
Points to Ponder
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Imperative Ideas ! 

(a) Deciding not to decide 

Sameen Ahmad (BSc. Hons. IT)

This above all; to your own self be true. William Shakespeare

All your life you have so many people around, telling 

you what to do and what to not. Some�mes you 

listen to these people and some�mes you don't. 

That is quite natural. But what about those �mes 

when you just want to listen to your heart and the 

ones you love are pushing you the other way, then 

what to do? The point where you decide what to do 

and how to do it, that's what a decision really is. 

Sadly, one reality we have to face is that we have to 

live with our decisions. But is that actually the sad 

part? Facing the music, you o�en hear: “the ball is in 

your court”, “you got what you bargained for”, “I 

told you so”, so on and so forth. We have a couple 

hundred of these ques�ons in our minds. However, 

the issue is not the final say; how much you took into 

considera�on others' feelings/sugges�ons or did 

you listen to your heart or not. It all comes down to 

the point where everyone and I mean EVERYONE is 

the audience, wai�ng for your life to turn into a 

freak show. That's what really sad and pathe�c is, 

but that's what usually happens. 

Living with your decisions in life can, some�mes or 

even every �me, turn out to be the hardest. Should 

that entail then that we should not have a say 

regarding things that we have to do or that happen 

to us? What to make of then of this whole scenario, 

especially when the elders intend to impose things 

upon our dumb and defiant souls, as we are taken by 

d e fa u l t  t o  b e  " i m m a t u re "  a n d  " l a c k i n g 

responsibility"? Let us deliberate about this issue as 

long as it takes to do it right here.

We all do things in life that we regret later or that we 

wish we could have done differently to avoid hur�ng 

others. But we can't. That does not mean that we 

should forego our fundamental right to do the 

bidding of our heart to pursue our goals in life or for 

that ma�er be quoted as a bad example for 

everyone around us. 

Making a wrong decision or just a difficult decision 

or a decision the outcome of which in the next 5 

years you cannot predict doesn't always have to be 

frowned upon. I mean, “come on guys, it's not like 

you've killed somebody. It's just that you listened to 

your heart for once”. 

It is hell freakish to wake up every morning, thinking 

what turn your life is going to take because of your 

choices. And it becomes a real task to go through 

the day with that preoccupa�on rather to pass even 

a second with those invisible eyes of the world on 

you wai�ng for you to screw it all up – all alert, biding 

their �me to laugh at you and to mock you and to 

roll you deeper into the dirt. 

But here's the thing. They can roll you and turn you 

into a cow or dog, but one thing they can't do is 

make you beg and cry and regret those decisions, 

especially if you have learnt to be pragma�c every 

�me and taken a be�er decision each next �me you 

got a chance to u�lize your educa�on and sense of 

ethics. Thus, they certainly can't break you. 
So get up, dress up and show up, as the show 
must go on! 
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Stephen Kings once said, "“Books and movies are 
like apples and oranges. They both are fruits, but 
taste completely different”. Somehow I agree with 
him. Being both a movie and a book lover, it's really 
hard to decide which one of them is my more 
favorite. I am someone who always eagerly waits 
when a book-based movie is about to release, 
some�mes I am really amused and mostly I end up 
saying this so famous line, "Oh! this is nothing like 
the book".
I have a deep affec�on for movies. I believe some 
stories are be�er on the screen than on pages, s�ll if 
you are a reader you know that books are way be�er 
than movies. Here are some of the reasons why it is 
so:
Books are more detailed. Now some people might 
feel that the details are unnecessary, but they take a 
story to a whole new level. Details excite the readers 
and let them imagine on their own as to how the 
original scene would turn out to be. While in a 
movie we usually drop out the details, since all our 
eyes see are the actors in their surroundings set out 
for us through the director's gaze or imagina�on.
The second reason why books are be�er is that you 
control every character by your own. You are the 
hero, the villain, the director, to wit, everything that 
you may imagine yourself to be. There are never bad 
special effects in books because you create the 
images in your own mind and they come out 
flawlessly.
Books are portable and you are not bound to 
visualize them only in the given moments of �me. 
Unlike movies where you may have to sit for 2-3 
hours at a stretch, reading a book is something 
which has no �me limit. You can read whenever you 
want and can take it anywhere you want. The book is 
easily portable as compared to the electronic 
gadgets we live by.
Another reason why I prefer books over movies is 
that books are a be�er learning source for 
improving vocabulary. You read a word and if you 

don't know its meaning, the next thing for you to do 
will be to look it up in the dic�onary or simply 
'Google' it, as there is no point in moving forward 
without comprehending the proper meanings of 
words. Although in extensive reading we do not 
stop at each and every word or expression and keep 
going on with the text by making our best guesses, 
yet knowing the exact meanings of some words 
seems inevitable. While in case of movies usually, 
we forget the dialogues, especially if these carry 
unrecognizable vocabulary for us because we won't 
bother to remember them.
And now one of the 100 best things I love most 
about books is that a book lover is always ahead of a 
movie viewer because the cinema business mainly 
cashes in on the fun to give spoilers, whereas the 
educa�ve value of books lies in maintaining the 
readers' curiosity �ll the end.   
The most important reason why movies are usually 
different from books is that given a strict �me-
frame, movies have to depend upon contrivance, so 
the storyline and characteriza�on o�en undergo a 
lot of changes for obvious reasons of keeping or 
improving the ra�ng. This creates confusion in 
viewers' minds. So the next �me when you plan to 
watch a book-based movie, please don't sit with 
someone who has already read that book because 
you will also have to listen �ll end that “the movie is 
nothing like the book."

(b) Why are books better than movies?

You yourself, as much as anybody in the en�re universe, deserve your love and affec�on. Buddha
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Taking into considera�on its burs�ng popularity and 
its un-inves�gated integra�on into our personal and 
professional lives, there seems no surprise that 
social media enjoys a love-hate rela�onship with its 
subscribers and users. While some have embraced 
the tech wave, others have gone the way of all 
jeopardy, commi�ng quite unthinkingly the 
informa�on regarding their day-to-day personal life 
to several social media, thus immersing themselves 
completely in the make-belief world of the social 
channels. But is it �me we all hopped off the trend?
Here I am men�oning a few of the significant 
reasons why we should quit the addic�ve social 
media (or at least try to).

1. Wastage of Time:
Well, the biggest reason of all. We, the humans, 
waste a lot of �me on just scrolling, stalking and 
s�cking to these social media pla�orms, be it is 
Facebook, Instagram, twi�er or snapchat (honestly, 
I lose count even of how many of them I visit all day). 
It is the first thing we do in the morning and the last 
ritual we perform at night. I suggest that instead of 
just was�ng �me on this fu�le pursuit, we should 
involve ourselves in something produc�ve which 
stands a be�er chance of benefi�ng us in life, and is 
worth our �me for which we won't feel guilty later 
on.

2. It is not what it seems:
We all know that the people whom we admire in our 
lives o�en leave us wondering, disillusioned or even 
horrified, being how different they are than they 
look (thanks to photo editors). We want to look like 
these people who don't even look like themselves. 
The Instagram bodies we want to achieve can't be 
achieved because … guess what? They aren't real. 
They have been pinched and smoothed and 
distorted. We sit scrolling in envy, watching all of 
these friends have the �me of their lives, whereas in 
most of the �mes that is not even the reality.

3. Bloa�ng self-consciousness to an utmost extent:
Social media has also given rise to narcissism as well 
as hypersensi�vity regarding self-consciousness. 
We worry so much about what we look like now 
because we are constantly taking selfies, or seeing 
pictures of ourselves on the Internet. Never before 
in history have we been able to hear and see 
ourselves like we can now. The mirror used to be the 
vilest tool of self-centeredness. Now it would be 
hard even to wonder as to what degree of evilness 
the haters of social media might like to a�ribute to 
it.

