
























































































































































~WILLIAM HARVEY 
Willam Harvey is accredited for De Motu Cordis (1628). Within which 
he demonstrated that the heart was a pump to circulate blood 
throughout the body. This overturned centuries of Galenic physiology 
teaching that there were two kinds of blood related to different body 
parts. Moreover, his doctrine of omne vivum ex ovo (all life comes from 
the egg) was the first definite statement against the idea of 
spontaneous generation. [1578-1657] 



In April 2021, living in the times of 
Corona when eve ryone was 
worried about ho w badly the 
lockdown conditions ca n affect an 
ordinary citizen fin ancially, there 
was a mind who be lieved in 
dedication and service to 
humanity. Backe d up by the 
compassion for h umanity, 
Muhammad Osama Riaz, an 
MBBS student of SMDC founded 
Shab Abi Talib and engaged with 
many other fellows in 
philanthropic efforts to help his 
countryfellows first because we 
know "Charity begins at home". 

Shab Abi talib derives its name 
from the valley where Prophet 
Muhammad (S. A. W) and his 
fellows took refuge when they 

were banished from Mecca and 
got deprived of protection of Ba nu 
hashim. So the name rem inds of 
the hardships and calamities faced 
by Our beloved Prophet and it 
gives courage to hearts that even 
in the hardest times, it 's the bel ief 
and resilience which keep you 
going. 

In harsh covid situations, Shab e 
Abi Talib comprising the team of 
few individuals, aspired to 
transform lives of people in 
underprivileged areas Pakistan as 
Thar, Balochistan, Gilgit baltistan, 
South Punjab etc. Having that 
altruistic spirit, they started doing 
small projects to help the needy 
and the destitute. By the grace of 
Allah, Shab Abi Talib got capable 

enough to establish a blood 
donating society and Umeed 
school where the children get 
education free of cost. 

We all know in 2022 Pakistan has 
gone through an unprecedented 
series of climate-induced 
disasters. In July, the early onset 
of monsoon, and flash floods 
across the country wreaked havoc 
on infrastructure, agriculture, 
water supply and most 
importantly the economy. The 
suffering individuals bore 
unrecoverable losses. In these 
difficult times, Shab e Abi Talib 
remained on forefront to help 
them and started their drive "HAQ 
HAQDAAR TAK''. By the grace of 
Allah Almighty, they successfully 



lives of people in underprivileged 
areas Pakistan as Thar, 
Balochistan, Gilgit baltistan, South 
Punjab etc. Having that altruistic 
spirit, they started doing small 
projects to help the needy and the 
destitute. By the grace of Allah, 
Shab Abi Talib got capable enough 
to establish a blood donating 
society and Umeed school where 
the children get education free of 
cost. 

We all know in 2022 Pakistan has 
gone through an unprecedented 
series of climate-induced 
disasters. In July, the early onset 
of monsoon, and flash floods 
across the country wreaked havoc 
on infrastructure, agriculture, 
water supply and most 
importantly the economy. The 
suffering individuals bore 
unrecoverable losses. In these 
difficult times, Shab e Abi Talib 
remained on forefront to help 
them and started their drive "HAQ 

HAQDAAR TAK". By the grace of 
Allah Almighty, they successfully 
collected donations beyond the 
expectations. The SM DC students 
and faculty both wholeheartedly 
took part in this noble initiative. 

Phase 1 and 2 of th is drive 
consisted of more than 2400 ration 
drives. They provided tents, shoes, 
clothes, and mosquito nets to the 
people suffering from the 



In April 2021, living in the times of 
Corona when everyone was worried 
about how badly the lockdown 
conditions can affect an ordinary 
citizen financially, there was a mind 
who believed in dedication and 
service to humanity. Backed up by 
the compassion for humanity, 
Muhammad Osama Riaz, an MBBS 
student of SMDC founded Shab Abi 
Talib and engaged with many other 
fellows in philanthropic efforts to 
help his countryfellows first 
because we know "Charity begins 
at home". 

Shab Abita lib derives its name from 
the valley where Prophet 
Muhammad (S. A. W) and his 
fellows took refuge when they were 
banished from Mecca and got 
deprived of protection of Banu 
hashim. So the name reminds of the 
hardships and calamities faced by 
Our beloved Prophet and it gives 
courage to hearts that even in the 
hardest times, it's the belief and 
resilience which keep you going. 

In harsh covid situations, Shab e Abi 
Talib comprising the team of few 
individuals, aspired to transform 
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Dr Jabeen, an exemplary human being and an extraordinary 
educationalist, served at Shala mar Medical and Dental College as a 
Professor of Anatomy. He not only managed to help the department 
flourish to new heights but also set the bar high in the field of 
Anatomy. 
Being the first doctor in his family, Dr. Jabeen worked hard to not 
only get admitted into medical school but also during his years as a 
student. After being unable to attend his mother's funeral due to an 
army posting in Balochistan, he decided to prefer his family and 
gained his position at Alla ma Iqbal Medical College as a Professor of 
Anatomy. 
Dr. Jabeen was known for his remarkable humility, as despite his 
academic success he chose to walk to work from his house. Apart 
from that, he exhibited generosity that only a few possess. In the 
clinic he ran, he never charged more than 50 rupees which not only 
included the consultation fee but also the cost of medicines as he 
believed in providing necessary healthcare to each person in society, 
whether rich or poor. 
Dr Jabeen had managed to mark his name in the vast field of 
Anatomy. Doctors and Anatomists from all around Pakistan 
accepted the fact that his gauge of knowledge would be far superior 
to anyone around him. People who visited Shalamar for 
International Conferences looked forward to his presence as he was 
an excellent teacher who had superior knowledge 
He is not only remembered as a respectable teacher but also for how 
he emphasised the importance of Anatomy in the life of a doctor. He 
was known for his famous words "there are 4 D's of Anatomy­
Dissection, Demonstrations, Diagrams, and Discussions" 

His contributions to medical science remind us of the lines of a 
famous poem by John Keats."An endless fountain of immortal 
drink, Pouring unto us from the heaven's brink." 

By Amina Sajid and Kasha! Naveed 



~JOHNSNOW 
John Snow is considered one of the fathers of epidemiology for his 
discovery that cholera was a specific, water-borne disease. He 
questioned the widely accepted miasmic theory of cholera, according 
to which it was poison in the air. Moreover, He pioneered the use of 
ether and chloroform as surgical anesthetics. Despite his thorough 
work, he never attempted to patent it. Instead, he published it and 
made it available to the masses. [1813-1858] 









The event captured the glow of the whole 
administration, medical students, faculty 
staff, doctors & allied students. It turned out 
to be the most interactive and memorable 
event in the history of Shalamar Medical 
College, where faculty members & students 
involved & participated in every talk. To the 
best, the auditorium was jam-packed. 

SMDC THEOLOGY SOCIETY also holded 
taraweeh prayer for boys on 4th floor for 
the 1st time, ALHAM DULILLAH. 
Utilising the resources to best, Society has 
introduced another important session with 
the fullest cooperation of respected Dr. 
Nadeem Hameed (Associate professor of 
pediatrics) & coordination of General 
Secretary & Joint Secretary of 4th year 
M BBS to arrange the Arabic grammatical 
classes on every Tuesday. 

This new initiative provided opportunity to 
many aspirers to learn Arabic language 
easily and to understand Holy Quran. These 
sessions are still in process where students, 
administration, & faculty members are also 
taking part enthusiastically. 

The story didn't end here, the society 
holded the "5th Annual Naat & Qiraat 
Competition" to polish the abilities of 
students and boost their confidence. Both 
medical undergraduates and allied students 
participated. 

This event grasps the attention of allied 
students prominently where their staff also 
participated the event very well making the 
event succesful. 

ALHAMDULILLAH ! 
Whole team of SMDC THEOLOGY SOCIETY 
played an immense role, & every one was 
involved to their best to make everything 
possible. As every society is run by their 
members, so in coming years more 
qualitative work and practices will be 
introduced in the society if everything 
continues to work with the same zeal and 
zest and new members will keep on joining 
us so we can produce the best. 

Presidents, 
Rana Ali Jabbar 
Zoya Azhar Khan 



SMDC THEOLOGY SOCIETY 
SHALAMAR MEDICAL AND DENTAL 
COLLEGE provides its students with the 
opportunities to polish their abilities to the 
fullest and recognize their hidden talents to 
make its students all rounder in every aspect. 

In addition to other societies, SMDC Husn-e­
Naat & Qiraat Society under the head of Dr. 
Ambreen Khalid and Dr. Hina Pasha played an 
illuminating role in boosting their graduates 
spiritually. But it was confined to only one 
event annually - Naat and Qiraat 
Competition. 

With the emerging advancements and 
increasing hustle and bustle of life, the need 
for being connecting spiritually to the 
Creator in every walk of life dominates. 

Keeping this in view, SM DC Husn-e-Naat & 
Qiraat Society was upgraded to "SMDC 
THEOLOGY SOCIETY" in 2022 to introduce 
motivational talks, soulful practices and 
adopt good habits. THEOLOGY is a divinely 
inspired human attempt to understand 

ALLAH. 

Under the new name of society, it'll sets r, " 

trends in the history of Shalmar by hold ing 
many succesful events and practices. 
In recent past, SMDC THEOLOGY SOCIETY 
invited the honourable guest Sir Tau ha lbn e 
Jalil, Country Head at Youth club at college in 
Ramadan to have a Motivational talk with 
medical youth. It was an event who granted 
access of outsiders from different medical 
and non medical students. 



We started the month of August with our 
Opening ceremony, followed by the Summer 
Fiesta. We also conducted Futsal league, indoor 
sports, Video games competition, Mr Shala mar 
and SSL league in August. We ended the month 
with a charity Futsal League between different 
societies for the flood effected individuals. We 
introduced two new categories in indoor sports. 
We completely revamped our video games 
competition by adding 5 new categories to it. 
We also introduced Mr Shala mar this year for all 
the body building enthusiasts. 
In memory of the Former HoD Anatomy, the 
Club renamed its Annual Futsal Competition to 
Professor Jabeen Memorial Futsal tournament. 
September was a busy month for the club as we 
conducted major events l.e Football, Cricket, 
Badminton and Basketball in it. We hope the 
next Cabinet will live upto its potential and 
ensure the society reaches new heights. 



SIHS SPORTS CLUB 
This year the Sports Club revived itself after a gap of one and a 
half years. This year was momentous for all of us involved. The 
Captains of this year were Muhammad Ali, Aimen Siddique 
and Nauman Afzal. 
The summary of the events that took place this year. We 
conducted a total of 15 events this calendar year. It is the 
highest number of events that took place in the history of 
Sports Club to date. We welcomed the school of Allied and the 
Nursing Department into our Club. We also had members from 
Hospital and HR compete in some our events. By promoting 
inclusiveness we renamed ourselves as the SI HS Sports club . 



SMDC DRAMATICS 
Shalmar Dramatics society was establ ished by the pioneer 
batch, under the guidance of Dr.Sadia and Dr. Saleem. 
Since then , dramatics society has been the most 
entertaining society in which all the students as well as 
faculty participates wholeheartedly. 
The Dramatica is no doubtedly one of the refreshing 
events of the year which left the audience startstuck and 
took them on a roller coaster of emotions with the best 
performances. 
Since last year it wasn't possible to held the event owning 
to corona and doing the event after a major gap was a 
difficult task despite it all the current year cabinet and the 
Presidents Hassaan Ahmad and Sana Waqar did the tough 
grind and bring one of the best events by the society. 
Fingers crossed that the upcoming batch keep the legacy 
of the society alive and Bang the doors of auditorium with 
the same whistles and the cheerful crowd. 



Movie Show to collect donations for 
flood victims ( 22 August 2022) 
Match Screening Pak vs India to collect 
donations for flood victims ( 28 August 
2022) 
Participated in Inter Society football 
match to collect donations for flood 
victims (31st August 2022) 
Match Screening Pak vs Sri to collect 
donations (11September2022) 
Mehfil e Fikrofun (30Sep 2022) 

• Arranged a workshop on breast self 
examination (6 Oct 2022) 

Moreover, students of Shalamar also 
participated and demonstrated their 
competency and ingenuity at national & 
international level and won many accolades 
for the Shalamar Medical and Dental 
College. 
Last but not the least SM DC Literary Society 
launched SM DC Journal; the official blog of 
Shalamar Medical & Dental College with a 
vision to give more opportunities to its 
students to write and experiment with their 
creativity while polishing their skills. The 
blog was received with acclamation by the 
Shalamarians. 
[ www.smdcjournal.wordpress.com} 
To sum up it can be said that SM DC Literary 
Society has been founded on solid 
foundations with decoration of enormous 
achievements. 
May Allah guide us for new glory and 
achievements 

SMD C LITERARY ~ V 

8TH SMDC All PAKIST 
TRI-LINGUAL DECLAMAT 

COMPET1TION '22 

IJmmittttfy 

Faculty Head 
Prof Or . Lubna Riaz Dar 

' , I ,,, 1UJ 
1 

1 

Pre 1dents 
Emad Munu 
lrwatheem1 



best of facilities and guidance with which individual participants and 
teams have represented SMDC Literary Society at various National and 
International platforms. SM DC Literary Society has completed its 8 years. 
SMDC literary Society currently presided by Emad Munir and lrva 
Cheema are actively engaged in organizing and creating any possible 
opportunities for students of SMDC and SIHS to stay connected with 
literary and debating activities. The goal is to emerge better than ever 
with hardwork and dedication by bringing out the best of talent we 
possess at Shala mar Institute. Under their presidency there is a series of 
events that have been held during the span of this whole year which 
includes; 
• Workshop by DR. Rehman Zia on Art of Delivering a Declamation (18 

March 2022) 
Intra College declamation and parlimentarydebate (24 March 2022) 

• Inter College declamation contest (26 May 2022) 
Campus Ambassadors for APLC All Pakistan Literary Competition. (27 
June 2022) 
Online inter+ Intra College literary competition (Submissions till 10 
July 2022) 

• Hosted HELEBIKER tour in Lahore and arranged a talk for society 
members (3rd August 2022) 
Independence day celebrations (14 August 2022) 



SMDC literary society was established in 2014 
and is certainly a widely acknowledged society 
among the literary and debating circles across 
country. Since its establishment the society has 
been progressing forward under the leadership 
of competitive Presidents and extremely 
talented orators, debaters and writers. The 
team together have been achieving milestone 
after milestone. 
SMDC literary society is fortunate to have Dr. 
Mumtaz Hussain, Dr Ammar Hameed Khan, Dr 
Lubna Riaz Dar, Dr Muneeb Ahmad & Dr Atta 
Ullah Khan Niazi as faculty heads who have been 
a consistent and strong support to the literary 
and debating circle of Shalamar Medical and 
Dental College and Shala mar Institute of Health 
Sciences and are the actual reason that society 
has reached this height. They established 
opportunities and provided students with the 



<> PARACELSUS 
Philippus Aureolus Theophrastus Bombastus von Hohenheim is 
commonly known as the father of toxicology. He pioneered a natural 
philosophy based on the chemical principles of tria prima. The Swiss 
physician is credited with providing the first clinical mention of 
unconsciousness. The germ theory was also anticipated by him as he 
proposed that diseases were entities in themselves rather than states 

of being. [1493-1542] 



consultant would show the 
same respect to a medical 
student that they would show 
to any other colleague.The 
patient influx is less than it is 
here, but there are reasons why 
their system is one of the best. 
They truly believe that time is 
money, so they'll feel as guilty 
about wasting anyone's time as 
they would if they were to cause 
someone a monetary loss. 
Before going there, a friend 
advised me that in the 
developed world, being on time 
is late, so be before time. And I 
saw it there. No matter what the 
inconvenience, whether you're 
a consultant or a house officer, 
show up at the crack of dawn 

and take the challenges of the 
day head on. You will be helped, 
but you won't be spoon-fed . 
You're mostly on your own, but 
always under a watch . You'll 
make some of the best friends, 
and you'll also know who to 
keep a distance from, but when 
you're working, it shouldn't 
show. You're not doctors there, 
you're one team. A team of 
consultants, senior registrars, 
house officers, pharmacists, 
physiotherapists, nurses, who 
have patients as mystery cases 
that need to be solved .What I 
have observed during my three 
months in the UK this year, is 
that life there is simple, but also 
complicated. You will be 

understood, helped and 
encouraged, petty matters 
won't be an issue, every once in 
a while someone would go out 
of their way to help, you'll have 
hundreds of facilities, but also 
quite a lot of responsibilities. 
You'll be happy but it will only be 
worth it if people you love can 
share it with you. It might be 
home, but it won't be Pakistan. 
So I'm praying that we better 
ourselves and eventually our 
system when we're in the 
position to do so, because our 
country is beautiful, we just 
need to make it equally 
flourishing and kind. 



people of this first world 
country that has been advanced 
since the beginning, still choose 
to walk. Yes, I saw them 
travelling in cars on motorways, 
but when in the city, everyone is 
together. Walking, cycling, 
riding an electric skooty, or 
taking the tram, bus or train. 
Some days even if I stepped out 
feeling sad or missing my family, 
I would still find several reasons 
to smile during the day because 
I would see something 
heartwarming. And then even 
the constant drizzle could not 
make my day gloomy.Because I 
travelled during the summer 
months, every once in a while 
I'd be lucky to see the sun 
shining in the blue sky, with a 
few clouds here and there that 
would change their shapes and 
positions within seconds. But on 
most days, the sky would be 
overcast and grey. It was a bit 
surprising for me that it never 
rained like it rains here in our 
country, to its full potential. It 
would rain there so quietly, 
constant ly, and if you would 
look a t it you won't be 

persuaded to take an umbrella 
before stepping out, but if you 
don't you'd be drenching in ten 
minutes. So, umbrella and a 
coat, two must haves for 
stepping out, even on a sunny 
day.Coming to the point that 
medical students would want to 
read about: my elective 
experience. It was amazing. Yes, 
their healthcare system is far 
more systematic and advanced, 
with notes being taken on 
electronic devices and patient's 
health record being available 
from the day they were born, 
but our doctors are not less than 
the UK's best. The consultants 
that I have come across during 
my five years in medical school 
lack nothing that the doctors 
practicing in the UK have. 
They're equally talented, 
competent, and hard working, 
despite the scarcity of resources 
and advanced technology in our 
country. Where we do lack, 
however, is lower down in the 
heirarchy. lnthe UK, notjustthe 
consultants were disciplined, 
but everyone else as well. This is 
why their working environment 

encourages everyone's growth 
and not putting anyone down. 
The dedication and honesty of 
everyone, from the helping staff 
to the most experienced doctor, 
was admirable. Once rules were 
made, they were for everyone. 
No one was a senior or junior. A 
pharmacist would respectfully 
point out a consultant's mistake 
without it becoming a matter of 
ego for anyone. And a 



