHNOLOGY EXPLOSIO

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. IPHONE 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,
SNl \here more than half of the accounts are fake! Twitter is the

ALK 10ttest database spot for every topic. Above all of these

I \acilitating our lives on basic needs has become the
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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.



THE "SAFE"CRIME?!

n the night of 16th December 2012, a young girl of 23 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 modern 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 of law 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
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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. NO! 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 clichés 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 ofa sense of right and wrong amongst all.

In short, it can be summed up in two lines:

"Don't tell your daughters not to step out in the night. Instead, teach
your sons better." ~Anon.




Axon

TOGETHER WE CAN, e

TOGETHER WE WILL

ver since [ realized the reality of my existence and

became conscious, [ 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
offer that is our purpose.
But what does this purpose lack?
The answer to this query, [ 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

PYSEA nation will suffer. Ibelieve that a man is capable of change
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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 I used to imagine I was living
there, but I never really expected I would.
[t'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 I asked 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 [ had, too, but
how 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 me
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



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 jet. 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. 'l don't give the orders
around here!'

His knees fell to the ground, the
adrenaline rush subsiding. A



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
imagine.

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 fora second
had he thought 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 puttri 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 ki//, it was worse than death itself.
'Idon'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
2nd year, MBBS

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.



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
amoment, 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 father's knuckles turn

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? 1 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, alook of disgust on his face.

"It was just once, Baba. I had to buy medicines for
Khalaurgently," 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? Chor,
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.



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”? 1 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, [
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 piffie 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

CALL FROM
GLASSWALL

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 of his 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 was of
geographical content. He observes
that his cities are attacked from !l
sides; sometimes it is Iran, Turke:,
others it is USSR and USA. He !
unable to find a solid reason behin
the killings. He questions hi:
father, why are my cities burning
Father says, “Because we are poo.
and Rich of the world rule poo
He asks, why do the rich rule
Reply is, “Because rich ar:
paramount to set rules and low
givers are the rulers”. He asks
another question 'why we are not
law givers'? Reply received
“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
aredoing all”.

The child is startled and makes up
his mind to change the world
around him. He promises himself
to give anew 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
killed. Instantly he rises up from
deep slumber, wet in perspiration.
He imagined how short and untrue
itall 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.

“Ifyou want to change the world, change yourself”. He gets a lesson
and feels for himself. People ar