4. Promotes Nega�vity:
Opinions on certain controversial issues are made 

why we should stop
using social media ?

What is necessary to change a person is to change his awareness of himself. Abraham H. Maslow
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without considering what others might feel.  Hate-
speech is rampant on innumerable pages. Mockery 
of others in memes or making fun of people by 
sharing awkward uploads and videos have become 
an absurd source of enjoyment. Likewise, indulging 
ourselves into long arguments and judging others as 
if we ourselves were saints again very commonly 
occur. All of these things, we realize it or not, would 
ul�mately be very detrimental to the very fabric of 
our society. 

5. Making us an�-social:
How ironic is it that a pla�orm meant to socialize is 
now making us all an�social! Si�ng hours on end, 
holding onto our phones we almost forget that we 
do have families, too. We have people on the list of 
our friends whom, probably, we never even had a 
chance to say hello to in real life. At every social 
gathering, we see a lot of people who just come to 
use their phones and rarely talk. If we have 
deliberated less on this aspect here, ask your elders 
and they'll describe it elaborately to what extent 
an�social we are becoming.

6. Fake to the core:
There are fake profiles, fake friendships, fake news 
which cannot even be categorized as rumours. In 
short, there is a fake life on social media. It is �me 
that we put a stop to all the manipula�ons that are 
being run through us, making us addicts of various 
social media applica�ons and forums. 

7. Cyber-Bullying:
Social Media makes bullying easier for those who 
are afraid to bully someone in person. It makes it 
easy to intrude on other's lives for the bullies who 
no longer have to look someone in the face and can 
hide behind their electronic devices.

8. Addic�ve 
It's addic�ve and it must stop, as the cliché goes: 
“excess of everything is bad”. Let us move onto 
changing our habits for the be�er and construc�ng 
a healthy lifestyle. 

When you do things from your soul, you feel a river moving in you, a joy. Jalal al-Din Muhammad Rumi

“We believe that we can change the things around us in accordance with our desires-we believe it because 
otherwise we can see no favorable outcome. We do not think of the outcome which generally comes to pass 
and is also favorable: we do not succeed in changing things in accordance with our desires, but gradually our 
desires change. The situa�on that we hoped to change because it was intolerable becomes unimportant to 
us. We have failed to surmount the obstacle, as we were absolutely determined to do, but life has taken us 
round it, led us beyond it, and then if we tum round to gaze into the distance of the past, we can barely see it, 
so impercep�ble has it become." 

Marcel Proust, In Search of Lost Time

A Struggle
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Being There Is 
All We Need

Khadija Hayat (BSc. Hons. Home Economics)

 If you judge people, you have no �me to love them. Mother Teresa

Library is a place which is really quiet or, at least, is 
supposed to be. It has big tables and fairly 
comfortable chairs, the things most of don't bother 
about or otherwise usually cannot afford within the 
short spaces of our small urban houses. Libraries 
are very important for  the progress and 
development of any society. These are the 
storehouses of knowledge. Libraries help us 
d e v e l o p  re a d i n g  h a b i t s  a n d  g ro o m  o u r 
personali�es, as we are inspired by the learned 
environment and community that collec�vely 
generate an enchan�ng aura to infuse excellence. 
That is why libraries mould our characters 
altogether.
The library is the hub of most of the scholarly 
ac�vi�es in a university, as such always remaining 
the point of focus both in its se�ng and loca�on. No 
wonder, therefore, that the grandeur of the library 
in a university is o�en taken synonymously to refer 
to its educa�onal standing and contribu�on. It is a 
virtual temple of knowledge and boon to relish by 
those lucky ones who make it to university life. It is a 
place where knowledge is produced, preserved, 
nurtured, and disseminated. With its books suited 
to the interests and ap�tudes of students of 
different age groups,  with its  magazines, 
periodicals, newspapers and with its calm and 
tranquil atmosphere, its special calling is to the 
students who go there and quench their thirst for 
reading the material which is not available to them 
in the class room. A student feels respected and 
owning the space in which s/he is carrying out 
intellectual exercise. Some advanced libraries also 
maintain rooms or allocate space for study groups. 
Thus, here they find an environment which is 
conducive for building up the habit of self learning.
A library contains books on various subjects, like on 
history, science, fic�on, literature, theology, 
sociology, health, beauty, and even on fashions. It 
has a reading room a�ached to it which subscribes 
to many leading na�onal and interna�onal dailies, 
magazines, journals, etc. If students develop the 

habit of reading newspapers regularly, they can 
become adept in handling and presen�ng varying 
viewpoints. Reference materials are me�culously 
procured and maintained in it, given their 
significance and u�liza�on. Online resources and 
databases are addi�onal and hitherto unbeknown 
blessings for modern day students. 
Books contain lo�y thoughts. They ensure to a lay 
man the accessibility to vast oceans of knowledge. 
There are always such students in every university 
who have an intense craving for reading, but they 
lack money to sa�sfy this urge because great books 
are o�en very costly. That is why a library blissful 
place for such students, no less. They can get books 
issued in their names and take their �me to read 
them in their leisurely hours at home. To ensure 
availability of books to all students, libraries 
some�mes impose fine when books are not 
returned in �me, and that should be taken as a 
judicious measure not otherwise to maintain 
discipline and training in the academic process.

The overal l  atmosphere of  studiousness, 

introspec�on, medita�on, and peace of mind 

transforms a library into a sanctuary for you to 

pursue your scholarly goals. Nobody can bother you 

and there are people around to help in case you 

need. You find almost everything to sa�ate your 

desire of learning for pleasure or enlightenment. 

You make wonderful discoveries through books and 

reading materials that will change your ideals and 

lives for good without you being aware of this 

phenomenon. You feel like being friends with great 

authors as you virtually spend your �me in their 

friendly company, reveling in the erudi�ons their 

intellect has poured on the pages of their books. 

The rest of world seems far away, but everybody in 

the building seems to be sharing the same secret. 

The library is, therefore, the best place in any 

university, and we all are so lucky to have a very well-

maintained library at UAF. All we need to do on our 

part is to take benefit of its resources by being there. 
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Someone says: "Children are future of a na�on", but 
in Pakistan, the number of street children is 
increasing alarmingly due to the negligence of the 
authori�es concerned. Around 43 percent among 
the total popula�on are under 15 years of age, 
including adults, living under the poverty line 
earning less than 100 PRs. a day. The Society for the 
Protec�on of the Rights of the Child figured out 
popula�on boom, urbaniza�on and poverty which 
are main causes for the increase in number of the 
street children in Pakistan.
Other reasons are widespread child labor and poor 
quality of educa�on, which let the children to come 
out on streets to share their family financial burden, 
however, abusive environment at homes and 
corporal punishment in schools add to their 
miseries. In some cases bad company and desire for 
unrestricted freedom prompt them to leave homes 
in rural areas and low income locali�es of our ci�es, 
especially in Punjab. Children on the streets are 
suscep�ble to all kinds of violence and easy prey for 
all types of abusers. Being young, poor, illiterate and 
defenseless, children are abused and exploited, 
sexually, emo�onally and psychologically. Violence 
could range anything between harassment to 
pedophilia, sexual abuse, coerced to join gangs of 
criminals and used as drug traffickers or turned into 
beggars by the beggars' mafia. The police are also 
among the leading enemies of street children, as 
indiscriminate viola�ons against children are 
commi�ed with impunity because of no fear of 

reprisal from the law and the society.
 Street children have nowhere to turn for 
protec�on, emo�onal support and comradeship 
except the members of their own band in which 
o�en a bully (who himself could be a vic�m of 
physical and sexual abuse) treats the young or 
weaker ones as once he was treated as a child. 
Various NGOs show that an alarming per cent age of 
the street children are vic�ms of sodomy, sexual and 
physical abuse not just by elders but older children 
within their own gangs.
A majority of them is drug addicted, and the most 
popular and affordable of the drug is glue what 
these children inhale by pu�ng it on a piece of 
cloth. We can see young boys sniffing this glue 
openly on the streets and pavements that according 
to one user, �ngles nose and makes one slightly 
drowsy. The use of other drugs including hashish, 
and even heroin is also rampant among of these 
streets children. Children living on the street, start 
work as early as 4:00am, they beg and scavenge 
around rubbish dumps or industrial waste sites and 
take on menial jobs as cart-pushers or dishwashers 
working 12-15 hours a day to earn enough to buy a 
meal, if they are lucky. They are also at high risk of 
health problems such as tuberculosis, jaundice and 
kidney disorders.
We are inclined to believe that there has been a lack 
of serious commitment to finding a long-term 
solu�on to the problem of street children. In fact, 
some�mes we see that the problem of street 