I know I'm supposed to write a 
travelogue, but allow me to first 
tell you what led me to this 
opportunity so that others can 
benefit, too. A little over a year 
ago, a tribulation changed 
something in my heart and 
brought me to a point where the 
most peaceful I would feel 
throughout the day was on my 
prayer mat a little before Fajr. 
Those thirty minutes where I 
just poured my heart out to 
Allah have changed my life in 
ways I could have never 
imagined.And this is when I saw 
it: packing my bags, leaving for 
the UK to take electives in Adult 
Cardiac Surgery Department of 
Leeds General Infirmary. It was 

• 

an eight hour long flight, and I 
was _ a little nervous. But the 

moment I stepped out of the 
airplane, I was welcomed with 
smiles, of people who had 
nothing to do with me but chose 
to be kind. It's a thing there, to 
smile at strangers. On one hand 
they'll just be mindingtheir own 
business, and on the other hand 
they'll give the sweetest smile if 
you make eye contact. It made 
me understand why it's a 
sunnah to smile, because it 
makes a society so much more 
gentle and welcoming. This 
island that I had come to turned 
out to be more beautiful than I 
had imagined. I didn't have to 
painfully look up to see the top 
of the buildings touching the 
clouds, neither did I have to 
cross the widest roads. 
Everything was right there, so 
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MISHKAWT UN NOOR 
FINAL YEAR 

close to me and yet so majestic. 
I couldn't help but love the 
combination of architecture, 
where a building would look like 
it is dating far back to Roman 
architecture, only to open its 
door to the present day 21st 
century contemporary.The 



forget to enjoy each drop of rain 
to the fullest beca use eventually 
you will be ret urni ng to the 
scorching heat of Lahore. 
Have some army ki special paani 
wali ch ai and fr ies whilst enjoying 
the pretty aesthetic view of the 
golf club & if your resort is right 
next to the club maybe you can 
run and have a race down the 
mou ntain with your brother 
rathe r than trave lli ng the big 2 
kms on your dads Sportage. 
Instead of spending your time on 
twitter witnessing a stupid 
argument on whether Arsenal is a 
bigger club or Manchester City 
maybe you can sit on a swing and 
relish the breath taking view of 

the mountains & the clouds 
whilst you take a sip of your hot 
delicious tea or coffee if you're 
fancy. 
If you think the pictures weren't 
that good you can always go back 
to the golf club and click some 
more. Maybe go to PC Bhurban 
for the sake of old days when you 
used to visit there twice a year 
and the whole map of it is 
sketched in your mind as if its 
your nani ka ghar and have some 
flavorsome pizza in terrace cafe 
as the sun sets right in front of 
you and its orange light hits the 
mountains in a dazzling way. 
On your way back, if there's time 
for you to make a little stop, check 

out the famous savour foods and 
even if you have to wait a little to 
get a table, 'ghabrana nahi ha ' 
because eventually the pulao 
you'll eat will be worth the wait­
er maybe not- either case it ' ll be a 
fun adventure. 
And even if you didn't get your 
promised 1 hour of motorway 
drive do not kill the mood & enjoy 
the antakshari and do not worry 
about anything, nobody will 
judge you. You can most 
definitely trust this lot. 
Take a lot of pictures, don't let the 
memories fade away. Breath in 
the blue skies and the white 
clouds, the bright days and the 
dark sacred cold nights. 



AYESHA WARIS 
THIRD YEAR 

Who doesn't love an opportunity 
to getaway from the busy 
schedule we usually live our lives 
by and what better place to go on 
vacations than in the mountains. 
Now, whilst Murree has become 
a real common place and it isn't 
that big of a deal to go to, it still 
does the work and you can have 
some time off, away from the 
hectic workout of life. Even if it's 
just for a couple of days you'll feel 
much better, recharged and 
motivated after spending some 
time away from all the toxicity of 
social media and hustles of town . 
If you do have some relative who 
resides in Islamabad, you can stay 
there for a day & go race like 
Lewis Hamilton on the sleek Go 
Karttrack of Islamabad or you can 
of course go directly to your 
destination if you aren't that big 

of a Fl fan. 
Now, if you are lucky it might start 
raining right when you start the 
hike towards your resort. Do not 



sou ven ir shopping while 
exp lori ng foreign cultures, 
Chinatown is the place for you! I 
mean who doesn 't love cute and 
cheap goodies, I know I love 
kaw aii so "squishable" for 
definitely the right choice for me. 
They had so many different 
plushies in different food options, 
color options and even cute dogs 
in litt le outfits that look like other 
animals. I ended up getting a dog 
in a sushi costume because I just 
can't say no to dogs or food and 
definitely not to both. And to end 
our day on a sweeter note, we 
went to the infamous restaurant 
"Mango Mango" where 
everything on the menu and I 
mean everything is made of 
mangoes! They somehow paired 
the mango's strong and 
distinctive flavor in complete 
harmony with all the other 
ingredients. There's even a swing 
in the shape of a giant mango and 
I dam n w ell appreciate the 
dedication. 
Cloud Gate, aka "The Bean", is 
one of Ch icago's most popular 
sights. The monumental work of 
art a nch ors downtown 
MillennL .. .rn Park and reflects the 
entire c f' s famous skyline and 
the surr m ding green space. It 
was bL t as an interactive 
sculpt u ' i nspired by liquid 
mercu r w here visitors can 
touch, l serve their unique 
reflectio1 , and walk through the 
art. Extrc n ely aesthetic I'd say. 
But if you plan on taking a selfie 
through t he reflection, heads up, 
it may look something out of a 
carnival mirror, believe me I tried. 
As for other interactive works of 
art, thee first time I saw Crown 
Fountai n, I was equal parts 
entertained and blown away. It is 

the perfect way to cool off during 
the summers and bring out your 
inner child as you run through the 
sprays of water making splashes 
all the way. Fear no judgement 
people! 

Now I am a strictly a sunset 
person so it was only perfect for 
me to get my ticket for the sunset 
cruise that gave you the best view 
of the city's skyline at sunset 
which is one of the top 10 most 
beautiful skylines in the world. As 
the sun began to descend we 
grabbed a hot cup of doodh patti 
and burgers from "Chiya Chai" on 
the Riverwalk and hopped on the 
cruise. The swift ride from the 
riverside to out in the open in the 
enormous man made lake, Lake 

Michigan, gave the view of the 
entire city making you constantly 
turn your head so you wouldn 't 
miss a single window, a single 
light, a single thing .The feel of a 
brisk breeze as we cruised along 
the Chicago River wasn 't the only 
thing that gave me goose bumps. 
It was the sight of those tall 
towering buildings that look like 
they held up the mighty sky is 
what made me feel incredibly 
small. It really leaves you in awe 
to think that man came into this 
world lost and desperately trying 
to survive in the wilderness 
against all odds and millions of 
years later he has evolved to 
construct his own concrete 
jungle to rule. He does still get 
lost in it sometimes. 



gum, you never know if you'll pop 
an earortwo! 

As most of you know Chicago is 
called "The Windy City" of the 
States but what you don't know 
it's not the weather that gave it its 
name, its the people. Apparently 
the people of Chicago are known 
to be hot-headed so don't be 
surprised if you get honked at 
while being too slow crossing the 
street. Whoops. The pace of life 
in Chicago is fast. Once you get 
sucked into the race there is no 
going back so 'run Forrest run' or 
you'll miss your Uber and believe 
me you can't go on foot to 
anywhere here. Pro tip: time your 
Ubersoryou'll pay, literally! 
My trip to the Field museum was 
literally a dream come true for 
the dinosaur obsessed kid in me. 
From feeling puny in front of the 
iconic life size skeleton of the T 
rex to jumping step to step in the 
foot prints of a brachiosaurus, I 
realized if I was born in the 
Jurassic period I would've 
probably died while trying to a 
pet a dinosaur. Although, if I were 
to chose my favorite exhibit it 
would definitely be the "Evolving 
Planet" in which the Fossils 
collections and interactive 
displays show the earliest living 
animals and plants. A huge 
curved projection virtually 
surrounds the visitors with a 
recreated ancient sea brimming 
with life. There was even an 
activity that allowed visitors to 
see through the eyes of a 
trilobite, one of the first animals 
to develop vision. The tiny 
underwater creatures make for a 
stark comparison to the huge 
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dinosaurs and demonstrated the 
power of evolution and left me in 
awe. 

As a Lahori I am a sucker for good 
food and Chicago is known for 
delicious food, I mean it's no 
Lahore but it makes do. The city 
boasts its diversity and is home to 
many restaurants that serve 
various international cuisines -
from Moroccan to Japanese and 
nearly everything in between and 
if you are searching to satisfy that 
desi taste bud Devon street has 
got you covered to make you feel 
right at home. It's not called 
"Little India" or "Little Pakistan" 
for nothing. I personally loved 
Devon street not only because 
the authentic desi food but also 
because the hospitality and 
welcoming nature of the Asian 
community there. Walking down 
the street you'll see Pakistanis, 

Indians, Sikhs, Afghanis; the 
diversity is brimming and the 
example of togetherness they 
show just warms your heart. 
Let's also give a shout out to 
Chicago's local cuisine, including 
Chicago-style hot dogs and 
Chicago-style deep-dish pizza. 
Did you know the deep-dish pizza 
was invented in Chicago, those 
heavenly gooey layers of melted 
mozzarella and thick cherry-red 
tomato sauce weighing down a 
doughy bottom crust topped 
with fresh oregano and basil 
would tango on your buds, 
leaving you asking for an encore. 
Giordano's famous stuffed deep 
dish pizza was a must for every 
downtown visit we made. 
If you're up for some unique 



Cone ete Jungles 

11). qt1ite ironic that I, out of all 
people, am writing a travelogue. 
Why, you may dsk? Because dear 
readers, I am strictly r ot a travel 
person . "Safar khoobsurat hai 
manzil se b' ; zada" yeah, not for 
everyone esp ially that kid who 
sits next to t e wir dow seat 
desperate ly trying to control 
their motion si ckness. Not a 
'Safar' person, but a suffer 
person, however, sometimes all 
the suffering is worth it and 
here's my take on it. 
One of the biggest 
disappointments I have about 
the 21st century is probably that 
humans haven't invented 
teleportation yet. I mean you can 
send a man to the moon but can't 
just zap one around here on 
earth? I guess we'll have to make 
do with generic modes of 

transportation. 11,640 km is 
exactly how far Chicago is from 
Lahore . 11,640 km is a lot, even if 
you're on a plane. 15 hours is a 
lot, even if you're on a plane, and 
this doesn't even include the 
connecting flight which is an 
additional 5 hours with a lay over 
of 4 hours making a total of 24 
hours of constant travel. Now 
that's more than a lot. So what do 
you do when you can't bear 
travelling and yet have to travel 
halfway a cross the planet? You 
do drugs. No kidding. If you are 
anything like me you would really 
load up on sleeping pills to "kill" 

the time by being unconscious, 

painkillers for possible 
headaches you get from the 
sleeping pills and anti-emetics for 
those surprise attacks of altitude 
sickness or just from the 
disgusting food. And that ladies 

and gentlemen is how you . 
survive long flights. Don't forget ' 

1 
I 



Galen 
Galen of Pergamon was the doctor of emperors and gladiators. Galen 
advanced Hippocrates' theory, creating a typology of human 
temperaments. He also did multiple dissections of primates. His work 
built the edifice onto which modern medicine is erected. Moreover, 
Galen's insistence on a rational, systematic approach to medicine set 

the template for Islamic medicine. [AD 129 -c. 216] 



The last page of Part 1 painted 
t he pic ture of Zuleikha . 
Zuleikh a, wh o has done 
everythi ng in her power to 
please a man, a mother-in-law 
and fulfi ll her duties. Zuleikha, 
who with her green eyes, sees 
her husband occupying a lofty 
pedestal, as is required of 
women. Zuleikha, who with 
her small and frail self, has 
managed to live through the 
beatings of the two people 
who make up her family. 
Zuleikha, who with her heavy 
heart, has suffered the loss of 
children. Zuleikha, who would 
stand up and grow to be a 
strong woman, as time moves 
along. Zuleikha, whose 
salvation would always lie with 
Yuzuf. 

The story continued to be a 
story of struggle and a harsh 
life, until the fates agreed upon 
wrapping ZLileikha in the 
whirlwind of the various 
disasters that accompany a 
war. And so, through the pages 
of Yakhina's book, I was 
wrapped up in the sight of 
whirlwind of various disasters 
that accompany a war. 
Through the pages of this 
story, I managed to see how 
dreams, if caught in the line of 
fire of tumultuous times, 
flowed out of tarpaulin sacks 
and withered within safe 
lockers and yet life always 
moved on, for better or worse, 
but moved on nonetheless. 
Everything that we ever held 
dear could be reduced to 
rubble and our sophisticated 
selves could be thrown all the 
way back to our primitive 
instincts where survival was all 
that mattered. 
At page 464, I was reading 
about all the things that were 
changing, about all the people 
who were leaving. And in a 
moment as light as air and as 
fleeting as time itself, I realised 
that the book was coming to an 
end. 
I read somewhere that we love 
big books because they come 
with a promise of never 

ending. I was reading the story 
towards the end where that 
promise stood at the sea 
shore, by a boat ready to take it 
away, looking at me, asking for 
a clearance, and a label of "A 
promise upheld over its alloted 
time span." And so, I did 
exactly that. I closed the book 
with the final notes about how 
unexpectedly different people 
come into our lives and take up 
room that we didn't know we 
had to offer and how 
sometimes, some of them 
leave with bittersweet 
memories stashed in parts of 
our soul that we don't know 
how to access. 
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THE ARCHER BY PAULO COELHO 
This book "The Archer" 
revolves around a legendary 
archer in some far flung town. 
Archers from all over the world 
try to reach this warrior and 
upon confronting him 
challenge him for battle. No 
matter who the challenger 
was, no one of them was able 
to defeat this charismatic 
warrior in archery. 
This man living alone, had 
given up archery and now was 
a Carpenter. One day a young 
boy following one of the 
challengers reached his 
doorstep. The child was 
awestruck by mysterious 
abilities of this man and asked 
for the secrets of his power. 
Upon this inquiry, the man 
revealed all the secrets which 
were the source of his 
motivation and power. He told 
the boy that he is a follower of 
a philosophy named "THE 
WAY of the BOW". According 
to this philosophy, a man's fate 
is dependent on three factors: 
the bow, the arrow and the 
target. 
The BOW: the centre of power 
for the archer. All of his 
intentions, emotions, practice 
and perseverance are 
reflected in the way in which 
he holds the bow. His 
confidence level and clarity 

• 

level of his mind all come in to 
play. 

I 

The ARROW: in the arrow lies 
all of his energies and tactics 
centred at one point. Once he 
draws the bowstring and fires 
the arrow, he can just watch it 
travelling towards his target 
and traversing hundreds of 
miles. If it doesn't hit the 
target, the archer must learn 
from it and move on. 
The TARGET: it is the goal of 
the archer which he wants to 
achieve, whether it's a piece of 
wood or an apple hanging 
down from the tree. The target 
is meaningful only because it is 
chosen by the archer 
otherwise it's merely a piece of 
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wood having no importance 
whatsoever. 
By this philosophy the writer 
makes a comparison between 
archery and the life goals of a 
common ma n. He urges the 
readers to put all of their sweat 
and energy in the efforts when 
he explains the way of holding 
the bowst ri ng. Whe n he 
narrates about the firing of an 
arrow from bowstrin g, he 
reminds us of the lesson of 
letting go of the past events 
but retain the use f ul 
information for the future use. 
And lastly, the target refers to 
what the person wants to 
achieve. Everyone has a 
different target but everyone 
has to fol low the same path for 
its achievement by hard work 
and perseverance. 