Homeless
Future of
Pakistan

Rabia Latif (MSc. Hons. HND) 

 Your percep�on is your reality. Ma�hias Dunlop



children has been trivialized. The truth is that this 
problem is with us and it scares us in the face every 
day. But we need to start ac�ng to help save the 
children on the streets. We have to begin paying 
a�en�on to their situa�on because they face 
numerous problems. When we talk about street 
children, we are talking about young people who 
face poverty, hunger, disease, violence and 
homelessness. We are talking about children who 
have resorted to all sorts of drugs because they 
think this is the only way they can remain happy 
under their difficult circumstances. These children 
that have been allowed to live on the streets are on 
a daily basis exposed to diseases of all sorts. We 
have seen some of these children on the streets 
with scurvy or beriberi diseases as a result of poor 
nutri�on since access to food is another problem for 
them. These children live in and with filth because 
they do not have anything to call a home.
We have heard many public statements from 
government leaders on what plans they claim to 
have in order to deal with this problem in a more 
serious manner. But as is the case with other 
development challenges, there is too much rhetoric 
around the problem of street children. These are 
children who have no guarantee to a healthy 
lifestyle because even when they fall sick, normally 
they are just le� to fend for themselves. Do we ever 
wonder what happens to these children, some of 
them very young, when they fall sick? Do we ask 
ourselves who takes care of the young children 
when they are ill? These are some of the ques�ons 
we need to ask ourselves as we allow young children 
to live on the streets.
We may ask ourselves if it is possible to solve all 
these problems. If there is a will from those in 
government, we think that the problem of street 
children should have been behind us by now. We do 
not understand why it should be difficult for the 
government to find ways and means of ensuring 
that, where it is possible, some of the children on 

the streets are returned to their homes or their 
families. It may not be possible to return them to 
their nuclear family which may not be there, but at 
least some of them can be integrated into extended 
families. We understand that the reali�es of poverty 
have broken the extended family system. But we 
also know that the system is not completely dead. 
There are so many children who are growing up, and 
very well for that ma�er, within extended families.
We think that it is s�ll possible for the government 
to devise a system where some of the children on 
the streets can be traced to their families and 
allowed to rejoin them. Besides, some of these 
children have just run away from their homes and 
they are refusing to leave the streets to which they 
have become addicted. Another strategy would be 
for  the government,  working with other 
stakeholders, to come up with sustainable and 
workable ways of se�ng up foster homes where 
these  ch i ldren can be  prov ided with  an 
environment worth calling their home. We are 
aware that such ini�a�ves have been put in place, 
especially by non-governmental organiza�ons. 
However, the ini�a�ves are largely at a low-scale, 
when compared to the number of children on the 
streets.
Granted, all these proposals are not easy to 
implement. But it is also the duty of governments to 
deal with and find solu�ons to the most difficult 
problems. Otherwise, what would be the purpose 
of a government which cannot deal with the 
problems of the ci�zens? We have seen that where 
the government is determined to deal with a 
problem, results have been seen. Already, we are 
seeing that the government actually has the 
capacity to deal with street vending because our 
streets are returning to their old self. With the same 
determina�on and commitment, the government 
can easily make our streets free of homeless 
children.
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Any situa�on that you find yourself in, is an outward reflec�on of your inner state of beingness. El Morya

No one is born ha�ng another person because of the color of his skin, or his background, or his religion. 
People must learn to hate, and if they can learn to hate, they can be taught to love, for love comes more 
naturally to the human heart than its opposite.

Nelson Mandela
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Some Somali Students in UAF
Muhammad Tauseef (PhD Agronomy) 

This �me I entered through the entrance of Hashmi 
Hall as a PhD student a�er a couple of years. The 
Director Admissions, Graduate Study has confirmed 
my admission a�er this and that formali�es. This is 
totally different from the history when once I 
entered the Ayub hall gate with stock of things (Quilt 
& Pillow) and pile of materials (Towel and Suits) on 
my head and shoulder unaware of the "fooling" 
which was being prac�ced by the senior students of 
that �me. Of course I was fooled but thanks to Dr. 
Shoukat Ali who saved me securing in his room just 
like a big brother and a great warrior of that �me. 
This great person is now a mentor in this University. 
So, now when I came to the Hashmi Hall, I saw some 
people with different skin color, shape and size. I 
perceived these are some foreigners and surely 
from Africa because of Black skin. I asked one of 
them 'Hi where are you from? He answered briskly I 
am from "Ssshornaaalia" (His pronuncia�on was not 
clear on my ear receptors). I felt that it would be 
much difficult for me to communicate with him. But 

with the passage of some �me I was fluent with 
them. 
I decided to see and understand what the major 
benefit they will acquire by being graduated from 
ours University. I tried to talk with Muhammad Ali 
(One of buddy among them) on regular basis, 'Hey! 
What are you doing here? Hey! What you want from 
us? Hey! What you will do a�er being graduated 
from this University? But by seeing me he normally 
flees saying O Ya! Ya! Ya! O No! No! No! But One day I 
blocked his way completely and gave him no way to 
escape. Then that day we both spoke well in alien 
style and broken English. 
Muhammad Ali is from Somalia, who told me that 
he is comple�ng his gradua�on from here and a�er 
this he will return back to home. And there he will 
get job surely of minimum salary five million Somali 
shelling. A�er hearing the figure of five million ……… 
once again I was considering any difficulty in my ear 
receptors. Oh! Yes! Then I thought actually there 
will be a very li�le value of Somali shelling. I 

We have to do the best we can. This is our sacred human responsibility. Albert Einstein
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searched out newspaper, TV, internet for the be�er 
informa�on. But I came to know that there is not 
much huge deprecia�on of currency. Pakistani 5.5 
rupees are equal to one shilling of Somalia. Even 
with this difference five million means 10 lac of 
Pakistani rupee. Wao superb! Amazing! Hats off! 
Muhammad Ali is a nice Muslim brother who prays 
five �mes a day. I spent a good �me with him and 
meanwhile he offer me a trip to the market for a cup 
of tea which hesitantly I accepted. 
So being a writer, I got interested to take interview 
of all of them by giving them any suitable friendship 
party. I started with them quite formally and told 
one of them a university literary forum is going to 
take a especial interview of you and it will also be 
published (hopefully in the "Kishte Nau"). He could 
not understand my proposal and said, "NO NO Dr. It 
will be difficult for us". But despite of their lot of 
reasons, one day I managed a surprising party with 
them. I collected them in a one room with cameras 
and flash on ……………. And then I arranged a formal 
party with them star�ng with a recita�on from holy 
Quran and Naat Sharif. A�er that lot of interes�ng 
and tricky ques�ons about their life and culture, one 
by one, by supposing a chair as a dice and certain 
norms as decorum of the party. 
So, if I present you all the context of interviews taken 
from them, it tells us some basic things about them. 
They normally use names just as Arabs. It consists of 
three parts first their own actual name, then father 
name, and then grandfather name but here 
normally in Pakistan we use first own name, second 
father or family name (or cast) and then full stop; 
name of grandfather in our culture is mostly in 
stories of his bravery and long age of more than 100 
years. However here in our culture there is not less 
rou�ne of line and length of name. Like Dr. Shahzad 
Maqsood Ahmad Basra my M.Sc. supervisor while 
Dr. Muhammad Shahid lbn-i-Zamir my Ph. D 
supervisor. But one thing on the contrast we can 
marry only one �me and the parents of girl normally 
have to arrange a huge list of dowry items along 
with the bride and second marriage is only in the 
dreams of Pakistani husbands, while in Somalia 
there is a normal ma�er of marrying with four 
women and no custom of dowry only "Nikah' 
'Walima' and 'Party'. But one bad thing is a more 
number of divorces in Somalia. 