BOY; TALES OF CHILDHOOD 

The best way to describe Roa Id 
Dahls, " B OY; TALES OF 
CHILDHOO D" is that it is a 
perfectly ordinary book, with 
perfectly ordinary events of a 
simple bo y's childhood 
compiled in it, but the simple 
boy happens to be Roald Dahl 
and the ordinary events, that 
of his childhood . 
An autobiography of one of the 
most famous children's books 
authors, comprising of only 
160 pages, this . is a perfect 
book for anyone who has ever 
wondered how the man whose 
books we all spent our 
childhoods reading, spent his 
own childhood. And that is 
where the charm and magic of 
turning its pages come from. 
It is a compilation of events 
that could happen to any 
common boy from ages 3 to 18 

years. It is nothing highly 
ostentatious yet it has a 
sweetness, a certain way the 
pages seem to grip you in a 
lovingly warm embrace 
bringing back sweet memories 
of your own childhood and 
make you realize how much 
you, a perfectly ordinary 
reader, can relate to the 
childhood memories of one of 
the greatest children's writer 
in the world . 
One of the most memorable of 
Dahl's books is "Charlie and 
the Chocolate Factory", whose 
captivating power is such that I 
still remember each and every 
turn of events in it, years after 
reading it. 'Boy' lets us discover 
how some of his famous ideas, 
including Willy Wonka's 
Chocolate Factory, were born 
and the background behind his 
stories certainly seem as 
fabulous and captivating as his 
fictitious works, despite being 
told in this book in as simple a 
manner as can be. 
The account that this book 
starts with is that of Dahl's 
father losing his arm in an 
accident yet not giving up on 
anything, and moves on to 
tales of the boarding schools 
Roald Dahl attended, how he 
despised them, and the funny 
stories arising throughout his 
schooling. It ends with a note 
of his school at 18, joining an 
oil company, and being sent 

abroad for his job the details of 
which we can find in the sequel 
to this book, "Going Solo". 
A particular story, one which 
any reader of this book might 
laugh about years after 
reading it, involves a comical 
prank that a young Dahl 
together with some friends 
pulls on a local candy shop 
owner, of him being as mean to 
them as one of 'The Witches' . 
Resisting the urge to share 
hilarious details of some other 
stories in this review, I will 
le-ave for you the experience of 
reading the book for yourself 
(first of many times) and 
because anecdote it here, 
leaving along with unmarred I 
assume, enjoying the 
happiness and warmth it 
brings you through its comical 
accounts. 
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THE NEW CONFESSIONS OF AN ECONOMIC 
HIT MAN BY '10HN PERKINS" 
The New Confessions of an 
Economic Hit Man is an unerring, 
powerful, revealing and bone 
chilling semi-autobiographical 
book penned by John Perkins. It's 
a refitted edition of Perkins 2004 
New York Times bestseller in 
which 33 of the 47 chapters are in 
Parts I through IV, which 
describes the author's life and 
work from 1963 to 2004, 
Chapters 15 and 16, which 
describe the Faustian bargain 
between the United States and 
Saudi Arabia and the concluding 
14 chapters, Part V, are 
comprised of Perkins' analysis 
and his recommendations for 
"Things to do". 
It provides Perkins' account of his 
career with engineering 
consulting firm Chas.T.Main in 
Boston. It is quite awe-inspiring 
how he delineates the ways he 
and others bamboozled 
countries around the globe out of 
millions & trillions of dollars. 
Then he blurts out how the 
deadly EH M cancer he bolstered 
has spread far more widely and 
deeply than ever in the United 
States and everywhere else to 
become the commanding 
complex of business and 
government today. 
Economic hit men are the shock 
troops of what Perkins calls the 
corporatocracy, this vast network 
of corporations, banks, colluding 
governments, and the rich and 
powerful people tieCl to them are 
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serving by a concept that has 
become accepted as "GOSPEL": 
the idea that all economic growth 

benefits humankind and that the 
greater the growth, the more 
widespread the benefits. This 
belief also has a "COROLLARY": 
those people who excel at stoking 
the fires of economic growth 
should be exalted and rewarded, 
while those born at the fringes 
are available for exploitation. 
If the EHMs can't maintain the 
corrupt status quo through 
nonviolent coercion, the jackal 
assassins swoop in . The heart of 
this book is a completely new 
section, over one hundred pages 
long, that exposes the fact that 
how all the EH M and jackal tools 
i.e. fraudulent financial dossiers, 
extortion, false economics, false 
promises, bribes, debt, sex, 
deception, assassinations and 

JOHN 
PERKINS 

unbridled military power are 
being aggressively used today 
around the world to make the 
rich richer and the poor poorer . 
As we advance towards the end, 
the reformed EH M (Perkins) also 

torched a ray to enlighten the 
hope and diverted the mirror to 
offer a detailed list of specific 
actions each of us can take to 
transform what he ca lls a failing 
Death Economy into a Life 
Economy that provides 
sustainable abundance for all. · 
According to Greg Pa last "Perkins 
has ripped open the belly of the 
financial buccaneers. Here are 
the real-life details of 
international corporate 
sk'ullduggery spun into a tale 
rivaling the darkest espionage 
thriller." 
"The New Confessions offers 
deep insights into the nefarious 
ways economic hit men and 
jackals have expanded their 
powers. It shows how they came 
home to roost in the United 
States-as well as the rest of the 
world. It is a brilliant and bold 
book that illuminates the crises 
we now face and offers a road 
map to stop them." 
-John Gray. 



IBN SINA 
Otherwise known as Avicenna, he was the first scholar to present a 
complete synesis of Galenic medicine in Arabic. His Canon consisted of 
five books and was considered the default encyclopedia for medicine 
centuries after his passing. Such was his renown that Dante Alighieri, in 
his Divine Comedy, placed him alongside Socrates, Virgil, and Cicero as 

a Virtuous Pagan. [980-1037] 



(.\ Taimoor Saeed 0 \eJ @AKA Timmy 

Tere ishq ne sathiya mera haal kya 
kr diya :( 

fa\ Armeen Masood 0 \eJ @thecoffeegirl 

If you wanna fix me, 
fix me a desert, ty ! 

fa\ Nadeem Bhai 0 \eJ @therichirich 

~ Alisha Noor \eJ @chaye pee lou 

Proxy laga dena, 
ch aye pene ja rahi hon! 

~ Aashir SaleemO \eJ @AKAeditorurduaxon 

Baatein karun ga, 
Ka am nahi karun ga ! 

25 Proxys or paise double. 



SHALAMAR TWITTER 

(.\ Ali Mohsin 
~ @Theeta Online 

Finished Big Katzung, 
Big Robbins & also done with USM LE. 

Thank you! 

(.\ D~ Sarah 
~ @HOD Anatomy 

Sorry, will catch you soon, 
in a meeting right now. 

(.\ Dr. Maryam Riaz Tarrar 
~ @Head Infection Control 

Hello! Hello! 
Aap ko hepatitis Chai. 
Thank you! 

(.\ Zahid Bashir 
~ @SMDC 

Previous account hacked 
now follow @LUMS lite for more 
updates. 

(.\ Dr. Shabir Bhatti 
~ @AKA The Real King 

Maar doun ga lakin chorun ga nahi. 

(.\ First Year Official 
~ @Nahi btaun ga 

H
., 
I. 

See you on the 4th floor, hehe :) 



Doctors. don' t worry, the x ray won't 
harm you 
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what's the highest merit college 
situated in the heart of Lahore 
with the best hospital of Punjab? 
spoi ler: NOT KEM U 



• 

"MBBS kay baad kya karen?" 
Every medical student goes 
through this career anxiety, no 
direction to go, life feels 
uncertain, which field is better 
for me? how do we figure out? 
"Kis kay pas jana hai? Kisko 
kehna hai? Kis se poochna hai? 
Kon bta skta hai?" I cannot 
decide anything. All these 
malicious thoughts pinch you to 
worry. 

"Gher walon ne to kaha tho 
MBBS kar/o phirlife set hail" 

So what should you do as a 
student? 

First of all, focus on the student 
year you are in, first thing first, 
one thing at a time, baby steps, 
clear the hurdles of profs, 
attend your clinical rotations 
where you will be able to 
observe patient, doctors, 
clinical practice, you will also 
find good teachers and trainees 
who will notice your 
enthusiasm and help you and 
guide you. 

First, you should know the 
questions before seeking the 
answers. 

1. Reach out to your seniors/ 
alumni (this is the most helpful 
thing I personally found) just 
know their stance, what they 
has to say, keep your mind and 
options open, just ask questions 
about their journey. Do not just 

isolate yourself in a shell and 
pretend that help will come to 
you or someone w il l come to 
rescue you, th is is just a t rail er 
of your independent cho ices in 
adult life ahead. 

2. Talk out with your friends I 
classfellows what are they upto. 
What are their plans. 

3. Talk to your pa rents about 
your choices and options {more 
important if you are female) 

4. Internet. It has everything to 
offer if you are willing to look for 
it. Literally everything. Just 
google I youtube it. And read 
journey's I timelines I articles of 
people. Copy and save it. 

Decide whether you want to go 
out of country { via Plab or 
USM LE) or stay in Pakistan. 

If you are USM LE aspirant, ideal 
time to start looking for 
guidance is 3rd - Final year. For 
PLAB and Pakistan route you 
can wait. 

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~-

Ro ughly, after deciding the 
route, you can observe what 
fi eld is better for you. During 
your wards in M BBS, you go 
thro ugh almost all rotation 
(general and al lied), where you 
can get raw idea of what it is 
like . Keep in mind the 2-3 fields, 
then do rotation in house job to 
confirm whethe r the particular 
field practically suits you?! 

Remember, NOW t here 's no 
rights and wrongs in life. 
Your direction towards your 
selected path is always more 
importantthan the speed. 
Do not fall in the t rap of 
comparing yourself to others, 
everyone has now different 
paths/goals and 
Cl RCU MSTANCES. 
Your own mental satisfaction 
above all, in the end: Its your 
life, it's all about you. 

Dr. Faiq Ahmed 

Residency Anesthesia 

Ex Chief Editor Axon 
Batch 2014-19 



11HOW TO CHOOSE A CAREER AFTER MBBS11 

"Haan betay, kis cheez main 
specia/izanon karogay?", "Di/ 
walay doctor (not dulhaniya) 
ban rahe ho?'~ "Konsi field main 
MBBS kar rahe ho beta?", "Meri 
maano, clinic khol lena apna!" 

When you are a medical 
student you must have came 
across these muft mashwara, 
unwelcoming questions and 
ridiculous statements, often 
bombarded by distant relatives 
or random uncle, when you are 
dead sure kay yeh wala prof 
nahi niklega and someone asks, 
"Kis cheez main specialization 
kar rahe ho beta?" And you get 
th is sudden urge "Khopdi tor 
dun iski to main" but you tell 
yourself "control udday 
control" with nervous smile and 
pauses. But you will graduate, 
you will pass. What's next? Or 
kab tak next? Is there an end? 

Weird pressure starts piling up 
with each milestone, you are 
achieving and still find yourself 
clueless, like DJ Khalid: 
Suffering from success. Being a 
medical student is like sailing in 
ocean on a boat with 
intermittent storms of prof, 
until your boat sinks but you are 
wearing a life jacket, and that 
life jacket is house job" barely 
surviving but not dying either, 
struggling for the shore, until 
life jacket gives way too- end of 
house job - and that my friend is 
start of your real adulthood and 

practical life (your life, your 
pasoori) till now your life was 
pretty much sorted, parents 
told you to become doctor, with 
friends you pass the prof and 
house job and all of sudden 
everyone's gone, but you are 
now Registered Medical 
Practitioner, Ab kya karna hai? 
There's burden of expectation 
from family "Dil da doctor 
banega sada munda", above all, 

your own expectations from 
yourself. 



20 YEARS FROM NOW 
'What Shalamarians will be doing after 20 years . .. 1 

( __ M(F_· &_sA_Ar_:_l_l_~_z_J~_E_i_dh_i_s_aa_b~~~~~~~~---) 
ALIHAFARID 
(4TH YEAR) 

< 

MANAL MUBARAK 
(FIN AL YEAR) 

MUHAMMAD ALI · 
(FIN AL YEAR) 

ALIAWAN 
(4TH YEAR) 

ABDULEIZAD 
(2ND YEAR) 

AREESHA FATIMA 
(4TH YEAR) 

M. TALHA BUTT 
(4TH YEAR) 

ALI HAIDER 
(4ND YEAR) 

Married to Jungkook with 6 Kids 

Has finally met OPM & 
now working with him 

Finally became the President 
of IFMSA Pakistan 

Brought II FA Awards (Best Male Model) 
Back to Pakistan 

President SM DC Literary Society 

Bought Twitter from Elon Musk 

Batch Representative of all 
batches of SMDC 

New Olympic champion in table tennis 



PRIDE OF SHALAMAR 2.0 
[Awards -A Satire] 

Nom inees are: Nominees are: 

1. Hafiz Neuman Jutt (3rd Year) 1. Hassaan Ahmad (Final Year) 
2. Elon Musk 2. Muhammad Zain {3rd Year) 

Winner: Hafiz Nauman Jutt Winner: Muhammad Zain 

Nominees are: Nominees are: 

1. Umar Nadeem (3rd Year) 1. Nabeel Noor (4th year) 

2. Talha Talib 2. Muhammad Asim {3rd Year) 

Winner: Umar Nadeem Winner: Muhammad Asim 

FOR POET OF THE YEAR 
Nominees are: Nominees are : 

1. Juna id Murtaza {3rd Year) 1. Syed M . Azeem (4th Year) 
2. lmran Hashmi 2. Mirza Ghalib 

Winner: Junaid Murtaza Winner: Syed M. Azeem 

FOR PUNCTUALITY 
Nominees are: Nominees are : 

1. Abeera Awan {1st Year) 1. Ahmad Subhan (3 rd Year) 
2. Talha Nadeem 2. Muhammad Behroz (4th Year) 

Winner: Abeera Awan Winner: Muhammad Behroz 



~ANDREAS VESALIUS 
Andreas Vesalius, the dwarf anatomist, wrote De Humani Corporis 
Fabrica Libri septem (On the fabric of the human body in seven books). 
This work, based on observation, began the movement away from 
Galenic anatomy. Unlike his predecessor, Andreas revolutionized 
scientific knowledge by actually dissecting human bodies. He 
remarked that Galen was "fooled by his monkeys". 

[1514 -1564] 



work harder. 
Most successful women in our 
society will say their male family 
members have supported them. 
It bugs me that many women 
could have achieved more but 
lacked opportunity. The day we 
don't need validation from male 
members of society for success is 
the day we will have an 
egalitarian society. 

Q: AKU is one of the best 
medical institutes in Pakistan. In 
light of your experience, what's 
so distinctive about it? 
Ans: Credibility and 
Accountability are the key 
qualities of an institute that 
provide the room to flourish and 
AKU is one of such institutes. 
Other than that, they have a very 
strong network. Anyone who's 
somehow re.lated to AKU in any 
part of their lives and their 
Alumni still has an association 
and networking with AKU. So 
young institutes like ours can 
learn from it. 

Q: Why were you awarded the 
Hans Joachim Schwager Award? 
Ans:To get this award is an honor 
for me. It's awarded to those who 
significantly contribute to Clinical 
ethics. I've been doing that for 
quite a few years now. Not only 
did I established Hospital Ethics 
Committees at Indus Hospital 
Karachi and Shalamar Hospital 
but have also started various 
training programs. 

Q: You have authored many 
publications; of which article 
you are the proudest and why? 
Ans: 1 am not that proud of my 
publications but there is a paper 
about cross-cultural issues that I 
think all healthcare providers 
should read. It is an Ethical case 
review published by the 
American Academy of Paediatrics 
in2017. 
It's about a husband who didn't 
want to tell his wife that their 
child is dying. For us maybe its a 
run of a mill kind of thing but for 
the healthcare teams in the US 
sharing information truthfully 
with both parents is part of their 
professional training. So, the 
purpose of reading it is to 
understand the difference in 
perspectives in our culture and 
their culture. 
Another thing is that we don't 
have enough literature to 
represent ourselves so we should 
work on promoting literature 
representing our culture and our 
set of challenges to the world. 

Q: Would you like to talk about 
your hobbies? 
Ans: Baking is my passion. During 
my clinical practice, I used to 
wake up and bake in the middle 
of the night. I found it very 

therapeutic. 
I like to read fiction and legal 
thrillers. John Grisham is my 
favorite author. I like traveling as 
well. I work a lot, but my work is 
not typically "work" for me. I'd 
advise everyone to pursue a 
career they love. 

Q: Anything you like and dislike 
aboutSMDC? 
Ans: When I first joined, the most 
important thing that mattered to 
me was the vision of SM DC about 
the significance of ethics in the 
medical profession. Other than 
that SM DC provides a safe space 
for freedom of expression where 
I can interact with 
undergraduates to inculcate the 
ethical values important in 
creating change in our 
professional environment. 
The thing I dislike is the lack of 
professionalism in some of the 
people but it's not specific to 
SM DC and is common in our 



Q: What motivational force 
drove you into choosing 
medicine? 
Ans: When I was growing up 
there were only a few career 
options for girls in Pakistan, like 
being an engineer, doctor or a 
teacher. 
Another story behind my opting 
for medicine is that I was born 
through C-section, and my 
mother had a cardiac arrest. 
There was a panic in OT and she 
revived after a rigorous CPR. My 
father decided at that moment 
that I'll become a doctor to save 
lives. He narrated that incident 
very frequently and I knew that 
this was my calling. I have always 
felt very passionate about being 
a health care professional. 

Q: Can you give an overview of 
your educational career? 
Ans: Alhamdulillah, I'm the first 
and only health professional in 
Pakistan with a postgraduate 
fellowship in pediatric bioethics. 
I trained in Pediatrics, had a 
master's degree in bioethics 
from AKU, a fellowship from 
Kansas City, and am currently 
doing PhD from St. Louis 
University, USA. 

Q: In your opinion, what is the 
role of bioethics in the medical 
profession and what do you 
think about its implementation 
in today's doctors? 
Ans: It is an integral part of the 

as simple as prescribing 
medicine. For example, 
prescribing medicine that either 
the patient can't afford or take 
multiple times a day or doesn't 
like the taste of (common in 
pediatrics), requires 
consideration of the patient's 
best interests and ignoring my 
time constraints or perks by 
pharmaceutical companies. 
The way we talk to patients, the 
way we understand and listen to 
them, and the way we prescribe 
them a treatment all involve 
bioethics. With position comes 
responsibility therefore, being a 

doctor we are expected to have 
compassion, honesty, and 
dedication. So doctors shouldn't 
just try to impose what they think 
is right, but rather from the 
perspective of the person who 
came to seek help from them. 

Q: Did you experience any 
challenges based on your 
gender? 
Ans: In healthcare, women aren't 
as recognized as their male 
counterparts. I've encountered 
many challenges, not only 
relating to my gender but also my 
specialization. Ironically these 



upcoming field where a need has been 
identified for doctor specializing in clinical and 
malignant Hematology. This field is rewarding 
due to the job opportunities and a steep 
learning curve that adds to development of 
professional skills. 
Q: Having a great career in Hematology, Can 
you recall any case that got stuck in your 
mind? 
Being a doctor, I come across a lot of such 
cases daily. During my time working at Bone 
Marrow Transplant center, I remember a 
case of a young boy suffering from end stage 
Acute Myeloid Leukemia. I learnt that he was 
an orphan and only child of his mother. 
Seeing him suffering daily and eventually 
giving his life to the terminal illness made me 
really upset for a long time and it was one of 
those cases that motivated me to do all I can 
in my capacity to add value to the system and 
to give back to the community. 

Q: How has the field of medicine changed 
from the time you started to where it is 
going now and in nearfuture? 
Times have changed and there are a lot of 
advancements in medical research and 
treatment methodologies. The field of 
diagnostics has evolved to the point where 
we can get results within minutes. 
Laboratory tests serve as a backbone; 
nowadays the field of Pathology is helping 
the clinicians a lot regarding effective 
diagnosis and targeted treatment. 
Doctors now have options to take up super 
specialties in Pathology, as a consequence of 
this; they are more path-oriented and have 
opened doors to numerous opportunities. 

Q: Have you ever thought of changing your 
career at any point of your life? 
From my childhood, I always wanted to be a 
doctor. After I opted for M BBS and explored 
this esteemed profession, never in my life 
had I felt any regrets about my choice of 
career. In fact, if I were to be given an option 
to go back in time, I would still choose 

medicine without having any second 
thoughts. 

Q: Tell us about your favorite book which 
you would like to recommend to everyone? 
"The Conquest of Happiness" is one of the 
finest books by Bertrand Russel. In my 
opinion, this is a must read for all my 
students. Although it was written a long time 
ago in the 1930s, it explains the human 
feelings and how the human heart can find 
contentment and happiness is still very 
applicable to this generation and holds true 
to date as the human psyche is still the same. 



DR. NAUREEN SAEED l 
ASSOCIATE PROFESSOR - HEMATOLOGY 

Q: Where did you graduate from and how was 
your experience doing MBBS and 
Postgraduate degree? 
I graduated from Allama Iqbal Medical College 
Lahore in 1986. I worked as a medical 
consultant gaining useful experience by 
working at primary rural setups to leading 
Public sector hospitals of Punjab, after which I 
completed my post-graduation from Armed 
Forces Institute of Pathology, Rawalpindi in 
2007. 
During my undergraduate training, I got the 
opportunity to interact with colleagues and 
professionals from diverse backgrounds which 
gave me perspective and insights to different 
diagnostic and clinic approaches. Initially, it 
was challenging for me to grasp the practical 
applications but it was all worth it as I built on 
my skills and had a great time. 
I completed my postgraduate training from the 
Armed Forces Institute of Pathology. Studying 
in a well- organized system with highly 
developed institutional infrastructure had 
been a great experience. Learning from the top 
nation-renowned teachers built on my 
diagnostic proficiency which helped me in 
effective consultancy and diagnostic workup. 

Q: Why did you choose medicine as a career 
and Hematology in particular? 
I had a passion to pursue Medicine from my 
early school years. If I speak honestly, 
regarding my specialization in Hematology, it 
wasn't pre planned it was merely by chance. 
During my service as a medical officer at 
Children's hospital Lahore, I got the 
opportunity to work in the Blood bank and it 
was quite a delightful experience working 
there. So, I developed interest and I decided to 
go for post graduate in Hematology and Blood 
banking. 

Q: What advice would you like to give to 
Hematology aspirants? 
For those students who are planning to opt 
Hematology as a career path for the future 
should be clear about their interests and carry 
out thorough research of its practical 
applications and scope prior to entering this 
field. 
As in clinical Hematology, I find few cases really 
intriguing; one such example is Hematological 
malignancies. This is a rapidly changing and 
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and a camera w ill take a photo of 
his eye and a machine will read it 
and the diagnosis wil l be given for 
diseases like glaucoma, diabetic 
nephropathy and cataracts. There 
will be a diagnosis and will be sent 
to a doctor placed in any city. 

Q.4) I really want to go back to 
your early life and keen to know 
what was your growing up like and 
also who was the most influential 
person in your life, and why? 
Usually, in childhood, we tend to 
idolise our parents. Similarly, I 
believe that my father was the 
most influential person in my life 
when growing up. As he was an Air 
Force Pilot, we lived in a base and I 
was fascinated by aircraft flying 
around all day. When I got to know 
my father was also a pilot, which 
added to my love of aircrafts and 
the fact that he was a smart man 
w ith various accolades, I was 
im p ressed. H i s personality 
radiated strengt h and was a war 
hero, because of which I was 
impressed by him. He has various 
records including "Sitara-e-Jurat". 

Q.S) In this profession that's 
based so much on human touch, 
you've to relate to the patients 
and patients have to relate to the 
doctors, in your opinion what's 
that trait that makes the patient 
to believe, trust and feel good 
about the Dr. 
It depends on the time you give to 
the patient. On how much time 
you can listen to him. 

Q.6) If you could change one thing 
about your personality at the 
snap of your fingers what would it 
be and why? 
People often say that I often work 
leisurely. People often say that it 

should be changed but I feel that if 
that's how I built, I cannot really 
change it 

Q. 7) When you look at this 
profession itself do you think we 
are providing students with the 
quality education so that they can 
make a transition in the coming 
century? 
Ophthalmology is a fantastic field . 
Basically one should have passion 
for what we're doing. The best part 
is when after a surgery a patient 
removes the bandage out of his 
eyes, he gives a smile as he wasn't 
able to see clearly previously. That 
face is my feedback. I was always 
impressed at how Hazrat Isa AS 
treated blind people and I wanted 
to contribute to the system Allah 
made in order to improve 
someone's quality of life. 

Q.8) What is ophthalmology , 
what is the most challenging 
aspect of being a ophthalmologist 
and why did you choose to master 
this very speciality and where do 
you see Pakistan by next 10-20 yrs 
in this domain of medical 
profession. 
The most challenging task is 
ophthalmology is convincing the 
patient that in certain cases their 
vision might not be perfect. People 
don't really understand it easily 
and one needs to be a good 
communicator so that their 
expectations should be realistic. If 
you give them fake information 
just for the sake of 
commercialization, it will end up 
unfavourable. Students should 
definitely learn the skill of 
communication . 
There are both good and bad signs. 
Atthe moment it's a bit negative in 
the medical point of view as life 

seems rough due to differences in 
statuses. The only good news is the 
prevalent use of technology 
because of which I'm very hopeful. 

Q.9) Books tend to change us 
better, often for the good. Name 
one book that you believe has 
changed your life and everyone 
should read and why? 
Two books basically. One is Alla ma 
Iqbal's Reconstruction of Religious 
Thought in Islam. It's not for 
everyone as it is a thick 
philosophical text and has the 
entire thought process of Allama 
Iqbal but if you savor it the 
lingering taste it leaves is 
unmatchable. 
The second is the Road to Mecca. 
The writer was a Jew and 
converted to Islam and was a good 
friend of Allama Iqbal. There's a 
road in Lahore that was named 
after Muhammad Asad as well. 
The story is that Pakistan wasn't 
being able to be recognized by 
Saudi Arabia because of politics 
played by the British. Muhammad 
Asad convinced them and the 
ended up recognizing Pakistan. 



Q.1) Where did you graduate from 
and how was your experience 
doing MBBS and postgraduate 
degree? 
I did my FSC from sir Syed College in 
Rawalpindi and then I graduated 
from Army Medical College in 
January 1997. After my graduation I 
served in the army until I retired in 
2019. 
My experience doing MBBS was 
lovely. It couldn't have been better. I 
believe that at the end of your life 
when you have nothing to do and 
your body is gone, the last thing that 
remains is your memories. 
We joined our college as kids and 
graduated as mature adults. We had 
a lot of great experiences including 
studies and extracurricular 
activities. We also had the 
advantage to travel to various army 
locations since we were in an army 

' college, both officially and 
unofficially. It was a beautiful 
experience. 

Q.2) What was the impetus for 
joining this profession and what 
qualities do you think helped you in 
achieving your desired level of 
success? 
Well, I became a doctor because it 
was the explicit wish of my Nana 
since nobody in my family was a 
doctor. My initial wish was to join 
the air force since my father was a 
fighter pilot. He is a war hero in the 
1971 lndo-Pak war and he was my 
role model. I unfortunately had a 
DNS problem and had got operated 

ice resulting in me being unfit for 
air force. I eventually joined 

medicine. When I joined AMC, it 
wasn't love at first sight but slowly 
and gradually it grew on me and by 
the time I was in 4th year I started 
being fascinated by life and the 
human brain and its behaviour. I was 
the most motivated one while 
visiting the psychiatry department. 
However, an unusual event 
happened during a rotation that 
resulted in me losing interest in it. In 
final year, I once again fell in love 
with the human brain and wished to 
be a neurosurgeon. I used to read 
extra books for that and went out of 
my way to attend those wards. 
However, during my house-job, I 
eventually switched my interest to 

ophthalmology. 

Q.3) Tell us something about Al 
Basr project. 
Basically my fascination is the 
human mind. We sat down along 
with my seniors to develop this and I 
was tasked to follow it through. The 
basic principle is the use of Al for 
diagnosis and patent management. 
It's a very smart and outstanding 
project. It feels really important for a 
country like Pakistan since there are 
various rural areas where eye 
doctors are not available. It helps us 
to diagnose the disease and its 
severity through an algorithm. The 
idea was thatthe patient will walk in 



that I had gotten a deal with a 
sma ll publisher. A few days later I 
rece ived another call informing 
me of anothe r de al with a 
publisher in South Asia as well. So 
right when I was bat to give up in 
a way this happened. 

15; If you were to write a spin-off 
about a side character, which 
would you pick? 
A lot of people have asked me to 
write a sequel to the "company of 
strangers". I don't have the time 
yet but once I do I might. 

16; What do the words "literary 
success" mean to you? How do 
you picture it? 
It totally depends. If you get love 
from readers, it can be literary 
success. Even if one person 
pra ises your work or it changes 
the ir life, its literary success. 
. However, I would be wrong if I 
were to say that I don't enjoy all 
th os e glitzy events and 

bestsellers lists and all the money 
and the bookshop displays. So 
yes, that 's also a sign of literary 
success along with good reviews 
in newspapers and magazines. 
Getting across a book to 
thousands of people is also 
success. 

17; If you could spend a day with 
another popular author, whom 
would you choose and why? 
I'll like to meet Donna Tartt as I'm 
a big fan of her book 'the secret 
history'. I would like to talk to her 
about how she wrote such an 
impressive book. 

18; How would you describe 
your book's ideal reader? 
I think my books are pretty simple 
and they can be read by 
everyone. Basically anyone who 
loves reading and loves a story 
that is hard hitting, that will be 
my ideal reader. 

19; What is your kryptonite as a 
writer? 
I think it's the fact that I tend to 
feel sleepy when I'm writing. A lot 
of noise also disturbs but having 
said that I do write a lot in cafes so 
it be therapeutic to me as well. 

20; Would you share something 
about yourself that your readers 
don't know (yet) and If you had 
to describe yourself in just three 
words, what would those be? 
The three words would be: loyal, 
friendly, and just approachable. 
That will be me. When I was 
younger, I was an introvert of the 
highest order but I changed a lot. 
My biggest quality will be loyalty 
so if I'm in touch with someone I 
will be into it for a long time, even 
though it comes with a price but 
one can't really change who you 
are . 

21; Books tend to change us 
often for the good. Name one 
book that you believe has 
changed your life and everyone 
should read and why? 
There have been many books 
that I've read. But as a teenager I 
believe Harry Potter really 
changed mylife.Asanearlyteen I 
was a big introvert, didn't have a 
lot of friends and I liked my own 
company. So I'd spend a lot of 
time in the library reading and 
rereading Harry Potter and I felt 
the strength from those 
characters . I loved Albus 
Dumbledore 's wisdom and I 
loved Hermione Granger of how a 
nerd can be a hero as well. Every 
character appealed to me in 
some way. It didn't exactly 
change my life but it my life 
better. 
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However, criticizing the book is 
totally up to them as they are 
totally allowed to do that. The 
feedback is important as it helps 
me to improve my work. 

12; Tell us something about "The 
writing institute" what were the 
aims and objectives exactly 
behind installing this academy 
and what makes it uncommon? 
I took a really good course in 
London . However these courses 
are very expensive and even I had 
to pay installments for it. When I 
came back I realized there's a lot 
of talent in Pakistan, but can 
everyone afford to go to London 
and pay that much for a writing 
course? And maybe if they do 
have the money they'll most 
likely spend it on anything else. 
So I thought of a writing institute 
in Pakistan that will be exclusively 
about creative writing and very 
affordable. So instead of a 4000 
pound course you'll get it for 
9900 rupees. I remember I got a 
lot of pushback from people as 
they thought they'll be no 
demand at all as Pakistan doesn't 
often produce English writers. 
But you'll be surprised that we 
recently celebrated 10,000 
students, that's the level of talent 
Pakistan has. We only need to 
nurture it and there will be so 
many writers coming out of 
Pakistan. I hope that someday we 
start appreciating it as much as 
the other forms of art. 

13; What, to you, are the most 
important elements of good 
writing and What advice would 
you give to the budding writers 
working on their first book? 
I think the most imp advice is to 
be a reader- you cannot be a 

writer if you're not a reader. And 
secondly is that- be yourself. You 
don 't need to copy any one to get 
your point across or to be a best­
selling author. Copying can not 
only land you in legal trouble but 
also reduce your credibili ty. Keep 
owning your craft as the fi rst 
drafts are never going to be good, 
but know that you'll improve 
eventually. If you read my stories 
from 13 years ago, you'll laugh as 
they were so bad . But I eventually 
did improve as it actually got me 
started in novel writing. It's all 
about making mistakes, picking 
yourself up, and not giving up. 

14; What has been your most 
memorable experience in your 
career as a writer and why? 
I think it was getti ng a book dea l. 
It was December 2018 I believe 
and I had been wa iting for a deal 
for almost two yea rs. I had signed 
up w ith an agent and still hadn't 
gotten a book dea l because most 
publishers said it was very 
Pakistani centric and they did not 
see it being welcomed in the UK. I 
told my publisher that I'll just 
start publishing it on my own and 
she asked me for j ust one more 
month. Only a couple of days 
were left when I was informed 



7; Are there therapeutic benefits 
to modeling a character after 
someone you know? 
Of course. At the end of the day 
characters need to be believable 
and relatab le . Some are good, 
some·. ,are b ad and some in 
between. Even if they' re not 
likable they should be believable 
for people. For example, a few 
years back I was reading the book 
The We.ek end an d my 
gran~mo ther had re cen tly 
passed at t hat time. Even though 
it had noth ing to do with what I 
was going t hrough but as it was a 
story of loss I felt better in a way. 

8; Did you have to face any 
sought of obstacles while 
generating these two 
masterpiec~s if yes then what 
were actually they and how did 
you manage to fix them? 
The thing is that when you're 
writing controversial English 
stories inn Pakistan hardly a few 
people read it and that kind of 
protects you. But I don't think its 
controversial in any way as it's 
something that's been 
happening since decades and 
even though there are rules in 
place people don't care about it. 

This is why change should be 
there at the grass root level. I 
don't think my ideas were 
controversial because of which 
there were no such obstructions 
and the reception has been good. 

9; In a world where books are 
usually based on Western 
societies, how was bit writing a 
book set in Lahore? 
I'm from Lahore, so I liked to write 
something about my own 
experience because of which I 
was able to write it more 
convincingly. You're right that 
writing something based in 
Pakistan by a Pakistani makes in 
difficult to get it published 
abroad as Pakistan isn't real ly 
known for its authors due to lack 
of publishing agencies, literary 
aids or grants. In Western 
societies people are being given 
thousands of dollars just to work 
on their books . The avenues 
present are also kind of blocked 
off. A great market was India but 
the trade ban also included books 
which I feel was very wrong. 
Because of this Pakistani authors 
aren't being published. So yes, it 
is hard writing books based in 
Pakistan. 

10; How did it feel being 
featured in international media 
outlets like Khaleej Times, Daily 
Times, Mode, The News 
International and etc.? 
To be honest, my first thought 
was, 'what did I even do ' . 
Imposter syndrome never really 
leaves you. The first thought was 
that what did they even see in me 
to feature me in a publication like 
this and this is how I felt when my 
book got nominated for awards 
and was featured in magazines. 
But yes, after that it does feel 
good to be featured especia lly as 
it is rare for a Pakistani writ~r to 
be featured like that . All the 
politics gets all the coverage as 
everything revolves around 
politics here. So to see literature 
being featured feels very good . 

11; How do you process and deal 
with negative book reviews? 
Well I don't do anything. I think if 
you 're putting your work out 
there you should be prepared for 
both good and bad reviews. 
There'll always be criticism, and 
as far as it's about the book, its 
fine. I just don't really like people 
getting personal specially those 
who don't even know me. 



4; Can you please tell us 
something about the award 
winning "In the company of 
strangers" and "No honor" like 
what they are exactly about? 
"In the company of strangers" is 
my debut. It will be very relatable 
to people in Lahore as it is about 
the secrets and lies of the higher 
society and is something we have 
all seen in television and media. 
It's about a woman named Mona 
who is in her 40s and is bored 
with her life and is in an abusive 
marriage. It's about how she 
meets a young man and sparks 
fly. I can't give in more 
information as it will give away 
the story. 
"The honor" is quite different as a 
great deal of research was 
required for it. I had to visit the 
rural areas of Pakistan. It's about 
a 16 year old girl named Abida 

from a small Pakistani village. It's 
about how her father steps us to 
save her from being killed for 
honour and they escape to 
Lahore, resulting in even greater 
problems. It's not only about 
honour killings but also the story 
of a family and the relationship of 
a father with his daughter. 

5; Pakistan has the highest 
number of honour killings per 
capita of any country in the 
world, about one fifth of those 
committed world-wide. It is a 
practice that has dominated 
Pakistani culture for thousands 
of years and, despite an attempt 
at reform, remains 
commonplace. Do you think that 
you've conveyed to this society 
whatever you wanted to & 
addressing this very issue in your 
book "No honour" will have any 
impact on the contemporary 
thoughts of people of Pakistan? 
Well I hope so. Whenever you 're 
writing about social change,·deep 
down you do wish that it leads to 
meaningful change and that's 
what I was thinking when I wrote 
"No honour". It eventually 
depends on how people read it. 
I'm not sure if I've done justice to 
it and I don't think my novel can 
really change this practice 
happening for years. But I do 
believe change starts somewhere 
and if this influences even a single 
person it will keep gathering 
momentum and honour killings 
will be a thing of the past. 

6; Why did you chose Mona and 
Ali in "In the company of 
strangers" and Abida in "No 
honour" do they really exist or 
are they just the pseudonyms? 
I get asked that a lot specially for 
Mona. The thing is that none of 
them are based on specific real 
people. They are bits of hundreds 
of people I know and from 
fragments of my imagination as 
well. 



AWAIS 
1; Tell us something about your 
early life like where did you 
graduate from and the reason 
behind choosing creative 
writing as your respective 
master specialty? 
I studied in Choueifat as a child. 
After that I went to the University 
of Western Ontario and following 
that I did my masters from 
Durham University. It wasn't until 
that I was 25 that I actually 
realized that I can write well. 
Being from a place like Pakistan 
one is often advised to choose 
certain career pathways only like 
engineering or medicine. My 
education degrees have nothing 
to do with writing at all. At 25 I 
took a 6 month course of writing 
and that's when I feel that my life 
really changed as I finally learnt 
how to write and I started writing 
my first book. So my journey 
started around 10 years ago. 

2; How long have you been 
writing, what perspectives or 
beliefs have you challenged with 
this work, and at what point do 
you think someone sho~d call 
themselves a writer? 
Well to be honest I didn't really 
start at 25 only. That was just the 
first time I formally write a novel. 
I believe there's no age to begin 
writing. Some people start at 5-6 
years old and some at good old 
ages. It's all about following your 
passion and reading in your early 
years- this is what actually 
prepares you to be a writer. 