Many Somali students have been graduated among 
us and others are ge�ng admissions every year. 
They find a brethren environment here. So, to know 
about Somalia got more interes�ng for me. I read 
books and searched out electronic informa�on 
media. A lot of important things came into my 
knowledge which I am going to share with you. The 
easternmost projec�on of the African con�nent is 
superbly just like a horn of a cow which is really 
called "The Horn of Africa" denotes the region 
containing the countries of Djibou�, Eritrea, 
Ethiopia, and Somalia. Federal Republic of Somalia 
has longest coastline on Africa's mainland with Gulf 
of Aden to the north and Indian Ocean towards east. 
Most of the people in the county are Sunni Muslims. 
Somalia remained throughout World War I the only 
independent Muslim power on the con�nent. 
Somalia has maintained an informal economy, 
mainly based on agriculture, livestock, remi�ances 
f rom Somal is  work ing  abroad,  and te le- 
communica�ons. 
Most interes�ng thing of Somalia I studied is a 
Dervish State of Muslims once established. It is a 
superb story of a Muslim freedom fighter. He was 
referred as the 'Mad Mullah' by the Bri�sh Kingdom. 
But he was not "Mad" neither "Mullah". He was the 
father of Somali Na�on, named as "Hajji Hafiz Sayyid 
Muhammad 'Abd Allah al-Hasan" who born on April 
7, 1856. He was an Islamic and patrio�c leader who 
defeated the Bri�sh successfully four �mes and 
forced them to retreat back to the coastal region 
before succumbing to defeat by Bri�sh airpower in 
1920. Grief of having not the technology like 
airpower was always the bad �me of Muslims in 
those days. Otherwise these Muslims were 
u n d efe ata b l e  a n d  i n s u r m o u nta b l e .  H a j i 
Muhammad Abdullah established the Dervish State 
in Somalia that fought the 20-year Somali land 
campaign against Bri�sh, Italian and Ethiopian 
forces. The Dervish state acquired renown in the 
Muslim world and Western worlds due to its 
resistance against the European empires of Britain 
and Italy. In the late 19th century, through a 
succession of trea�es, the Bri�sh and Italian 
empires gained control of parts of the coast and 
established the colonies of Bri�sh Somaliland and 
Italian Somali land. 

None of us can do great things. We can only do a small thing with great love every day! Mother Teresa



Thinking about the fact that Hogwarts doesn't exist 
somewhere in the highlands of Scotland somewhat 
hurts. That the Quidditch field, extensive grounds 
with sloping lawns, greenhouses, the black lake, 
forbidden forest, owlry and the great hall none of 
them is real, also disorientate. This is where all your 
childhood dreams crumble into dust like all your 
fantasies about bu�er beer, chocolate frogs, and 
Ber�e Bo�'s Every Flavor Beans goes to dump. You 
are forced to abandon a wondrous fic�onal world in 
favor of that awful thing we reluctantly call 'reality'.
20 years ago, a wise man at Bloomsbury offered J.K 
Rowling $2,250 and agreed to print 1,000 books. 
When Harry Po�er and the Deathly Hallows went 
on sale in the July of 2007 10 years ago, it sold 15 
million copies worldwide in 24 hours, breaking the 

record that has been held by each of the previous 
three books. Since then, Harry Po�er franchise has 
b e e n  w o r t h  $ 2 5  B i l l i o n  ( e q u i v a l e n t  t o 
51,877,687.62 Galleons, 11 Sickles, and 12 Knuts, 
something only a Po�erhead would get).
Many people are misled by the movies and consider 
that video adapta�ons are as good as the original 
books. To me, personally, movies are a great 
disappointment. If one were to talk to anyone who 
has read the en�re series, he would tell you just one 
thing – That JK Rowling has allowed people to build 
and live in an alternate universe effortlessly. Or if 
you ask me, I would totally switch into my fan-girl 
mode and won't ever stop talking about it, and point 
out all the disappoin�ng differences. 
Harry Po�er is the biggest phenomenon in the 
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 A lie can go halfway around the world before the truth even gets its boots on. Mark Twain

Reading
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world and if you want to ask why it is so.
Here are the reasons:
As a child, when you imagine and dream, you dream 
of magic. You dream of a world where everything is 
different. You dream of wicked villains and good 
heroes, and heroes defea�ng villains and creatures 
that exist in fairy tales and want to see the forces of 
light vs. those of darkness. Harry Po�er is the 
epitome of that fantas�c illusion. It appears as 
perfect as crea�on itself. Rowling is a true goddess 
with respect to the world she has created.
But what makes Harry Po�er so great is that the 
reader is always learning something new about 
Harry's universe, and these details are never out of 
place. In fact, small details in the earlier books that 
are seemingly unimportant reveal themselves to be 
something very important later down the line. It 
requires a great deal of planning and thinking 
ahead, and J. K. Rowling is one of the few authors to 
do this exquisitely well. While most fantasy books 
are characterized by a separate world that intrigues 
the readers with its crea�vity and detail, Rowling 
managed to create a world and contains it within 
that of ours with crea�vity and detail. The very fact 
that it was possible that we could be Muggles was 
excrucia�ng; at that young age, we all felt that 
Hogwarts could exist, and this was fueled by the 
knowledge that even if it did, we wouldn't know. 
However, there was this tantalizing possibility that 
when we turned 11, a le�er could arrive. Most of us 

were disappointed that we didn't receive our le�ers 
from Hogwarts at the age of 11, or imagined 
ourselves achieving glory in the Tri-Wizard Cup. We 
would occasionally try numerous spells standing in 
front of the mirror. The great thing about the books 
(much like FRIENDS, the TV series) is that you can 
just flip through a few pages any�me and you would 
find yourself smiling and wishing that Hogwarts 
made a mistake and your le�er is truly on the way. 
These books are more than just a light read; they 
teach you a lot more than just a few spellings.
The story appeals to the nostalgic elements of 
human nature. Everyone wants to run off to a school 
that is in a castle, play rugby on brooms, fight trolls, 
have lavish school dinners, be confronted with 
something astonishing every day, be part of a grand 
adventure, moving staircases, floa�ng ghosts, 
talking portraits, and all these things are both 
enchan�ng and fun. On a superficial level, it is the 
story of an unremarkable boy who was des�ned to 
do great things, who makes some really great 
friends while in school, does some really brave and 
some really stupid things, loses many people close 
to him, finally understands what true bravery is, 
faces his greatest fear risking death, for the safety of 
his friends, and ul�mately fulfills his des�ny.
But on a deeper level, it is a story of stories. It is a 
story of how power corrupts even the very best 
(Voldemort). It is a story of unrequited love - of a 
man for a woman (Snape and Lily), of a mother for 