3; How did you develop the 
interest to write and what was 
the impetus that you consider 
pushed you to pen down the 
draft for veryfirsttime? 
I think it was just the fact that I 
had been reading for a very long 
time. I believe that the first step 
to be a writer is to be an observer. 
I don't think there was any 
impetus but I feel like one just 
knows that now is the time to 

write a novel. I did start writing . 
previously but it was so bad that I ' I 
eventually ended discarding it. I 



~ HILDEGARD OF BINGEN 
St. Hildegard von Bingen is renowned for her book Uber simpl ici 
medicinae [book of simple medicine] on the curative power of natura l 
substances such as herbs. Due to her lack of formal education, her 
artistic and scientific output (including multiple advanced medical 
texts) was regarded as a form of divine intervention, and hence she was 

considered a Saint in that era. [l 098-1179] 
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CHRONIC 
When I'm old 

with ashen hair 

and a wrist stained blue from hospital bracelets -

I'll eat ice cream for breakfast. 

I'll wear my pajamas to the mart, 

flirt with spotty cashiers, 

and tell young mothers 

that their babies are ugly -

and no one will bat an eye 

because they'll understand 

it's the last of my days. 

I'll devour paper-bag chips 

on park benches 

and really listen to the birds 

while I feel the sun 

heat my leathery neck -

and I'll soak up the moment 

because I'll understand 

it's the last of my days . 

But, although I'm still young, 

my wrist is already stained blue 

and this morning, 

I ate ice cream for breakfast 

• . 
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INSECURITY 
With that pompous walk 

That sneering glance 

My love, 

You never tell the sky to stop being so blue 

Or the ocean to stop dancing at the sight of the moon 

You never tell the grass to stop being so green 

Or honey to stop being $0 sweet 

It's an abomination if you do 

But the sky stands with all its glory 

Even when you say, "you cry too much" 

The ocean sways with all its splendor 

Even when you say, "calm down" 

The grass shrugs with those pearly dews 

Even when you say, "you're ordinary" 

The honey continues to nourish 

Even when you say, "you're too much" 

The universe never hangs on your admiration 

Neither does it ever fall at the feet of your arrogance 

And I have the universe running inside me 

So drop the pompous act, love 

It must be exhausting to fight a lost battle 

. ' 
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SUFFERING 
He wanted heaven, but was faced with hell, 

He was painted by being baptized as an ever­

broken shell. 

Waited for the pain to drain 

Nothing left but a gruesome stain 

The gruesome stain tormenting his thoughts 

His heart suffered from an everlasting drought 

Yet, on and on he went, and ne'er let, 

His face show the hurt he inevitably felt 

And waiting for the day to finally come 

Oh, what a celestial man, has he become 
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I LIVED AGAIN 

That was a desert 

There, I was standing alone 

Joy, bitterness, recollections 

Blurred by the splendid sunlight 

Hot, scorching, burning breezes 

Making those happy moments shallower 

The stories concealed in the marks of tears 

Made my saddest moments prominent 

There, I saw my own self 

Getting lost somewhere in the residue 

Regrets, awfulness, despair 

It felt like choking 

It was suffocating 

I felt like dying 

But there; 

I wanted to stir up 

In any case, if there; 

I lived again 

Like; 

Nothing happened 

. ' 
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UNPREDICTABILITY 

You never know what you'll lose, 

You never know what you'll choose, 

Is this what you all call life? 

Where you don't have time to think twice 

A blink and all is gone. 

Leaving you into pieces all torn . 

You stress for the present and regret the past, 

Oh my ! Are you also stuck in this vicious blast! 

One, t wo- you are now the winner in the heap 

Th ree, four- you are a loser with grief too deep. 

Perfection is what you desire, 

In t he search, you forget what you require. 

Fix, six- you working because you got this handled 

Seven, eight- you believe you got this untangled 

Why sti ck to one when you have so many to choose 

Bu ild t he perfect empire for you to thrive, 

In doing so, you gotta burn your past dreams alive. 

Well-done! You climbed the first step. 

Oh no! You still are not satisfied and need prep . 

You know the future and have planned it well! 

Tota lly ignorant of what awaits you inside the shell. 

Nine, ten- Surprise! Here's another button with no controller rights 

Sigh! The light at the end of the tunnel really did seem bright . 

• 
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EXPLORING REALITIES 

What's this that I feel deep inside? 
Is it the site where my emotions reside? 

Or is it just a fallacy? 
Do I belong in the realms of fantasy? 

Or am I being lied to? 
Were all those claims untrue? 

Is it ecstasy that I am yearning for? 
Or am I being shaken to the core? 

Is my heart too vast to explore? 
Or is there something that you want to implore? 

Is it that easy to conceal - hide? 
What if someone opens his eyes wide? 

Is this the eruption that's dissolving me? 
Or is it my blur silhouette that's too dark to see? 

Is it me or my love that's sublime? 
Will both vanish or thrive at the right time? 

• 
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As her spirit left the body, unrestrained for evermore 
Hearing the news of departure, made my heart sore 

THIRD YEAR 

Thinking about my friend's demise, the depth of sorrow I feel 
It's the first stage of grief, denying that its real 

How could someone go in that country of no return 
As surely the water will wet us, as the fire will burn 

With fading away disbelief, anger grows in its wake 
Why did I survive? I offer my soul in exchange 

Angry with myself, then comes bargain 
When both were hard to maintain, depression took the rein 

The chains of despair pulling me towards itself 
Falling into deepest dungeon, begging for my past self 

Adaoting to forge ahead, with unwanted change 
'he pain goes to my throat, stabbing in heart with pain 

Like waves of oceans, ebbing and flowing 
Grief crippled my soul, but my fears shoving 

Journey of living through the death of loved one is wugh 
l think I might surrender for that I had enough 

iving the memories, Healing with warm glow 
Sorrow in the laden heart will surely go 

The Creator knew about the times my heart sank out of grief 
He tranquilized my soul which was beyond relief 
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WILL YOU STAY 
Will we meet again, 

Like we met that day, 
Will you make me laugh, 

When my skies will be gray, 
Will you read my eyes, 
When I'll say I'm fine, 
Will you be my smile, 
At the end of the day , 

Everyone le.aves, 
Is it true what they say, 
What if I never tell you, 

Will you wait, Will you stay. 

I 

. ' 



TAKE ME 
SOMEWHERE 

Take me somewhere, 
Where all the fears die, 
Take me somewhere, 

Where no one will ask why, 
Take me somewhere, 

Far from here, 
Where orphans are loved, 

And olds are served, 
Take me somewhere, 
Where kids do not cry, 
Take me somewhere, 

Closer to the sky. 
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FRIEND GAMES 
AND CASUAL LIES 

Sometimes I just like the mockery of it all, 
The realization flashing in your eyes 
The pitiful attempt at a back-story 

Another thread in your web of fairytales, 
The 'go-ahead' in my nods, 

The irony in the power I feel 
To squash you under my feet 

As you scramble for me to throw you a rope 
To save you from a sinking ship 

That you convinced me to board. 
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WEEPING SKY 
Day begins with the roar, 
Of the thunder. 
Outrageous pride of the 
Hustling wind . 

Glorification of the, 
Deep blue sky. 
Heavenly touch of the, 
First rain drop 
Kisses her forehead . 

She is awake with all her mind, 
Breathlessly, draws her hand 
Towa rds the sky . 

Now she hears a muffled cry, 
Comi ng straight from the 
Cloud laden sky. 
Her betrayal is the cause of tears, 
As he couldn'tsurvived the Lie 
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VICISSITUDE 

' . .. 

The petal of a flower broke 
The most attractive one 
With dignified glorious role 
The haven 

The flower has lost a gem 
Who prevented it from anarchy 
From seeding till it was matured 
An asset 

Now we will acknowledge 
Late; The value of gold 
Somehow treated as salt 
An essence 

What to do, butto bow 
Before Almighty's order 
Accepringthe irreversible 
An obligation 

Many flower tears be ferti le 
Making your eterna l heaven 
Pray for your stern flower 
Petals altruism 

. ' 



UNSAID 
One gloomy evening, in the 
flickering red candle light there 
was a coffee coloured folded 
paper lying in front of her. It 
rested on a roughened cot with 
tiny rope fibres standing out 
and lightly piercing her hands­
pe rh a ps she was willingly 
letting those thread strands 
hurt her. 
She started reading her own 
unrevealed words but with 
regret, pain, sorrow and many 
more scanty feelings had always 
been caused by him. 
Her words, no one knows what 
was written and maybe no one 

will ever know. But surely there 
was some acceptance, some 
acknowledgement. In no time, 
night prevailed meanwhile she 
was indulged in the bliss of 
sorrow. She looked up towards 
the shining moon, it seemed to 
be so close to her. As if on cue, a 
flashback came in front of her 
deeply saddened eyes. 
"His hands touching hers when 
he handed her a grey rabbit but 
nothing was said, his eyes 
drowning in hers when she 
opened the wooden door on 
listening his hand striking the 
chime but nothing was said. He 
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escaping her striped cerise 
dupatta from an itchy bush but 
nothing was said. His careful 
hands picking green jujube 
from a tree and throwing down 
in her lifted up kameez but 
nothing was said. Both 
standing under the night sky 
watching a group of fireflies 
and engrossed in the beautiful 
sight but nothing was said. And 
when he handed her his 
wedding card as usual nothing 
was said but that day 
everything rolled down into 
tears." 
She heard a voice with incoming 
footsteps, "Bano, have you 
slept?" 
She quickly hid the paper in her 
dark mustard shawl, thudded 
her hand on candle and lied 
down with tears in her eyes as 
unsaid things were left 
screaming inside her head. 



Aristotle 
Aristotle is Plato's successor and Alexander's tutor. His study of formal 
logic, syllogism, paved the way for the scientific method. Aristotle's 
wide-ranging work introduces teleological notions in biology. Aristotle 
made the first known attempt at classifying species, which will forever 
be his greatest contribution to biology. 

[384-322 BC] 



UNSAID 
One gloomy evening, in the 
flickering red candle light there 
was a coffee coloured folded 
paper lying in front of her. It 
rested on a roughened cot with 
tiny rope fibres standing out 
and lightly piercing her hands­
pe r haps she was willingly 
letting those thread strands 
hurt her. 
She started reading her own 
unrevealed words but with 
regret, pain, sorrow and many 
more scanty feelings had always 
been caused by him. 
Her words, no one knows what 
was written and maybe no one 

will ever know. But surely there 
was some acceptance, some 
acknowledgement. In no time, 
night prevailed meanwhile she 
was indulged in the bliss of 
sorrow. She looked up towards 
the shining moon, it seemed to 
be so close to her. As if on cue, a 
flashback came in front of her 
deeply saddened eyes. 
"His hands touching hers when 
he handed her a grey rabbit but 
nothing was said, his eyes 
drowning in hers when she 
opened the wooden door on 
listening his hand striking the 
chime but nothing was said. He 
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escaping her striped cerise 
dupatta from an itchy bush but 
nothing was said. His careful 
hands picking green jujube 
from a tree and throwing down 
in her lifted up kameez but 
nothing was said. Both 
standing under the night sky 
watching a group of fireflies 
and engrossed in the beautiful 
sight but nothing was said. And 
when he handed her h is 
wedding card as usual nothing 
was said but that d ay 
everything rolled down into 
tears." 
She heard a voice with incoming 
footsteps, "Bano, have yo u 
slept?" 
She quickly hid t he paper in her 
dark mustard shawl, thudded 
her hand on candle and lied 
down with tears in her eyes as 
unsaid things were left 
screaming inside her head . 



My Best Summer 

I want to write every inch of it. Episodic 
memories, flashbacks of my best summer in the 
hills of Shogran and Siripaye still prevail like 
gleeful whispers in my mind. I was accompanied 
by the immense peace offered at the meadows 
along with some cheerful souls- friends. Yes it's 
them, who made the place unforgettable. 
We were shining more bright than the sparkling 
rays of the sun. Back then, we were the best of 
ourselves. 'Don't turn back, smile should break 
the boundaries today' was the only clause that 
ran through our minds. We were awesome that 
day. 
It's a stamp made on the rockets ·of time that 
would be with us wherever we are and wherever 
we go. Happy people in a lush green landscape 

was the best symphony we could create, in the 
setting of a shiny summer and ice-capped 
mountains. 
The panorama went silent to hear our sweet 
friendly melodies and the cattle enjoyed the lyrics 
while they grazed around. Desperate destinations 
became so near that day. Dreamy, yes it was, 
emotions sank deep into the pure substance of 
Siripaye. Days bloomed with spring flowers and 
the night showed up with a curved moonshine. 
It seemed as if I woke up from a weekend full of 
glories and rainbow memories. Magical dreams, 
even if for a fit of seconds, left a profound 
impression on the sands of time, carved endless 
memories on the pebbles of time, and sent us 
back with the aura of nostalgia. 



YUAN FEN 
(n.) when fate bring two souls 
together that a re made for each 
other. 
"Take me! Do whatever you want 
to but don't you dare hurt her," he 
roared. His emerald green eyes 
were now gray. Soon I hit the floor 
as they released me, my arms 
were burnt from their grips. He 
was still struggling to break the 
chains around him, his clothes 
were drenched in blood. 
"Why was he doing this to 
himself?", I questioned myself. In a 
flash all of our memories 
appeared in front of my eyes. The 
day when we first met. At first I 
presumed that was just a dream, 
never knew that someone from 

my dreams will follow me into this 
world . But this mistake d isturbed 
the balance between our worlds 
and some other things escaped 
too. 
They chased us like bees go after 
nectar. They wanted to take him 
with them, dead or alive, and they 
wanted me dead too because I was 
the reason he was here. Now 
saving his life mattered more than 
anything to me. I suddenly pulled 
out my dagger and stabbed it into 
my arm, dragging it along, cutting 
as much flesh as I could. Blood 
gushed out and started pooling 
around me. I knew that it was 
enough to distract them when I 
heard their shrieks as they smelled 
my blood. I tried controlling the 
sobs escaping me. My vision was 
turning hazy. I heard him 
screaming, "no you can't. Don't!" 
The rattle of the chains came 

again, as he tried to break himself 
free. One of them held my arm and 
pulled it with enough strength to 
break my joint. A blood curdling 
scream escaped my lips. But as 
they stepped into the pool of my 
blood, they turned into ashes, I 
was not able to figure out what 
was happening. The very next 
moment a black blanket appeared 
before my eyes and I lost my 

consciousness. 
A day or two had gone by when I 
found myself in a hospital bed. I 
struggled opening my eyes. I had 
plaster over one arm. Hopefully I 
still had both of my arms. After 
regaining my consciousness I 
heard two men talking about me. I 
moved my head in the direction of 
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their voices and tried to get up. 
They were standing about twenty 
feet away. One of them was a 
doctor, the other one suddenly 
shifted his gaze toward me, and it 
felt like the time stopped . 
In a moment he reached me. It was 
him . I mumbled his name . He 
looked concerned, anj looked like 
he hadn't slept well. His eyes were 
now black. "You alright?" , he 
asked. "What happened to you? 
How could they see you? And what 
happened to those weirdos?" I 
questioned in retu rn . 
He held my hand gently and said, 
"love, we have all the time in this 
world to talk about t hat, I guess 
the hospital is not a good place fo r 
a horror story. But hey, if you wa nt 
them to send us to an asylum I' m 
in . Anywhere for my lady." He 
winked and kissed the back of my 
hand in the old fashioned way. We 
both chuckled. It was the first time 
I saw him laughing like a kid, 
happier than ever. First time in life I 
realized he is everything I've been 
looking for, he is every place that I 
have ever loved and the most 
precious soul I've ever touched. He 
is the home I craved and the love I 
hoped I would find . 



p edure, the doctor kept 
pc 1g my belly with the probe, 
m i g the probe every which 
w a\ The doctor's expressions 
cha ged and I asked, "What's 
wrong doctor?". My agitation 
only grew when I was met with 
silence. My husband was called 
in . Here is when the whole fell 
down on me. She told us that our 
baby had a large fluid filled sac in 
his brain, a condition called 
Dandy Walker's syndrome. I was 
para lyzed with a massive fear. I 
felt like the air was thinning 
around me. As if, I was pulled 
down to the deepest ocean of 
the world, with an anchor tied to 
my feet. And I was desperately 
gasping fo r air. My heart 
hammered aga inst my chest as if, 
it would shatter the ribs and 
explode into my lap. "Would my 
boy su rvive? I am ready to take 
any cha nce there is to save him 
r-rom this disease," I muttered, 
n yvoice cracking. 
) ver the "'"'Xt couple of days, I 
ead ov•_ -:i t housand articles 
bout t h ondition. Frantically, 
- ying fi n d something, 

< 1ything restore my faith, to 
f el the th beneath my feet 
a ~ain. I fe ike I was holding my 
b :- eath a d my lungs were 
yearning for oxygen. But, with 
every passing moment, this hope 
was snatched away from me. I 
co uld hear the unsolicited 
advice, asking me to do the one 
t hing I dreaded, the one thing I 
knew I had t o do. I felt so frail that 
my body ached from simply 
existing. I knew the pain and 
misery my son and I would have 
to go through every single day of 

our lives. Unless, I took this step 
and saved this pain for myself 
solely. 

Friday night, by the end of that 
week, with the rudimentary 
might left in me, I decided to 
abort him. I decided to murder 
him for I knew I wouldn't be able 
to stand seeing him in pain if he is 
born. I suffered the most making 
this decision, questioning it a 
million times, asking for a sign, 
for forgiveness. I got the 
procedure done at a private 
abortion facility. Despite being 
under anaesthesia, my body 
responded as if every cell in it 
was protesting the loss. It was in 
those moments , I wished 
connections could be broken. I 
couldn't handle it, my mind kept 
screaming at me to "Ask them to 

stop!" Everything went black. 
She felt a jolt bringing her back to 
present. She could hear Momin's 
laughter again, pure as his name. 
She fell to the ground in sujood, 
"I know you love me, and you 
know I'm hurting. Forgive me and 
give me strength," she 
whispered. She got up and made 
her way to the cupboard, took 
out a wooden box, which was 
tucked into a corner, hidden, as if 
the precious thing inside it might 
corrode if exposed to 
atmosphere. That's where she 
kept a lock of Momin, her son 's 
hair, the son whose laughter kept 
ringing in her ears, the one she 
aborted . The son, her conscious­
stricken mind told her she 
murdered . The one, her heart 
told her, she saved . 



Am I Forgiven 
I had lied down on my bed, still as 
some inanimate object, staring 
at the roof. A bright moon with a 
few stars peeped through the veil 
of thick black night. A few rays of 
light found their way into the 
bedroom, forming a bright halo, 
at the corner of the carpet. I was 
trapped there, immobile, with 
my mind to keep me a company I 
didn't ask for. My swollen eyes 
began to fill with tears that 
flowed down the side of my face, 
forming patterns like those 
formed after a heavy rain, 
pouring down a dried a 
mountain, carving tiny streams 
of water stumbling downhill. 
These were the tears of guilt, my 
sins, my tormenting brain kept 
reminding me of. Events of the 
past year kept playing before my 
eyes, on loop. A loop, I constantly 
failed to escape. I was guilty of 
"taking a life!". The remorse was 
digging a hole, so deep, in my 
heart that I had started to feel 
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hollow, soulless. It was beyond 
my finite capabilities to fill this 
void. So, I mustered up whatever 
strength I had in me and made 
my way to ask for help from The 
One, whose infinite sources and 
ai? have been promised, upon 
calling. The Almighty! 
I laid down a prayer mat on the 
illuminated corner of the carpet 
and stared at the sky with blank 
eyes. Despite the fact that I 
couldn't find any faith in me I 
wanted to try my luck here. I 
could hear a faint, Momin, my 
son's laughter in the background. 
As I raised my hands to pray, to 
put all the worries that 
insubstantial self carried in front 
of Allah. A fading memory 
popped up. The past year flashed 
in front of my eyes. It appeared 
so foreign to me, the time when I 
last felt the warmth of happiness. 
As if, it didn't belong to me and I 
was looking in from someone 
else's eyes. It was the day I found 

• 
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out I was pregnant, overjoyed, a 
feeling shared by my husband 
too. As we were able to conceive 
after trying for five years . It felt 
unbelievable, that there was a 
life inside of my ve~y womb. The 
life we had wished for, longed for, 
prayed for and waited for so long. 
The day I had to get my anomaly 
scan done was here. I was waiting 
outside the doctor's room. An 
unpleasant wave of anxiety 
washed over me . I couldn't 
rationalise it, but I felt sick with 
apprehension. I ru led it out to me 
being nervous. I was called in for 
the ultrasoun d . During the 



break, that I would lose the call. 
I g. abbed it, and raised it to my ear 
again . The screams were there, 
but it sounded like more than just 
Candace and Morgan. It sounded 
like hundreds of voices, as if they 
w ere caught in some kind of 
morbid echo. I wanted to hang up, 
wanted to turn off this horrible 
sound. But I knew if I did that' I'd 
lose them forever. 
My decision was made for me 
w hen my call was disconnected. I 
heard the beeps that indicated a 
lost signal, and then silence . I 
called aga in and again, to no avail. 
My sister had taken the car, I 
couldn 't go after her. My only 
option was to cal l the police, to tell 
t hem ev er yt h ing that had 
happened. 
They asked me to come to the 
statio n, they w anted a formal 
statement from me. I told them I 
co uld when my parents got home, 
but instead they sent a cruiser to 
pick me up. They said it was urgent 
that they speak with me. I was 
relieved to hear they were taking 

e seriously 
Vfhen t he twr. offi cers pulled up to 
n iy house, t h "Y asked if they could 
come in. Th wanted to speak 
w ith me as S( ::in as possible, and it 
w ould just be easier to talk here. I 
let t hem in. 
They asked me about Candace, 
about where she went and why. I 
to ld them everyt hing, told them 
about t he texts and the lake, about 
how she was on the phone with 
me t he who le ti me. I told them it 
was Morgan that she met, I heard 
it myself. They listened to me the 
whole time, writing things down 
and exchanging glances. 
The female officer asked the male 
to leave. She took my hand, and 

asked me to repeat my story again. 
I told her that I had said the whole 
truth, that everything I said was 
what happened. She grabbed my 
other hand the way a mother 
holds their child 's when telling 
them bad news. 
" Liza, we found Morgan's body last 
night. It was buried in the woods, 
thirty miles away from the lake 
Candace drove to. He ... his body is 
with the medical examiner right 
now, but it's clear he 's been dead 
some time, probably since around 
when he initially went missing" 
I stared at her in utter disbelief. 
"That can't be. I. .. I heard ... I heard 
him" I stammered out, not 
believing what I was hearing. 
" Look. I don't think you're lying. I 
just think, I think you 've been 
misled. Whoever killed Morgan -
oh shit - yes, we think there was 
foul play involved . Whoever hurt 
him may have wanted to hurt your 
sister too. We have office rs on 
their way to the lake. We will do 
everything we can to find your 
sister" 
I couldn 't hear it anymore. I broke 
down, tears running down my 

cheeks. I sobbed, and she pulled 
me in, letting me cry on her 
shoulder. 
They haven't found her body. They 
haven't found my sister. Her car 
was parked nearthe lake, and they 
found her footprints in the mud, 
first walking , then running 
towards the shore where I know 
she saw Morgan. They didn't see 
any prints returning her to her car, 
and nothing showing that she 
went into the woods or the lake. 
What scares me is they only found 
one set of footprints. It was as if 
Morgan was never there, they told 
me no one else was there . They 
think she walked herself into the 
lake after not finding Morgan. 
They think it was a cruel trick, and 
that she couldn't take the pain. I 
have trouble believing that though 
- I know what I heard. I know 
whoever, whatever, hurt Morgan 
hurt her too. And based on how 
quickly Morgan died after going 
missing, I'm pretty sure my sister is 
gone too. I just hope I don 't hear 
from her, because I don 't think I'd 
be able to stop myself from going 
to find her. 



so" 

I sighed. "Candace, don't you think 
it could be .. I'm sorry but couldn't 
it be ... someone doing wrong with 
you?" 

Her eyes stared back into mine 
wildly "I thought so too. So I said 
prove it. He did. He told me 
something no one else would 
know. Something just between us. 
Something I didn't even tell you . 
Or my friends" 

She had my attention now "Show 
me the messages" I said 
"I can't. He told me not to. He's in 
danger Liza. I can't put him in more 
danger yet. No one can know. But, 
I need you to cover for me. I'm 
going to meet him. He is in it bad I 
guess, somehow got mixed up in 
something. He needs money. He 
wants to see me, to explain . I'm 
going to meet him" 
"You can't be serious" I said, 
"Candace this isn't safe. What if 
this is fake? Or, if he is ok, what if 
someone put him up to this?" 
"That's a risk I'm just going to have 
to take" she said. I knew from the 
look in her eyes that nothing was 
going to change her mind. 
"Wei I, at least let me go with you" 
"No. You have to stay here. If 
something happens to me, you 
need to be safe, and try to get us 
help. I can't risk bringing you too. 
Besides, he said not to tell anyone 
we were meeting" 
I knew this was a stupid idea. I 
knew she was being set up. But 
something inside of me knew she 
was going, with or without my 
blessing. I couldn't stop her. So I 
asked her to tell me where she was 
going. To have me on the phone so 
I could hear what happened. I 
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wanted her location on, and I 
wanted to know her every move. 

And I told her, if she wasn't back by 
8AM I was calling the police, 
regardless of who Morgan may or 
may not be mixed up with. 
She agreed, with some reluctance. 
The meetup was supposed to be at 
a lake about an hour out from 
home. She was to be there by 
SAM, to stay an hour or so, and to 
be back by 7. At 8 I would call and 
report her missing. 
I heard her throwing stuff into a 
bag and rushing out the door. Her 
car peeled out of the driveway, 
and I had this sinking feeling this 
would be the last time I saw my 
sister. They always say, trust your 
gut. I just wish my gut was wrong 
about this one. 
She called me just before 6, letting 
me know she was pulling up to the 
lake. 
"I don't see anything yet, but he's 
probably just in a shadow or 
something. Hiding" then I heard a 
rustle as she put the phone in her 
pocket and got out of her car. 
"Baby. Oh baby, it's really you!" I 
heard her voice, shaky with both 
fear and elatement, which soon 
was overcome with static as the 
phone bounced around in her 
pocket. 
"It's me Cheerio" 
I nearly stopped breathing. It was 
Morgan's voice. It was Morgan's 

nickname for he r. T ere as no 
mistaking it. It was rea ·y hm 
I cringed a little as I heard the 
kissing noises, the sobbing, and 
the almost hysterical laughter. I 
breathed a little easier after nearly 
ten minutes had p 
nothing happenir . 
their emotional re 
He started to tell I 
trouble, that he 

,; ... I 

~s in 
her to 

know he was safe. He as figuring 
it out, but he couldn't tell her 
much . I wanted to tell him we 
could help him figure it out, to just 
come home, but Candace did that 
for me. 
"Baby, you have to understand. I 
can't come home. Not yet. I just 
needed to see you, to hug you and 
tell you that I'm okay. There's 
something I couldn't tell you in 
text though. Something you have 
to know. I didn't leave on purpose. 
I found something when I was 
hiking one day, something I think I 
shouldn't have" 
"What was it?" Candace said, the 
tension in her voice unmistakable. 
"If I tell you, you have to promise 
to believe me. However crazy it 
may sound" 
"Of course" 
Suddenly, the w ind picked up. I 
could hear it howli ng aro und 
them. The pan ic rose in Morgan's 
voice. 
"Shit, shit, it fo llowed me here. I 
thought I got away, I thought it was 
safe. Baby, you need to go. It's not 
safe for you here. Oh God, oh God, 
it's not .... " 
The phone was overcome with 
static. I couldn't make out any 
words, only voices, rising louder 
and louder, then screams pierced 
the microphone. I dropped my 
phone, diving to stop it from 
hitting the ground for fear it would 



break, that I would lose the call. 
I grabbed it, and raised it to my ear 
again. The screams were there, 
but it sounded like more than just 
Candace and Morgan. It sounded 
like hundreds of voices, as if they 
were caught in some kind of 
morbid echo. I wanted to hang up, 
wanted to turn off this horrible 
sound. But I knew if I did that' I'd 
lose them forever. 
My decision was made for me 
when my call was disconnected. I 
heard the beeps that indicated a 
lost signal, and then silence. I 
called again and again, to no avail. 
My sister had taken the car, I 
couldn't go after her. My only 
option was to call the police, to tell 
them everything that had 
happened. 
They asked me to come to the 
station, they wanted a formal 
statement from me. I told them I 
could when my parents got home, 
but instead they sent a cruiser to 
pick me up. They said it was urgent 
that they speak with me. I was 
relieved to hear they were taking 
me seriously. 
When the two officers pu lled up to 
my house, they asked if they could 
come in. They wanted to speak 
with me as soon as possible, and it 
would just be easier to talk here. I 
let them in. 
They asked me about Candace, 
about where she went and why. I 
told them everything, told them 
about the texts and the lake, about 
how she was on the phone with 
me the whole time. I told them it 
was Morgan that she met, I heard 
it myself. They listened to me the 
whole time, writing things down 
and exchanging glances. 
The female officer asked the male 
to leave. She took my hand, and 

asked me to repeat my story again. 
I told her that I had said the whole 
truth, that everything I said was 
what happened. She grabbed my 
other hand the way a mother 
holds their child's when telling 
them bad news. 
11 Liza, we found Morgan's body last 
night. It was buried in the woods, 
thirty miles away from the lake 
Candace drove to. He ... his body is 
with the medical examiner right 
now, but it's clear he's been dead 
some time, probably since around 
when he initially went missing" 
I stared at her in utter disbelief. 
"That can't be. I ... I heard ... I heard 
him" I stammered out, not 
believing what I was hearing. 
"Look. I don't think you're lying. I 
just think, I think you've been 
misled. Whoever killed Morgan -
oh shit - yes, we think there was 
foul play involved. Whoever hurt 
him may have wanted to hurt your 
sister too. We have officers on 
their way to the lake. We will do 
everything we can to find your 
sister" 
I couldn't hear it anymore. I broke 
down, tears running down my 

cheeks. I sobbed, and she pulled 
me in, letting me cry on her 
shoulder. 
They haven't found her body. They 
haven't found my sister. Her car 
was parked nearthe lake, and they 
found her footprints in the mud, 
first walking, then running 
towards the shore where I know 
she saw Morgan. They didn't see 
any prints returning her to her car, 
and nothing showing that she 
went into the woods or the lake. 
What scares me is they only found 
one set of footprints. It was as if 
Morgan was never there, they told 
me no one else was there. They 
think she walked herself into the 
lake after not finding Morgan. 
They think it was a cruel trick, and 
that she couldn't take the pain. I 
have trouble believing that though 
- I know what I heard. I know 
whoever, whatever, hurt Morgan 
hurt her too. And based on how 
quickly Morgan died after going 
missing, I'm pretty sure my sister is 
gone too. I just hope I don't hear 
from her, because I don 't think I'd 
be able to stop myself from going 
to find her. 



so" 
I sighed. "Candace, don't you think 
it could be .. I'm sorry but couldn't 
it be ... someone doing wrong with 
you?" 

Her eyes stared back into mine 
wildly "I thought so too. So I said 
prove it. He did. He told me 
something no one else would 
know. Something just between us. 
Something I didn't even tell you. 
Or my friends" 
She had my attention now "Show 
me the messages" I said 
"I can't. He told me not to. He's in 
danger Liza. I can't put him in more 
danger yet. No one can know. But, 
I need you to cover for me. I'm 
going to meet him. He is in it bad I 
guess, somehow got mixed up in 
something. He needs money. He 
wants to see me, to explain . I'm 
going to meet him" 
"You can't be serious" I said, 
"Candace this isn't safe. What if 
this is fake? Or, if he is ok, what if 
someone put him up to this?" 
"That's a risk I'm just going to have 
to take" she said. I knew from the 
look in her eyes that nothing was 
going to change her mind. 
"Wei I, at least let me go with you" 
"No. You have to stay here. If 
something happens to me, you 
need to be safe, and try to get us 
help. I can't risk bringing you too. 
Besides, he said not to tell anyone 
we were meeting" 
I knew this was a stupid idea. I 
knew she was being set up. But 
something inside of me knew she 
was going, with or without my 
blessing. I couldn't stop her. So I 
asked hertotell me where she was 
going. To have me on the phone so 
I could hear what happened. I 
wanted her location on, and I 
wanted to know her every move. 

And I told her, if she wasn 't back by 
8AM I was calling the police, 
regardless of who Morgan may or 
may not be mixed up with. 
She agreed, with some reluctance. 
The meetup was supposed to be at 
a lake about an hour out from 
home. She was to be there by 
SAM, to stay an hour or so, and to 
be back by 7. At 8 I would call and 
report her missing. 
I heard her throwing stuff into a 
bag and rushing out the door. Her 
car peeled out of the driveway, 
and I had this sinking feeling this 
would be the last time I saw my 
sister. They always say, trust your 
gut. I just wish my gut was wrong 
about this one. 
She called me just before 6, letting 
me know she was pulling up to the 
lake. 
"I don't see anything yet, but he's 
probably just in a shadow or 
something. Hiding" then I heard a 
rustle as she put the phone in her 
pocket and got out of her car. 
"Baby. Oh baby, it's really you!" I 
heard her voice, shaky with both 
fear and elatement, which soon 
was overcome with static as the 
phone bounced around in her 
pocket. 
"It's me Cheerio" 
I nearly stopped breathing. It was 
Morgan's voice. It was Morgan's 

nickname for her. There was no 
mistaking it. It was really him. 
I cringed a little as I heard the 
kissing noises, the sobbing, and 
the almost hysterical laughter. I 
breathed a little easier after nearly 
ten minutes had passed with 
nothing happening other than 
their emotional reunion. 
He started to tell her he was in 
trouble, that he needed her to 
know he was safe. He was figuring 
it out, but he couldn't tell her 
much. I wanted to tell him we 
could help him figure it out, to just 
come home, but Candace did that 
for me. 
"Baby, you have to understand . I 
can't come home. Not yet. I just 
needed to see you, to hug you and 
tell you that I'm okay. There's 
something I couldn't tell you in 
text though. Something you have 
to know. I didn't leave on purpose. 
I found something when I was 
hiking one day, something I think I 
shouldn't have" 
"What was it?" Candace said, the 
tension in her voice unmistakable. 
"If I tell you, you have to promise 
to believe me. However crazy it 
may sound" 
"Of course" 
Suddenly, the wind picked up. I 
could hear it howling around 
them. The panic rose in Morgan's 
voice. 
"Shit, shit, it followed me here. I 
thought I got away, I thought it was 
safe. Baby, you need to go. It's not 
safe for you here. Oh God, oh God, 
it's not .... " 
The phone was overcome with 
static. I couldn't make out any 
words, only voices, rising louder 
and louder, then screams pierced 
the microphone. I dropped my 
phone, diving to stop it from 
hitting the ground for fear it would 



WOODS 
My sister found her missing 
boyfriend and I really wish she 
hadn't. 