Talk sense to a fool and he calls you foolish. Euripedes
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her son (Lily and Harry), of friends for their friends, 
of twin brothers (Fred and George). It is a story of 
friendship (Harry, Ron, Hermione), of betrayal 
(Wormtail) and of courage (Snape, Neville). It is a 
coming of age story for almost every character. It is a 
huge life lesson from one of the wisest characters in 
literature (Dumbledore). It is a story of pain and loss 
(Fred, Remus, Tonks, Hedwig, Dobby, and Sirius).
One thing that I like the most about books is that 
J.K.Rowling wrote them as if she was from a magical 
world. She made the idea of this "magic world" 
pre�y realis�c to the point that some�mes you have 
to remind yourself that it is fic�on but at the same, 
you got this stupid thought of "maybe that's what 
the Ministry of Magic wants you to think".  
It is Magical Realism – the possibility of a parallel 
world alongside ours (who knows, maybe pla�orm 
9 and 3/4 does lead to the Hogwarts Express).
Rowling did a lot of research before wri�ng her 
books. It's evident from the names of certain 
characters to ar�facts to the first thing that Snape 
asks Harry. All the spells have names that are 
crea�ve and yet have a meaning, rooted in a 
language other than English which indicates the 
effect they have.
Every character has a back-story that adds to their 
development.  From the confused boy wizard Po�er 
to the nerdy Hermione, from the popular Ginny to 
the 'weird' Luna, from the motherly Molly Weasley 
to the arrogant Lucius Malfoy, you would definitely 
have come across people like them in your life. This 

book is packed with the characters that we all have 
to deal with in real life, for example:
The loyal friend – Ron
The know it all kid- Hermione Granger
The eccentric weirdo-  Luna Lovegood
The naive kid- Neville Longbo�om
The cheeky kids-  Fred and George Weasley
The mean kid-  Draco Malfoy 
The obnoxious bully kid- Dudley Dursley 
The popular jock-  James Po�er
The handsome bad-boy-  Sirius Black
The youthful adult – Tonks
The cool teacher-  Professor Lupin
The easy teacher-  Flitwick
The scary-looking sensi�ve man-  Hagrid
The sassy teacher-  McGonagall
The mean teacher-  Severus Snape
The corrupt, racist poli�cian-  Dolores Umbridge
The paranoid old guy-  Moody
The wise teacher-  Albus Dumbledore
All I can say is that it is like one of those flee�ng 
moments in life as are magical when you are reading 
Rowling. It is like a breathtaking night at the 
symphony - the perfectly struck chord, sharp at the 
perfect moment in the evening, with precisely the 
right amount of silence in the room.
I am glad to be born in an era where Harry Po�er is 
my childhood and its characters are my mentors in 
life. I get to learn pre�y much everything from them 
and try to be as great as the majority of them are.

If you tell the truth, you don't have to remember anything. Mark Twain

A porcupine came and asked a dog for food. The dog said 
he had no food but showed him a field of sugarcane 
belonging to a judge. 
"Eat as much as you want," said the dog, "but leave the 
roots intact so that the plants will grow again." The 
porcupine found the sugarcane sweet and juicy. He 
began to visit the field every day. In the beginning he ate 
only the stems, as directed by the dog, but a�er a few 
days he began to eat the roots too. One day the judge saw 
the destruc�on in his field and was very angry. 
He called the dog and accused him of destroying his crop. 
The dog said it was the porcupine that was to blame. The 
porcupine said he was innocent and suggested that the 
ma�er be se�led in court. The judge agreed. 
The porcupine waited �ll winter set in. Then one chilly 
morning he went to the dog's house and told him the 

judge had summoned them. 
When they entered the judge's chamber the dog began 
to shiver with the cold. 
"See how he trembles, Your Honor," said the porcupine. 
"Isn't that a sure sign of guilt?" 
"What do you have to say for yourself?" asked the judge, 
looking sternly at the dog. 
But the dog's teeth were cha�ering with the cold and he 
could not speak. Thinking that his silence was an 
admission of guilt, the judge pronounced him guilty and 
kicked him out of the house. 
Whenever a dog barks incessantly, Africans say he is 
warning the judge that the porcupine has got into his 
field. 

              African story
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A scholar in a High Court says: A man believes what 
he wants to believe." According to the dic�onary, 
fic�on is a kind of literature created from 
imagina�on and reality is the quality or state of 
being actual or true. It can be a person, an event, or 
an en�ty, that is factual. It can also be the totality of 
all things possessing existence, actuality, or 
something which exists objec�vely and in fact. 
Reality is not black and white. It is different for every 
person and their experiences; it is an open 
defini�on in all theories. And fic�on can be 
expressed in a variety of formats including wri�ngs, 
live performances, television programs and video 
games, though the term originally and most 
commonly refers to the major narra�ve forms of 
literature. Mark Twain says, "The only difference 
between reality and fic�on is that fic�on needs to 
be credible." 
Let me differen�ate the concept of fic�on from 
reality. The message taught by the Prophet 
Muhammad, may God's peace be upon him, 
contains a greater warning for all the mankind. He 
taught that a�er this world a vaster world is 
awai�ng us, where every person will be judged and 
then punished or rewarded according to his deeds. 
The props which man relies on in this world will not 
support him there, for there will be no trading, no 
friendship and no acceptable intercession. (Qur'an, 
2:254). So this is the reality and now we turn 
towards fic�on. Some believe that there is only one 
life and there is no day of judgment, so, they have no 
fear of Allah and this is the thing we may call fic�on. 
Fic�on cons�tutes an act of crea�ve inven�on, so 
that faithfulness to reality is not typically assumed; 
[5] in other words, fic�on is not expected to present 

only characters who are actual people or 
descrip�ons that are factually true. The context of 
fic�on is generally open to interpreta�on, due to 
fic�on's freedom from any necessary embedding in 
reality. But with just one or two examples, we 
cannot explain the reality and fic�on theories. 
There are many types of people with respect to 
different concepts of reality. First of all, reality, for 
some people – such as a schizophrenic, is not based 
on the real world. A schizophrenic cannot tell the 
difference between the inside and the outside 
world. We can become so a�ached to our imaginary 
world that we won't even consider it as a figment of 
our imagina�on. We cannot be convinced 
otherwise. People who have auditory or visual 
hallucina�ons are confused because no one else 
can hear or see what they are doing. They wonder as 
to why no one else can hear what they are hearing 
and it is a very acute disease that makes one 
extremely lonely, and may even get as bad as losing 
your memory. There is a saying, "The mind is a 
dangerous neighborhood. Do not go there alone." 
Some of us live inside our heads. We live in a fantasy. 
If we do not like the world we live in, we turn to 
movies, books or music and the list goes on and on. 
It is easy to do this, especially, in American culture. 
Natalie Bedingfield says, "Take me away, to a secret 
place, a great escape, take me away." We want to 
feed our imagina�on and daydream all the day in 
false hopes that just by wishing for our dream 
person or house that it will come true. On the other 
hand, in fic�on it is good to get lost in a book or 
music or in our lover's eyes, but in the end we 
cannot escape the reality of life. Sooner or later the 
hype will go away and we will be back with our 

Rabia Latif (MSc. Hons. HND) 

An Ultimate Fiction

Whenever you find you are on the side of the majority, it is �me to pause and reflect. Mark Twain
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problems again in real life. A famous saying goes, 
"The feeling of being on top of the world is flee�ng." 
Douglas Evere� says, "There are some people who 
live in a dream world, and there are some who face 
reality; and then there are those who turn one into 
the other." 
Some�mes, some of us lie to 'ourselves so much we 
believe it. So our concept of reality becomes 
twisted. We might tell ourselves that we are calm 
and happy even though below the surface we are 
not. A�er a while, lying about everything will 
eventually push everyone away from you. You may 
lie to yourself so much that nobody can hit the 
buzzer to tell you to stop. There is a story about a 
man that lying to others that he needed help when 
he really did not; when he actually was in a problem 
where he was serious, no one believed him 
anymore. Earl Nigh�ngale says, "Whatever we plant 
in our subconscious mind and nourish with 
repe��on and emo�on". 
Reality is a different thing for every person, so those 
psychiatrists should literally get a taste of their own 
medicine! Whoever sets the standard for what is 
real, or not real needs to get their eyes checked. Did 
they read the fine print that says, "What is real is up 
to you to decide?" According to me the spiritual and 
mental worlds overlap. Where do you draw the 
line? Where do the spiritual and mental worlds 
come together? We may never know and science 
can only tell us so much that it already has. We 
should let people come to their own conclusions. 
Reality in itself is an open-ended subject, and is 
experienced in different forms and ways by different 
people. It is a different thing from fic�on. According 
to the different defini�ons discussed in previous 
paragraphs, we can easily understand that both 
exist in different senses. We cannot understand 
reality separately because it differs in being a 

contrac�on of everyone's views, but we can explain 
it be�er through fic�on, showing how one thing is 
real or just present in our imaginary world. Mark 
Twain says: "Truth is stranger than fic�on, but it is 
because Fic�on is obliged to s�ck to possibili�es: 
Truth isn't." It is a grey area. Some people may truly 
hear spirits and talk to them or see them. And I think 
it is a fear of problems in real the lives of people that 
is why they want to see their imaginary place where 
nobody can create a hurdle in their dreams. But 
once we learn to overcome fear, we will be 
invincible. But un�l then, Fear shall hang over our 
heads. 
However, we must realize that reality is the only 
reality which we can never change; we have no 
choice but to face it. Only death can transfer us to 
another world. Someone says: "The only thing in 
our lives which we do not want to face is reality". 
The famous poem of Sandra Feldman on reality can 
explain the real face of it. She says: 

Reality kicks you in the face.
An the 'wonderful' things about this World, 

Jump at you and bite,
In trembling and disbelieving fright,

 And make you eat crow, 
Emo�onally, hard to swallow

 Even if you don't have an appe�te, 
Reality must be faced,

But, Oh what a terrible waste!
But there is a reality I believe is true that God is love 
and he loves me uncondi�onally and except this 
there is no real thing, person or even en�ty in the 
whole universe. So, life is a real thing and we cannot 
live it with daydreaming, so, we have to face it. It is 
not just about a bad happening. We can see many 
happy things in this beau�ful life. In fact, it is all up to 
us as to what we want to make of our life: a pure 
essence of reality or a world of dreams. 

If you are seeking revenge, start by digging two graves. Ancient Chinese proverb

A human being is a part of a whole, called by us universe, a part limited in �me and space. He experiences 

himself, his thoughts and feelings as something separated from the rest... a kind of op�cal delusion of his 

consciousness. This delusion is a kind of prison for us, restric�ng us to our personal desires and to 

affec�on for a few persons nearest to us. Our task must be to free ourselves from this prison by widening 

our circle of compassion to embrace all living creatures and the whole of nature in its beauty.

                  Albert Einstein
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It all started when I was 14. The earliest memories I 
have are about my mother standing by the stove 
and blowing hot soup in a spoon to taste. I 
remember hearing her sobs in the washroom, the 
puffy eyes, and watery smile was visible when she 
would come out. These are the most vivid 
memories I have of her. My father, his existence is 
more of a big blurry mess in, my mind. Every night 
he would bring different women home and I was 
supposed to greet them nicely and be a 'good' girl. I 
thought it was normal. I thought this was how it 
worked un�l I stayed over at a friend's house. I 
no�ced the gentleness, the care and the respect her 
father treated his wife and daughter with. I was 
genuinely surprised. The next day I went up to my 
mother and ques�oned my father's behavior. And it 
happened to be in front of my father. Upon hearing 
my innocent ques�ons he was filled with rage and 
hit me with a pipe. My mother took some of the 
bea�ngs for me. That is when I realized how 
abnormal my life was. Since then, it started to get 
worse. He would appear in the kitchen doorway 
where my mother and I would be having our 
breakfast and he would start yelling at us. 
Some�mes he would hit my mother, pull her hair 
and beat her for minor reasons like his tea being a 
li�le too hot.  
People say you always remember your first �mes. I 
remember the first �me my life started to go 
downhill. I remember the events that made my life a 
disgus�ng mess it is today. They are so vivid and 
fresh in my mind like all of it happened yesterday. It 
was when I discovered the dead body of my mother 

on the kitchen floor. My innocent mind was 
oblivious to the fact that she was not breathing or 
that her colour was turning gray. I sat near her the 
en�re night, trying to wake her up. When I couldn't, 
I played with her hair because she had always liked 
that. Finally giving up, I slept in the crook of her neck 
hugging her close to me. I remember the next day 
when my father came home. He staggered into the 
kitchen with alcohol strong on his breath. There was 
another strange stench that was in the air other 
than the alcohol. The terrifying smell that I later 
recognized as the smell of the death. 
A�er that nothing made sense. It was all a 
kaleidoscope of messed up memories in my mind. I 
remember my father grabbing me by my hair and 
pushing me aside. My head slammed into the door. I 
didn't know why he was screaming at me. What had 
I done? What was happening? I could not figure it 
out. My father was shaking my mother, begging her 
to wake up. He begged, pleaded, screamed and 
cried over and over again. Nothing was making any 
sense to me.
Later, I remember, a lot of people came to our 
house, strangers I had never seen before. All the 
neighbors and distant rela�ves were there. They 
took my mother away. I did not know where, but I 
never saw her again.
Dad said she died. How could she die? I mean she 
was my mother. How was she supposed to die? Old 
people die. Grandmothers are supposed to die, but 
not my mother was quite young. Father said she 
killed herself. I refused to believe that. She was my 
mother. How could she have killed herself? Only 

For A Rupee Rafiah Ahmed (B.Sc. Hons. Home Economics) 

If we have no peace, it is because we have forgo�en that we belong to each other. Mother Teresa
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miserable people with pathe�c lives in movies do 
that and my life was not a movie. Li�le did I knew 
that my life was a series of tragedies one a�er 
another? I was too young and naïve to understand 
that at that �me.
It was my 14th birthday. The day was pale gray. The 
clouds were filled with water, and so were my eyes. 
They could had fallen and betrayed me any minute 
then. Like every other day, I wished that would be 
different than the previous one. I wished that God 
would have mercy on me and make my life less 
miserable. I wanted to have a birthday cake, a nice 
dress, and gi�s. My father did not even remember 
that. It had been years since I had a new dress or 
slept with a full stomach. For the first �me in my life, 
I was furious with God. I was angry with Him for only 
He had the power to make my life be�er, yet He 
seemed to do nothing. That night I decided to take 
ma�ers into my own hands. 
I waited for my father to fall asleep. When I heard 
him snoring, I crept into his room silently. The lady 
he had brought home was nowhere to be seen. I 
was glad she had le�. This made it easier for me to 
achieve what I was going to do. I opened the 
nightstand drawer and took out his wallet. That 
night I was going to give myself a treat. Apart from a 
few notes and a few coins, his wallet was empty. The 
adrenaline rush was making the things around me 
spin. I could feel the flow of the blood in my veins. I 
was marveling at the beauty of the coins that I held 
in the palm of my hand. Just then the floorboard 
creaked. My head jerked up at the source of the 
noise. There she stood. The woman whose name I 
did not know. The moonlight that was filtering 
through the window was edifying the elegance of 
her features. I was awestruck. I wondered what 
forced her into this profession. How someone so 
beau�ful could live this stained life. My skin crawled 
at the thought. I shuddered.
She took a few steps and hovered over me. She 
pulled me up by my arm. For women so elegant her 
grip was rela�vely firm. She dragged me out of the 
room and pushed me onto the couch. 
“You were stealing” her voice was sharp.
“What? No!”, my eyes widened. I was shocked at her 
accusa�on.
She was looking down in my hands. I followed her 
gaze and saw the coin I was holding.