Three months ago my sister's 
boyfriend went missing. They had 
been dating since they were each 
14 years old, and five years later, 
they were more in love than the 
day they met. At least, that's what 
she told me, and later what she 
told the world when she appeared 
on the news, pleading for him to 
come home. 
Candace, my sister, is someone I 
can only describe as a light, a 
beacon of love, and someone who 
cared for me when no one else did. 
It wasn't easy for us growing up, 
our parents worked hard just to 
keep a roof over her head, and 
Candace made sure I was fed safe I I 

and entertained whenever I was 
left in her care . I'm only three 
years her junior, but that was 
enough for her to feel responsible 
for me. Looking back now, I'm 
am azed we didn't quarrel as 

sisters did, despite my constant 
(and sometimes nagging) 
presence in her life. 
When she met Morgan, he 
became a part of my life too. He 
would hang out with us, helping 
her care for me and never raising 
an issue with me tagging along on 
their adventures. I loved him in the 
same way I would love a brother, 
and I'd like to think he loved me 
too. They were so deeply 
connected, you'd think they'd 
been married for years. Candace 
would tell me how sweet he was, 
show me all the gifts he would 
bring her, and you could see her 
eyes light up whenever his car 
came down our driveway. 
That's why when he stopped 
responding to he..j;Amessages 
randomly three months ago, she 
knew something was wrong. 
It was hard to get the police 
involved, as he was nineteen and 

AHMADSUBHAN 
THIRD YEAR 

from a family more dysfunctional 
than our own. They thought he 
was a runaway, and despite 
Candace's pleas, they declined to 
raise any alarms until further 
evidence presented itself that 
something more tragic happened. 
This didn't stop her from posting 
on social media, eventually 
assembling a team of people who 
helped her search for her missing 
love. She went on the news I 
created a YouTube channel 
documenting everything she 
found (or didn't find); she was 
obsessed. Never once have I or will 
I blame her for that. 
Last night, Candace came into my 
room around 3AM, flipping on my 
light switch and waking me up 
without warning. Groggily, I 
shouted at her "what are you 
doing? Get ouuuuut" 
"Liza, stop, you have to listen to 
me. I. .. I just got a text. From 
Morgan" 
I sat up like a rocket, suddenly very, 
very awake. "You .. you what? 
From Morgan?" 
"Yes well, not his phone. But a text 
from him. I know it's him. He says 



<> Plato 
Plato was an innovator of the written dialogue and dialectic forms in 
philosophy. He is also considered the founder of Western political 
philosophy. His place in medicine is secured through his highly 
influential dialogue Timeaus, which links medicine, philosophy, and 
politics. His holistic approach toward people and their illnesses is an 

innovation followed to this day. [427-347 BC] 



"Wish I had realised that I would have to 
live so fa r from my family and my home, 
where I wouldn't get to see them daily. I 
would've to survive all my hard times 
alone without my Ama's warm hugs" 
Noor e Fatima 

"Apne ghabrana nahi hai. Your seniors 
are friendly, sit with them and question 
everything about this place. We are 
equally horrified. Loi." and "No specialty 
of medicine is a gender specific thing 
regardless of what your peers or H/O's 
and M/O's think, these are only 
'perceptions'. Aim high and fight for it" 
"Pay close attention to who you end up 
befriending. You need people who not 
only speak your name in a room of 
opport un ities (they are going to rise, 
trust me) but also help you grow when 
you' re wrong. You do not need a 'group' 
or anyone who helps maintain your 
fami liarity bubble. College is diverse, 
use it for your own growth and don't 
judge anyone". 
HadiaEman 

"Don't compare yourself to others. 
Don't try to be like them. Don't try to fit 
in and shrink your personality just to be 
a part of the crowd. Your personality is 
what makes you 'YOU'. Don't let people 
tell you how you should be. Be yourself, 
own yourself, to be yourself 
unapologetically is the hardest thing 
one can do. You will be judged for it a lot 
but don't abandon your true self just 
because you are afraid of people's 
opinions about you. If you are a good 
person, people will eventually realise 
it." "Cut off the people who bring any 
negativity in your life. Get rid of all the 
toxic people, the moment you realise 
they are toxic, don't be with them just 
because you are scared you might not 
find new friends now or maybe it's too 
late. IT'S NEVER TOO LATE. The right 
people will find you, appreciate you and 
love you, even when you think you don't 
deserve any of it and the wrong people 
won't, even if you do your best." 
Tahniat Sultan 



THINGS I WISH 
I KNEW! 

Hello everyone! After successfully surviving almost 4 years of 
MBBS in SMDC, if there is one thing I learnt so far, it was to ask 
my seniors about EVERYTHING. Because I believe they've 
been through most of what we all go through and they learnt a 
lot through theirexperiences! 
So why not get some advice for you all who are just trying to 
figure out LIFE at SMDC & in MBBS. Because; "Everyone you 
meet knows something you don't." 

TAHNIAT SULTAN 
FOURTH YEAR 

"Life is a chess and you are the real 
monarch of it. So never allow others to 
roll their knights and pawns on your 
board." 
FawadAhmad 

"The best thing you can do is to be kind to 
yourself and people around you. If you 
do that, in every possible sense, you 
should be okay in MBBS and after that as 
well." 
Rohma Qureshi 

"Tough times never last. Only tough 
people last." 
EmadMunir 

"Only do it if it's what you want. 
Otherwise, it's too much KHUPP!!!" 
Ismail Faruqui 

"The grass is always greener on the other 
side. Your only challenge is 'YOU', to 
improve yourself, every single day." 
HiraMajied 

Don't miss out on all the fun in life because of 
studies. Studies NEVER end. Just learn to maintain 
a healthy balance." 
Aimen Siddiqui 

"Good communication skills are super important 
and bookish information alone is not enough for 
clinical practice." 
Rumaisa Masroor 

"Always prioritise your time and yourself before 
anything else" and "Find yourself a friend to mark 
your proxies and make your copies Loi." 
Shahmeer Mohydin 

"Think twice before making friends but w hen you 
do make them, stick to them." 
Syed Muhammad Azeem 

"Once you are in, be clear that the majority of 
successfu l doctors were once average good 
students with great communication skills and up to 
date knowledge. So while excelling academically, 
take care of your physical as well as mental health." 

Ayesha A_hsan 



Wi Toil From Sunrise To Sunset But For What? 
Li fe is all about a flower that 
blooms but spread its fragrance to 
others. From a very young age we 
are taught by our parents and 
teachers that hard work is the key 
to success and that success is the 
only goal in one's life. We have 
been inculcated with the never­
ending fight for leaving a mark 
onto the world. This is the basis of 
why we spend most of our lives 
struggling to achieve success and 
make names. We neglect the 
things that actually make us happy 
and satisfied. The things that give 
us inner peace. 
I have always thought why? For 
what? What is the purpose of this 
all? Are we humans really made 
for this aspiration? What is our 
main objective of coming into this 
world? A lifetime of success? So 
t '1at people wi ll remember us? 

We'll have newspaper articles 
anticipating our various 
ach ievements? Posters pasted all 
around the world to represent our 
charm? Does this all even matter if 
we die at the very next moment? 
Our purpose in this world is 
noteworthy. Something that 
would leave a mark on our coming 
generations. The motive is to 
spread kindness to the people 
around us. A lifetime of kindness 
that will never go to waste . 
We should rather spend our lives 
searching for things that would 
make our environment better and 
that we inculcate in ourselves the 
spirit of gratitude. 
Sitting with our family members, 
spending quality time, talking 
about what life really is and 
understanding the close relation 
of life with death will in actual give 
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us knowledge and empowerment. 
Life is not about measuring the 
level of our happiness by how 
successful we are in a certain 
profession . 
We should not judge our 
happiness by how successful and 
content we feel but rather how 
happy and content we have made 
those who are around us. 



Privilege 
Privilege by definition is an 
advantage or a benefit that is 
enjoyed by some people and not 
by others. There are many 
different types of privileges that 
people benefit from in many 
different ways. Everyone has some 
type of privilege going for him or 
her. 
Being able-bodied and without a 
mental disability is one privilege 
because you can work more 
compared to an individual with a 
weakness. Another privilege is 
socioeconomic privilege . Social 
class can determine access to 
opportunities, to participating in 
global affairs , and opens up 
particular educational and 
vocational doors easily i.e. if you 
are a college graduate and your 
parents were also gr.aduates, your 
route to college was likely much 
easier. 
Gender privilege is another form 

of privilege which is mostly given 
to men i . e . being paid more 
patriarchy prevails in most 
societies, we still see male 
authority superseding others . 
Men continue to be 
overrepresented in leadership 
roles; their stories and their 
perspectives continue to be 
valued and some jobs are still 
reserved for them only. Racial 
privilege is a privilege especially in 
the West where White people are 
given more rights, power, money 
and leading elite opportunities. 

Religious privilege comes with 
being a member of the dominant 

• 

religion in our cu lture- to have 
one's own religious practices and 
observances recognized as the 

norm e.g. in Pakistan, Muslims are 
given privilege because of 
majority Muslim population and 
more religious sites as compared 
to minorities i.e. Christians, 
Hindus, and Sikhs. Educational 
access is also a privilege which 
itself brings many privileges. It 
opens doors to higher paying 
careers and eventually better 
lifestyles. 
A class system prevails in the 
society which is defined as a set of 
hierarchical social categories, the 
most common being the upper, 
middle and lower classes. Karl 
Marx's third class was defined by 
one's relationship to the means of 
production. Upper class include 
segments of the population which 
are exceptionally extravagant, 
have much later time for 
cultivating a variety of interests, 
live in exclusive neighborhoods, 
gather at expensive social clubs 
and send their children to the 
finest schools. They exercise a 
great deal of influence and power 
both nationally and globally. 
The middle class are the sandwich 
class. They are mostly termed as 
working class because they are 
educated and gauged in manual 
labor. Less educated people get 
min i mal income such as 
managers, small business owners 
while literate ones are 
profession a I or business people 
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with high incomes e.g. doctors, 
lawyers, teachers etc. The lower 
classes are typified by poverty, 
homelessness an d 
unemployment. They suffer from 
inadequate living amenities and 
facilities. 
Privileges affect different 
fragments of society in distinctive 
ways. Rich class citizens have the 
prerogative of being called "Rulers 
or kings of the society". On the 
other hand, middle class citizens 
have the privilege of education, 
determination, effici enc 1d 
hard work. Last but not tr ast, 
the poor indigenous of a society 
enjoys skills or aptitude i.e. some 
have the ability of crafting and 
manual work so they set up small 
scale businesses or co tt age 
industries. Others have t he 
privilege of happiness in the ir li fe 
and live in a caring and well born 
family. Everyone has a privi lege, 
some don 't even realize it but t he 
fact remains. 



-

Did I make the right choice? 

• 
AFZAL SAEED 
SECOND YEAR 

If you begin to regret, you'll dull 
your future decisions and let 
others make your choice for 
you. 
However, I believe it is 
important to be content with 
the decisions you have taken, as 
regret is a powerful thing. We 

Did I make the right choice chose different friends would 1 must not regret our decisions. 
w hen I cho se t o enroll in stillbeme? Instead learn and grow from 
Shalamar? Every decision paves the path them . Use those mistakes to 

Nat urally, th is question comes for the next one. My decision to better ourselves. 
to mind when one enters any pursue medicine led me to I don't regret my choice, I am 
ed ucationa l institute. Each choose a university. For content and happy with the 
institute has its respective pros instance, if I had chosen to person I am today, with the 
and cons, and after spending a pursue law, I would've ended up friends I have, the memories 
set amount of time, it is only with completely different I've made, and the institution I 
ins ti nctual t hat one asks interestsandsocialcircle. study in. These decisions have 
themselves th is. We can always go back in our made me who I am. 
How would my life be different lives and wonder if things To answer the question, I don 't 
if I had not chosen SM DC? happened differently. What know if I made the right choice, 
What if I chose to go to Shifa or would have been the outcome? but I do know one thing, if given 
FM H? Would I remain the same What if I chose F.Sc. over A the chance I would not have 
person I am today? levels, here? What if I chose to changed a single thing, and I am 
As Jim Rohn once said, "You are be an engineer over a doctor? completely content with the 
the average of the five people You can contemplate your decisions I made and the path I • 

:----------------· ,• 
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you spend time with." So, if I wholel ifeliketh is. am on . 



DETERMINERS OF HAPPINESS 

Daily activities account for a 
sizeable chunk of happiness 
then, which means we are at 
least partly responsible for our 
own happiness. 
Now if we introduce the 
concept of Baseline Happiness, 
things get a little more 
complicated. The idea in itself is 
expansive but the crux of the 
matter is that we all have a 
happiness baseline, which is 
our general long-term 
happiness. Whether there are 
good days (such as winning the 
lottery) or bad days (like being 
paralyzed), our daily happiness 
constantly fluctuates around 
the baseline. And happiness 
always returns to the baseline. 
Grim, but that explains why the 
'high' of happiness never lasts. 
On the flip side, this also 
explains why 'Time heals 
everything'. 
Why is happiness insufficient? 
In more ways than one the 
relentless pursuit of happiness 
sets us up for failure. 
Scenario one: 

• 

I feel a bit low. Someone around 
me asks what the matter is so I 

I 

overthink and hyper analyze my 
feelings and my mood. Why am 
I not happy? I can't pin down a 
reason to blame my mood on. I 
berate myself for being in a bad 
mood further cementing my 
misery. 
Scenario two: 
I need to study for the exam. It's 
important to me and I know 
that getting a good percentage 
will make me happy. But the 
exam is months away and I 
don't really want to study right 
now. The concepts are lengthy 
and the bulk of the course is 
nearly impossible to memorize. 
It's much easier instead for me 
to watch a movie or have a 
warm cup of tea because that 
will make me happy right now. 
Studying for the exam will be 
stressfu l, which is the exact 
opposite of the 'peace' we 
associate with happiness. 
We tell ourselves and others 
that the ultimate motivation for 
our work, our relationships and 
our day to day lives is the quest 
of happiness. It seems like a 
harmless enough idea but it 
frequently tempts us to exit or 

atleast heavily debate many 
challenging yet worthwhile 
situations. 
Philosophers Plato and 
Aristotle emphasized the use of 
the Ancient Greek w or d 
Eudaimonia-best translat ed as 
'fulfillment'. They did not 
believe that the purpose of 
human life was merely to be 
happy. The difference between 
happiness and fulfillme nt is 
pain. It is possible to be fulfi lled 
and at the same time under 
stress, in pain physically or 
mentally, burdened and quite 
routinely in a bad mo o d . 
The life you want will demand 
many sacrifices;restless night" 
and endless work days but it is < 
task worth-undertaking. Wit l 
the idea of Eudaimonia in mind 
we can stop pursuing a glor io u ~ 

pain-free existence. 
"Life is not a problem to be 
solved but a rea I ity t o be 
experienced" 
Soren Kierkegaard, ea rly 19th­
century philosopher. 
Fighting the urge to write in 
conclusion purely out of habit, 
here's what I think. Al l the 
aforementioned p ·"'' "' s 
standing and valid, t her Jne 
more key require mr • fo r 
happiness or eud aim o ni a; 
hope. As long as you have hope 
for a brighter future, fo r success 
or absolution, you don 't fall into 
despair. 
It further leads to positive 
confirmation bias; you find real­
wo r Id positive outcomes 
because you're actively 

searching for them. 



APPINESS 
"Happiness'~ What is it exactly? An abstract feeling? A constant state of 
mind? Can you fake it? And if you do, will it last forever? If it won't how 
long can you hold on to it? Is it really contagious? Is it a product of your 
environment? Can you fear happiness? If you're not happy, what are you? 

My quest to understand 
happiness started 
unsurprisingly with a Google 
search, which led to a great 
archive of literature published 
about happiness and its pursuit; 
self-help books, philosophy and 
what not. I also asked some of 
my friends what happiness 
means to them. 
Oxford Dicti onary's defines 
"Happiness" as, "The state of 
being happy". 
synony m s; contentment, 
satisfacti o'1 , j oy, euphoria. 
This is no ew orthy because 
most of t e people I asked 
referred to · 1appiness as 'being 
content' or '.leing at peace'. For 
exampl e h ere are some 
instagram s o ry replies. 
What makes us happy? 
While there are some external 

factors to happiness (such as 
social class, personality type 
etc), various studies point to 
specific ways of thinking and 
acting that largely dictate our 
sense of happiness and 
satisfaction. 
But how do you measure 
happiness? 
Based on six factors: a person's 
self-acceptance, feelings of 
freedom, personal growth, 
fruitful relationships, pursuit of 
goals, and sense of control over 
their lives. 
Research from positive 
psychology suggests that as 
much of half of our happiness is 
determined by our genes. Isn't 
it disappointing? 
A nod here to our favorite 
neurotransmitters serotonin 
and dopamine. 

AZBANOOR 
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Serotonin is the 'happiness 
chemical'; people diagnosed 
with depression typically have 
low levels of serotonin. 
Interestingly, natural serotonin 
levels can be altered by our 
activities such as exercise, 
eating certain foods or being 
under the sun. 
Brain releases dopamine as part 
of the reward system. Higher 
amounts of dopamine make 
you feel good, which motivates 
you to repeat the behavior that 
triggered the good feeling. 
Good food, caffeine, exercise, 
music and completing a task 
stimulate release of dopamine. 



........................................... __ 
for feelings of sadness or fright 
to develop in response to such 
situations. Those experiencing 
loss often might describe 
themselves "depressed". In 
grief, painful feelings come in 
waves often inter-mined with 
positive memories. Self esteem 
is usually maintained. But in 
depression, feelings of 
worthlessness and self loathing 
are common. 
Depression can affect anyone 
even a person who appears to 
1 ·i e i n r e I a ti v e I y i d e a I 
circumstances. People with low 
self-esteem who are easily 
overwhelmed by stress, or who 
are generally pessimistic 
appear to be more likely to 
experience depression. 
Environment also plays an 
important role in causing 
depression. Continuous 
exposure to violence, neglect, 
abuse or poverty may make 
some people more vulnerable 
to depression. It can be hard to 
explain how depression feels to 
someone who has not 
experienced it. 
Student life tends to be hectic 
with lots of things going on. If 
you are living in shared 
accommodation, it can be noisy 
and difficult to avoid 
distractions from others. 
Likewise, if you are living on 
your own feelings isolated or 
detached from others, it can 
also be problematic. Stress due 
to studies also causes 
depression. For example, if you 
are feeling very stressed or feel 

you cannot manage stress, it 
can lead to mental health 
problems such as depression 
and anxiety. It can also affect 
your academic performance. 
Unemployment causes stress 
which ultimately has long term 
physiological health affects and 
can have negative 
consequences for people's 
mental health including 
depression, an-xiety and lower 
self esteem. 
Sometimes depression 
happens along with a major 
illness. Early childhood 
experiences are risk factors for 
depression.This includes 
traumatic events like death of a 
loved one. Children can also 
develop the condition if they 
experience neglect, family 
conflict, hear constant criticism, 
going through a lot of stress in 
early childhood makes you 
more vulnerable to stress later 
in life. 
Immediate major life events can 
be enough to trigger a condition 
like divorc;e, a death in the 
family, job loss, and failure of 
business. 
Suicide is the second leading 
cause of death in young people. 
A major cause of suicide is 
mental illness, very commonly 

-
., 

depression. Peolpe feelin g 
suicidal are overwhelmed by 
painful emotions and see death 
as the only way out, losing sight 
of the fact that suicide is a 
permanent solution to a 
temporary problem. 
There are simple steps you can 
take to help you feel more in 
control and improve your sense 
of well-being. Meeting yourself 
is the key to self treatment, for 
depression, is to be open 
towards yourself and what 
you're going through, know 
that today is not indicative of 
tomorrow. 
Give yourself some grace to 
accept that while some days will 
be difficult, some days will also 
be great. Try to look forward. 
Stop your overthinking about 
life. Set attainable goals. 
Reward your efforts. Do 
something you enjoy like 
listening to music and spend 
time with family and friends. 
There is no cure for depression. 
Your symptoms may go away 
over time, but the condition 
won't. But with care and 
treatment you can reach 
remission and enjoy a long and 
healthy life. 



seminars, listen to motivational 
speakers and talk to friends to 
seek motivation but actually 
these all are just reminders not 
motivation. Motivation can 
never ever come from any 
external source; one must have 
internal locus of control. 
However, nowadays, we are 
driven by external forces . We 
need others' approval and their 
appreciation. We're too 
concerned for what others feel 
about us and we keep on 
torturing ourselves trying to 
come up to others' 
expectations. 
There's a need to get over 
depressive and tense situations 

ratherthan to get stuck in them. 
Don't keep on thinking, why this 
problem exists, but change the 
mindset to how this problem 
can be solved. "Why" is 
important but sticking only to 
"Why" is a mistake, jump to the 
next step "how". 
Her mind was questioning and 
answering back itself, maybe 
this is called rationalizing. After 
several hours of thinking she 
was satisfied because she finally 
realized it's easy to get over 
every hardship without getting 
depressed . We only need to 
calm our mind first, then need 
to rationalize things out instead 
of sobbing and sulking over the 

severity of hardship. One can 
find answers to all of his/her 
questions in one's own sel f. 
Talking to yourself can be a way 
to work through problems you 
might be facing . This tactic, 
known as self-explaining, can 
help people monitor their 
progress and improve their 
performance as they work 
through a problem. It can be a 
useful way to gain some 
distance from your own 
experiences. It allows you to 
reflect on the things that are 
happening in you r life . By 
providing you some distance, it 
can be a great way to see things 
more objectively. 