I swallowed.
“Someone is in trouble”, she's chirped as she 
slumped down on the sofa next to me.
She was going to tell my father. For her, it was fun 
and a mere game, but I knew what would come a�er 
that. My father would not stop bea�ng me un�l I 
turned into a pulp. He would not stop un�l he was 
sa�sfied. And sa�sfying him had got pre�y hard 
over the �me. He had got more aggressive and 
violent. Threats had turned into physical violence 
that he inflicted upon me from �me to �me for no 
reason at all. So, stealing – he would not tolerate 
that. 
“Oh, baby, don't cry. I can help you.” she cooed in my 
ear.
I had never been more disgusted with anyone's 
presence before like I was disgusted with hers.
“N-no…”
“I think you know what happens to the girls who 
steal. Don't you?” She cut me off with a sly smile. 
“Come on, I'll help you”
“How are you going to help me?”
“You know how I'll help you.” She raised her 
eyebrow.
 I took me a moment to comprehend what she was 
indica�ng.
“No … no, no, no. Thank you”
Her smile was wicked. Her eyes were haun�ng. In 
that moment I was so afraid for my life. On one 
hand, I had to face bea�ng, on the other hand, I had 
that easy yet totally abhorrent way out.
And being the gullible child I was, I obviously chose 
the easy way out.
Now, 10 years later, when I look back at that night I 
want to beg my 14 years old self, and to turn the 
clock back to not to walk out of the door with that 
women. I wish I knew back then what I know now. I 
wish I could somehow go back in �me and listen to 
my own advice. I have become a creature of the 
night that is embedded in infidelity and filth. Today, I 
sell my morals and values for money. I am 
everything my mother taught me not to be. I am 
everything my mother died for. I have become what 
I hated most just for a rupee. 

Whenever you find you are on the side of the majority, it is �me to pause and reflect. Mark Twain
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For an ar�st like me, life is all about colours. I see 
every scene as a canvas painted with various mixed 
colours. People think of me as a master of colours. I 
myself used to think so un�l someone inside myself 
(a profound admirer of you) asked me to describe 
you as any of these colours.
I first thought of you as red, as it is the colour of 
vastness and vividness. But I am unable to describe 
the vastness of my imagina�on when I come to think 
about you and the vividness of the spell you have 
cast on me.
Some�mes I find you as hopeful as I imagine of 
yellow, but then you seem disappointed of 
everything.
I think of you as green when I hear your wholesome 
laughter, but then your profound, mournful eyes 

warn me to do so because even the deep 
mysterious blue can't describe your eyes.
Some�mes I find you so passionate to call you an 
indigo, but surprisingly in the very next moment you 
are so numb and distant that it is no more your 
colour.
Then I think of you as white, the colour of 
perfec�on. But even the perfec�on of white is 
eclipsed by yours.
Then there is le� only black, the colour of my aura. 
Seeing you black, as it makes me both s�ll and 
powerful, yet even black is not edgy as you are.
So you are s�ll a mystery to me, a beau�ful mystery 
that no one can unfold, not even you. You are a 
colour of yourself … monotone and blond. I've failed 
to describe you on my canvas. 

The Aura of You 

Samsam Haider (M.Sc. Hons. Agri. Extension) 

They fall—and by falling are given wings to fly. Rumi

“We aren't who we want to be. We are what society demands. We are what our parents choose. We don't want to 
disappoint anyone; we have a great need to be loved. So we smother the best in us. Gradually, the light of our 
dreams turns into the monster of our nightmares. 
"They become things not done, possibili�es not lived."
Ever since we've moved away from God, we live a fragmented existence. We try to find oneness, but we don't know 
the way back; thus we are in state of constant dissa�sfac�on. 
Society prohibits and creates laws, but this doesn't solve the problem. 
Life is not a long vaca�on, but a constant learning process.

Life

By: Rafiah Ahmed
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Holding a cup of tea in his both hands, he rocked his 
office chair slightly and smiled. This wasn't the first 
�me he was being asked this ques�on, so he didn't 
feel angry or shocked. People are curious and they 
want to know what they don't. It is human nature 
without which one is incomplete. When you've got 
a brain, you got to use it (this is a separate issue, 
though, that most of us think as if having a peep into 
others' lives is the only way to use one's brain). Well, 
it wasn't that big of a personal ques�on, so he 
usually never took it nega�vely.
“But Sir, Why?” the intern asked again with even 
more interest. He stu�ered before declaring his sole 
opinion, “What you do is good, but everything 
should have a balance, don't you think so? It's not 
your responsibility alone.” He nodded his head 
gently, pu�ng the cup on the table like he woke up 
from a dream in some distant land. His face glowed 
with mixed emo�ons before star�ng his tale, “I 
totally agree with you on that, neither I have to nor I 
can but I want to try. Don't I?” The intern nodded 
trying to digest the lump in his throat. He con�nued 
“But let me tell you a story first and a�er that you 
decide.”
He closed his eyes for a few seconds trying to think 
from where to start. There are some stories which 
do not have any par�cular start or an end, just like 
some bent parts of a rope. You can't precisely tell 
where the bent starts. And if these stories are 
wri�en on the pages of your brain, then you need to 
reorganize and relive them, too, just like collec�ng 
the pearls and pu�ng these in the string making a 
necklace before giving them to someone else.
About thirty years ago, when they say the life was 
easy, simple and people had less to worry about, 
there was a boy who had everything one could 
dream of. Though his parents were illiterate , they 

gave him and his siblings the best they could; a small 
home where there was peace of mind, an educa�on 
which made them learn science and Math, food 
which though cheap was more yummy than the 
best of fast foods and most of all the uncondi�onal 
love which was irreplaceable. The boy's life was also 
easy and simple like those �mes but the world and 
�me never remain the same. One may say that 
certain �mes are peaceful but those certain �mes 
are also the darkest for some. Where there is joy 
there is sorrow, too. 
This world is a very strange place. Life changes for 
everyone. It gets be�er for some and worse for the 
others. The boy's life also took a turn but sadly this 
turning of days and nights wasn't good for him. At 
his tenth birthday, he was wai�ng for his father to 
come home. The Door knocked and the father came 
home, but wait! Something was wrong. It wasn't his 
father. It couldn't be, his father was supposed to 
bring chocolates for him today. But all that was 
brought was the blood and the body. No! That day 
his father didn't come home, only his body did. 
What happened next was very unfamiliar to the boy, 
but it was to become the strongest memory of his 
life. People came, mourned, hugged him, ate food 
and then went. Le� alone was he, his siblings and his 
mom who was as silent as his dad's dead body. The 
night that came a�er was the longest, the loneliest 
and the darkest. The sun rose the next day, like 
always, but even it had turned his eyes from the boy. 
Things had changed. The next day when the boy 
woke up he didn't go to the school, but to the 
market as he had now become the Eldest son of the 
family. His mom alone couldn't feed the family. So 
he had to earn. The warmth of the sun had now 
become the fire, the air outside had turned into the 
storm and even the rain which was once his favorite 

A lie has speed, but truth has endurance. Edgar J. Mohn
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had become the tornado that wanted to 
destroy his home.
Days and nights passed, the boy turned 
thirteen. Time is the best healer, it is said. 
Time might heal the wounds but it can't 
remove the scars. His wounds 
weren't healed actually, he had 
become used to it. His life had 
t h e  s a m e  m o n o t o n o u s 
rou�ne. He woke up at 5 am. 