Everyone feels down at times. 
Sometimes sadness comes for 
no apparent reason. Is there 
any difference between these 
sh ift ing moods and what is 
ca lled depression? Anyone who 
has experienced an episode of 
de pression w ould probably 
answer 'yes'. Depression versus 
or d inary unhappiness, is 
characterised by longer and 
deeper feelings of 
despondency and the presence 
of certain characteristics. 
Depression is often ignored and 
untreated, the condition often 
prevents people from taking 
steps to help themselves. It is a 

common and serious medical 
illness that negatively affects 
how you feel, the way you think 
and how you act. 
Fortunately it is treatable. 
Depression causes feelings of 
sadness and loss of interest in 
activities you once enjoyed. It 
can lead to a variety of 
emotional and physical 
problems and can decrease 
your ability to function 
properly. 
Being sad is not the same as 
having depression. The grieving 
process is natural and unique to 
each individual and shares 
some of the features of 

depression. Both grief and 
depression may involve intense 
sadness and withdrawal from 
usual activities. Depression 
symptoms can vary from mild to 
severe and can include: 
• Feeling sad or having a 

depressed mood. 
• Loss of interest or pleasure in 

activities once enjoyed. 
• Feeling worthless and even 

thoughts of death or suicide. 
Depression is quite different 
from sadness or grief. The death 
of loved ones, loss of job or the 
ending of a relationship are 
different experiences for a 
person to endure. It is normal 



seminars, listen to motivational 
speakers and talk to friends to 
seek motivation but actually 
these all are just reminders not 
motivation. Motivation can 
never ever come from any 
external source; one must have 
internal locus of control. 
However, nowadays, we are 
driven by external forces. We 
need others' approval and their 
appreciation. We're too 
concerned for what others feel 
about us and we keep on 
torturing ourselves trying to 
come up to others' 
expectations. 
There's a need to get over 
depressive and tense situations 

ratherthan to get stuck in them. 
Don't keep on thinking, why this 
problem exists, but change the 
mindset to how this problem 
can be solved. "Why" is 
important but sticking only to 
"Why" is a mistake, jump to the 
next step "how". 
Her mind was questioning and 
answering back itself, maybe 
this is called rationalizing. After 
several hours of thinking she 
was satisfied because she finally 
realized it's easy to get over 
every hardship without getting 
depressed. We only need to 
calm our mind first, then need 
to rationalize things out instead 
of sobbing and sulking over the 

severity of hardship. One can 
find answers to a II of his/her 
questions in one's own self. 
Talking to yourself can be a way 
to work through problems you 
might be facing. This tactic, 
known as self-explaining, can 
help people monitor their 
progress and improve their 
performance as they work 
through a problem. It can be a 
useful way to gain some 
distance from your own 
experiences. It allows you to 
reflect on the things that are 
happening in your life. By 
providing you some distance, it 
can be a great way to see things 
more objectively. 



Things Unsaid 
It was half past one, pitch dark 
outside, complete silence, she 
could easily listen to the sound 
of her breath in the room, she 
had been making an effort to 
sleep but in vain. The storm of 
thoughts in her mind wasn't 
letting her sleep. It had been a 
couple of months since she 
joined medical school. Things 
were going pretty smoothly 
until she realized that some of 
her fellows were having a really 
hard time dealing with 
depression. 
Her mind was stuffed with a 

bunch of questions. Why 
depression and anxiety has 
become the talk of the town? 
Why do people often fall prey to 
self-pity? Was this life meant to 
be a bed of roses or we are still 
childish enough to not to face 
the suffering? Sufferings are to 
be faced rather than to be 
escaped then why are we 
expecting that one day 
someone is going to have pity 
on us the same way we're 
pitying ourselves for our 
workloads and misfortunes and 
that someone is going to 

MAHEEN HASSAN 
FIRST YEAR 

console us for our self­
destruction. 
Why do we want to be treated 
as grown-ups but we fail to 
behave as grown-ups? It's 
absolutely okay to feel sorrow, 
to be sad and even mourn until 
and unless it's temporary. Why 
are we trying to portray that our 
suffering is permanent and 
we're the most depressed one. 
Why have we developed a 
complaining nature? We need 
to bring a change in ourselves 
because survivors are those 
who adapt to harsh conditions 
and those who don't, become 
extinct eventually. This is the 
law of natural selection . 
Moreover, if we start on 
counting our blessings then we 
can surely stop this virus of 
depression from spreading in 
our generation. 
Let's address at that much 
demanded motivation we are 
looking for. Depression and 
motivation are interlinked, in 
fact, depression is the absence 
of self-motivation. We attend 



Pakistan Needs to 

Pakistan Needs to Match 
up!Pakistan's history in science 
and technology is like a platonic 
drama, It has seen its days but 
now is on a downward 
trajectory. 
Pakistan has its fair share of 
throughout history, such as the 
foundation of SU PARCO which 
played an important in the 
American Apollo mission during 
the 60s. Pakistan's atomic 
energy program is a success, 
even recently her efforts in 
Covid prevention are widely 
acknowledged. Pakistan had 
many influential people like Dr. 
Abdul Qadeer Khan and Abdul 
Salam who found their 
foundations in the Pakistani 
education system but now it is 
in constant decline. 
Since the 90s, there have been 
no significant reforms in 
Pakistan's educational system, 
the same old books had been 
taught for more than three 
decades and this has given birth 
to many loopholes in the 
national curriculum, ranging 
from the different crash courses 
and past papers of repetitive 
exam papers . 

• 

The focus of this article is that 
not only has Pakistan's system 

had gone stale but also 
redundant, growing up as an 
aspiring medical professional, 
I've seen days when scoring a 
total of 90% of average on 
college entry test was such a 
feat, but now it's the new 
normal. I remember when 
scoring 1011/1100 in FSc. 
exams were such a great 
achievement but now it 
amounts to nothing. 
The Covid has proven the 
exploits in the educational 
system even further, the 
freshmen of the new academic 
year throughout the medical 
colleges have achieved scores 
that were considered 
impossible. 
During the recent pandemic 
years, the importance of 
research studies has just gone 
higher for Pakistan but our 
youth is not mentored to write 
inspiring research papers, they 
are only taught to compete. 
Articles over articles are 
submitted by our students 
yearly but that only amounts to 
paper when faced with realities. 
The thing is that our 
educational system does not 
support practical learning and 
emphasizes theories and 

ABDUL MOIZ 
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philosophies. 
Our institutions and colleges 
expect greater from us but they 
ignore academic insufficiencies 
"To dream big is not the same as 
achieving high" 
Pakistan is well behind others 
and there is no time to woe in 
despair. Pa ki sta n needs t o 
"Match up than Catch up" with 
others in the field of science. 
We need to introduce a new 
National curriculum system 
that encourages practical 
learning of science, technology, 
engineering, and mathematics 
at the school level, they should 
be encouraged to work in 
constructive environments as 
teamwork so that we can build 
academic capabilities an d 
talents in our young ones. 
We need to encourage our 
youth to look beyond th e 
horizons of conventional 
professions as a means of living 
and exploring new places, 
which will then only be able to 
match up with the rest. of the 
world. 

•~--~--~--



~ Hippocrates 
Titled the "Father of Medicine." He brought forth the theory of four 
humors and that their imbalance resulted in diseases. The Hippocratic 
oath, a code of ethics regarding medicinal practice, is attributed to him. 
He described surface tumors as 'karkinos,' Greek for crab. The term 

'cancer,' Latin for crab, was later derived from it. 

[c. 460-377 BC] 
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EX-CHIEF EDITOR 
Saad Salah-ul-Din 

This esteemed opportunity of leading the editorial board has been an exceptional 
experience in many aspects. It involved exploring and interacting with diverse 
personalities, and promoting team work in makingthe best possible magazine issue. 

The Axon Team has always upheld the values of Shalamar Medical & Dental College, 
worked diligently, and managed to produce the yearly magazine better than the 
preced ing one. 

I am sure that Osama, Fawad and Ashir along with their team members have done a 
splendid job. I take pride in what we've accomplished in these few years and how it's 
better than ever. 

I hope you love the 8th Edition of Axon as much as I do. 



EDITORIAL 
BOARD 

SMDC 

Sitting (Left to Right) 
Ashir Saleem, Prof Dr. MA Wajid, Prof Dr. Zahid Bashir, M Osama Riaz, Fawad Ahmad 

Standing (Left to Right) 
Aamina Sajid, Kasha/Naveed, Mahnoor Rehman, Bahar Ali, M Azeem, Wasif Shakeel 



Kashaf Naveed 
English Sub-Editor 

'' Normality is a paved road. Its comfortable to walk. 

But no flowers grow on it. ' ' 
- Vincent Van Gogh 

Wasif Shakeel 
English Sub-Editor 

'' Everything in moderation, 
including moderation.,, 

- Oscar Wilde 

Abdullah Iqbal 
Media Manager 

'' There is a key to every door and 

a dawn to every dark night. ' ' 
- Imam Ali (AS} 



ENGLISH EDITORIAL 

BOARD 
Muhammad Osama Riaz 

Chief Editor 

' ' If pain was't the biggest blessing, why would ALLAH give it to his 

most beloved subject, THE PROPHETijj '' 

FawadAhmad 
English Editor 

' ' And those who were seen dancing were thought to be insane 
by those who could not hear the music.' ' 

- Friedrich Wilhelm Nietzsche 

Aamina Sajid 
Assistant English Editor 

' ' The greatest glory in living lies not in never faliing, but in 

rising every time we fall. ' ' 
- Nelson Mandela 



FROMT E 
EDITOR ENGLISH 

FAWADAHMAD 
feel exceedingly honoured to be at this 

illustrious spot of an "English Editor" for the year 
2022. I stepped into Axon last year as an English 
Sub-Editor, the way this prodigious magazine 
combed me up since then till now as the head of 
an entire section is quite incredible. This journey 
of being Editor was full of ebbs and flows, yes! it 
perked up with some new challenges of 
choosing, reviewing, editing & then designing 
the submissions but then getting through them 
so fluently with the aid of my entire board was 
extremely laudable. I am indebted to Prof. Dr. 
M.A. Wajid, Patron AXON, and Prof. Dr. Zahid 
Bashir, Principal SM DC, for their incessant 
encouragement and gratitude. 

I on the behalf of my whole English club dedicate 
this year's Axon ed ition to the "Flood Victims", 
for this we tried our level best to pass on an 
awareness memo on "Climate Change" via the 
cover of our magazine. We also put an immense 
effort t o pay tribute to different exemplars of 
respective medicine eras through our dividers. 

Axon is certainly a great platform for the 
students to spring up with their contemporary 
thoughts and to express their aesthetic ideas 
which blooms the innovation of dexterity in 
them. This year we set our motto to work by; 
"quality over quantity" and then shot our 
maximum efforts to heed to it. In this edition we 
brought in some new categories to our index like 
travelogues, book reviews & etc, and I must be 
obliged before you guys for your mind boggling 

response to our call, your every single 
submission was praiseworthy and admirable. 

I must thank Amina Sajid (Assistant Editor), 
Wasif Shakil (Sub-Editor), Kashaf Naveed (Sub­
Editor) for their tireless endeavour, last but not 
the least my entire board did its finest to come 
up with this masterpiece but our house is still 
always open for your positive and constructive 
critique, for this you guys can send in your 
suggestions to us via our official mailing address; 
shmc.editorial.board@gmail.com 

We hope you guys love reading this remarkable 

piece of collections! 



FROM THE 
EDITOR-IN-CHIEF 

M. OSAMA RIAZ 
The tale of Axon started 8 years ago, with every 
new edition encapsulating the essence of the 
year that had passed. Yet another year went by 
with various events that took place, the 
highlights of which are now in your hand in a 
magazine that is the very face of Shalamar 
Medical and Dental College. 

Compiling this magazine might seem trivial to 
many, but simply collecting articles is merely 
the tip of the iceberg. For many, Axon might just 
be a magazine consisting of 171 pages that are a 
collection of some random articles, pictures 
and biographies. Many open it only to see 
themselves in the pictorial section or to find 
their articles in the literature portion- others 
simply lock it up in a shelf never to open it again. 

. Axon is not what many of us think. I would like to 
describe Axon as a tree, an evergreen one, that 
provides shelter to every stray soul and lets 
every little bird sit on it and sing all that it wants 
at the peak of its voice till that bird grows old 
and flies away. However, the song lingers in the 
air that this tree never allows to fade, even if 
decades fly by. It witnesses every passer by, 
listens to every broken heart, absorbs their pain 
and makes it a story, a story of passion and 
perseverance. It envelopes streams and 
overshadows the flames. It is the poetry to your 
prose, and the prose to your unsaid words-

words to your thoughts that you never say out 
loud.It is inside you and it is all over. It is a 
collection of nothing yet everything, the 
possession of nobody yet everybody. We all 
leave but the essence of this magazine stays­
forever and ever. 

The journey of bringing this magazine to life 
wasn't an easy one for me. Hardships of this 
path spare no one, hoovered, my efforts were 
substantiated only with help of my team.I am 
specially thankful to Prof.Dr.M.A Wajid who 
trusted me with this huge responsibility. I would 
also like to thank Fawad, Manhoor , Babbar, 
Aamina, Kashaf, Wasif, Ashir, Azeem and 
Abdullah for giving their precious time and 
effort to bring this magazine come to life. 

Saying this, I want to present you with the 8th 
edition of this prestigious magazine that is the 
book of dreams and a book of passions. I would 
like to congratulate you people for you are 
witnessing yet another tale of this glorious 
legacy, engraved to prevail forever, In Shaa 
Allah. 



PATRON-AXON 
Prof. Dr. MA Wajid 

We are pleased to present to you the latest college magazine. In these pages, as always, you will find 
the flight of imagination, hopes and aspirations of young doctors in the making. The writings are 
unique mixture of science and art! 
Over the years, magazine has grown, but not aged! It is an archive of student's memories, their hopes 
and struggles and for some of their heartaches as well! As Helen Keller said, "The world is moved 
along, not only by the mighty shoves of its heroes, but also by the aggregate of the tiny pushes of each 
honest worker." So is this magazine, produced by the countless "tiny pushes" of its contributors, 
editorial board and management. It is the aggregate of all those small efforts, although difficult to 
measure, which bring to fruition this yearly endeavor. There are many people who has contributed 
even without being recognised, knowing that their effort will make a difference. A beautifully 
composed prose, an encouraging verse or a captivating picture can change a person's life. 
This year, editorial team has worked very hard and as a result, we have had more submissions than we 
could print, particularly, when the demand for print medium is diminishing. This is a great 
accomplishment. 
Keep writing, keep reading 

M# 
Prof MA Wajid FRCS, (Tr & Orth) 



PRINCIPAL 
Prof. Dr. Zahid Bashir 

I feel honoured to bring forward our Annual SM DC Magazine "AXON-2022". It is always our wish, 
and the editorial board seeks to take AXON even further ahead every year, making it better than 
ever before. 

For any educational institute, it's always promising to dream up about its students, outshining in 
all aspects of life by moulding them into sound human beings as well as productive members of 
society. Shalamar Medical and Dental College delivers an enchanted blend of classical and 
modern educational strategy to undergraduates so that they may achieve excellence whil e 
retainingthe beauty of the mind and intellect as well as of the soul. 

I wish all the board who put a collective and meticulous struggle to come up with this remarkable 
piece of collection. With persistent efforts on the part of team AXON, Annual SM DC Magazine 
"AXON-2022" will assuredly reap a commendable slot. 

Good Luck! 



2022 edition of Axon is focused on 
"The Great Personalities and their accomplishments in various eras of Medicine" 

Till the present day, 117 billion people have ever lived. We are the fruits of their labor. Throughout 
history we see certain gems shine brighter than the rest. Individuals whose mere presence altered 
their era. The art of healing has constantly evolved due to their endeavor. These savants brought 
forward the modern age of health. The trail health workers traverse is a treacherous one. A single 
blunder may prove fatal. As luck would have it, our predecessors lit our path with their blood and 
sweat. Their failures taught us as much as their victories. We at axon dedicate this year's edition 
to the pioneers, trailblazers, and ancient sages of medicine. For if not for them, the practice of 
medicine as we know it would not exist. 
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FAMILY LOVE 
11FOREVER11 

Have you ever thought actually 

What it would be like, without a family 
Family is the one, 

Where one experiences best of fun 

Family is an elegant necklace 

Whose bond may appear broken 

But deep inside, their hearts are still one 

When unwanted sorrows seems longer 
than a mile 

Your dear family make you smile 

When because of a mistake no event 
Works out for you sake 

When life refuses to mend 

There comes a sharp bend 

Family gives a necessary amemds 

To the family all worries can be sent 
In a fraction of time, 

Your sorrows will leave 

It may sound absurd 

But you have gone to believe 

'l\/here ever you may be 

~ You belong to the pack 

And to them you can always go back. 

---- TayYaba Arshad ~ 
_:__-__ 4-tb_Y..;E;::,;A.:,R:.:.:,:M~B~B:s~-: 



Love is an irresistible desire to 
be irresistibly desired. 

Robert Frost was an American poet. 
His work was initially published 
England before it was published in 
America. Frost, with his realistic 
depictions of rural life and his 
command of colloquial speech 
went ahead to become a celebrated 
poet, with his work major 
associated with life and landscape 
of New England. He received 4 
Pulitzer awards for Poetry. 
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