A � e r 
p r a y i n g 

he  brought 
water from the 

tank. At 7 am he went 
to the market where he 

sold vegetables. In the noon he used to 
sell samosas in front of the school. A�er that 

he used to work as a waiter. He had made a 
compromise to this life but one thing could never 
get off his mind. He wanted to study but now his 
dreams were never going to become reality.
One day he was standing at his stall daydreaming 
when an old man came to him asking for potatoes. 
The old man grasped the skinny broad shoulders 
that stood beside him before violently bringing 
him back to reality. The boy got scared. Seeing him 
afraid, the old man smiled and told him to calm 
down. A�er a few days the old man came again to 
his stall. While buying vegetables the old man 
asked, “Young lad! It seems like you used to go to 
school. Why did you leave?”
The boy told his story. The old man consoled him 
and le�. A�er a week he came again. While buying 
vegetables he asked, “Do you want to study?” the 
boy's eyes lit at the name of school but he 
shrugged his head saying, “everyone is not fated 
to be educated, sir, especially not me. Someone 

had 
t o 

sacr ifice, 
and be ing  the 
eldest I had to do 
it. My younger 
siblings study in 

schools but I have 
to support them. In 

such a situa�on I can't even 
think of the Crowd School.” 

“And what if you could think of 
it”, the old man raised his eyebrows. 

“That would be a miracle”, the boy replied. 
“Get ready to see one”, the old man smiled.

The boy was astonished. The old man had offered 
him a handsome amount of money for an evening 
job. With a li�le more effort he could support his 
family and achieve his dreams too. The boy 
started his studies again and con�nued to do job 
in the old man's factory. That much income for the 
person like him was no doubt a miracle. That old 
man helped the boy out of his misery and he was 
an angel to him. 
Now you would ask me how I know this story. 
“Well the old man was the late CEO of Banaspa� 
Mills and my mentor Sir Ali Ahmad. Ohh! It's 15 
past 3 already, if you excuse me now I have to go to 
a mee�ng now that you have got your answer”, he 
finished.
“But Sir!” the intern looked confused, “you didn't 
tell about the boy. Who was he? Do you know him, 
too? What happened to him?” “Well yeah I, kind 
of, know him, he is the CEO of Al Ahmad bank 
si�ng right in front of you”, saying that he stood 
up and le� quickly for the mee�ng. 
The intern was shocked. It was hard for him to 
believe that. He had got his answer. His boss gave 
so many jobs to young untrained boys because he 
was once one of them too. By doing this he wasn't 
only helping the boys, but by making a chain also 
paying back the debt he owed to his mentor and 
to Allah the Almighty.

The only thing that interferes with my learning is my educa�on. Albert Einstein
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An investment in knowledge pays the best dividends. Benjamin Franklin

While traveling from Mumbai to Lahore by train 
darkness and ferocity prevailed. The one-year-old 
baby girl was sleeping in her mother's lap. She was 
in her world of dreams. Then abruptly her comfort 
was disrupted, as she heard a scream and opened 
her eyes. A big blurry man was advancing towards 
them. Her mother cradled her and rushed to the 
corner of the train's compartment. It all happened 
at once. At one moment her mother was begging for 
mercy and at the next she felt life slipping out of her 
body. Blood pooled around her body. She had been 
stabbed in the belly with a sharp sword. The man 
gave a final kick to the corpse and stepped out of 
compartment.  
Today, 70 years have passed since that incident and 
that baby girl has now turned into an old lady with 
white hair, but the images of that brutality and the 
sacrifice of her mother's life in front of her eyes are 
as if freshly painted on the slate of her mind. Yet the 
hope sustains and her eyes are full of dreams for the 
country, Pakistan, and lips always thankful to Allah 
for bestowing upon her the blessing of this great 
country.
During the dark days of the par��on, the Muslims 

thwere treated worse even than the 4  grade ci�zens 
i n  I n d i a ,  t h e  U n t o u c h a b l e s .  T h e y  w e re 
contemptuously labelled as 'Mulsas' instead of 
'Muslims'. Every other day, the Imams of different 
Masajid were killed in front of all the worshippers 
and they would not be allowed to object, agitate or 
do anything. However, they all kept going to Masajid 
the next morning without any fear. In media, the 
Muslims were presented as terrorists whose 
presence in India was considered to be a bad omen. 
If the Muslims wanted to start any business, they 
were burnt alive with their possessions and 
equipage. Darkness and grief were everywhere and 
even if a person wanted to step into poli�cs he was 
burnt naked with his daughters.

Then finally many great leaders appeared on the 
scene in the form of angels from heavens to save the 
lives of the Muslim and to give them a safe 
homeland. They introduced the Two Na�on Theory 
according to which the Muslims and the Hindus 
were two different na�ons as per the given 
embi�ered experience of living together on the 
Indian soil. They were no longer able to live together 
due to several reasons. The Muslim women 
observed strict veil, even in tradi�onal a�re they 
wore shalwar kameez and dupa�a, while the Hindus 
women preferred sari as their religious injec�ons or 
rather il lusive on the ma�ers of exposing 
themselves in public space. The Muslims worshiped 
the one true Allah, however, they worshiped 
thousands of Gods. In short, the Muslims were 
different from Hindus in every aspect of Life. The 
Hindus had never liked the presence of the Muslims 
throughout history and they never thought 
anything good of the Muslims. How could then it be 
possible that they would con�nue to live together? 
So, the Muslims needed a separate homeland to live 
their lives according the code of ethics, values and 
principles of Islam. The Ideology of Pakistan was a 
well-contemplated achievement to materialize 
these ideals of a life with cause. The Ideology of 
Pakistan is actually no different than the Islamic 
Ideology.
The basic principle was that “the only sovereign is 
Allah'. The Muslims just wanted to devote their lives 
according to their faith in Islamic laws. Today, we are 
facing many problems that range from war against 
extremists and corrup�on of those in power, but 
Pakistani na�on is very clear in their goal of 
establishing their lives as per the ideal given to them 
by the last Prophet Muhammad (Peace be Upon 
Him) and one day they shall become able to 
transform Pakistan into a true 'Citadel of Islam'.
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When you hear the word racism what comes to your 
mind? Probably an image categorizing the white 
people against the blacks or the Muslims against the 
non-Muslims, and in a way it is true. Yet it goes way 
deeper. Racism is far more subtle and insidious. It 
originates from differences among communi�es 
r a t h e r  t h a n  f r o m  d i ffe r e n c e s  b e t w e e n 
communi�es. Racism is being biased about a 
community or a factor ascribable to a certain 
community's appearance or way of life. Although 
the  concept  of  community  i s  defined in 
geographical terms, yet racism against certain 
c o m m u n i � e s  i n  i t s  v a r i o u s  f o r m s  a n d 
manifesta�ons may persist over and above such 
grounds. Thus, racism also is being chauvinist and 
supremac ist  about  who you are  or  how 
egocentrically prejudiced you are about your 
background and heritage. It is an innate belief in 
yourself over another. Racism is considering 
yourself superior to the people who are less 
fortunate and have a different opinion to yours. 
Racism has been present in this world for as long as 
human life has existed. It has been present a�er and 
before the life of Prophet Mohammed to our 
current lives. It has played a major role in the events 
leading to the World War I and World War II. Hitler 
believed the Jewish financiers were responsible for 
the death of hundred thousand Germans in World 
War 1 which led to the Holocaust in which up to 6 
million Jews deaths occurred in the World War II 
according to Holocaust encyclopedia. A�er that, 

racism has only been increasing. Even though the 
World Wars ended, these le� some serious a�er-
effects that are s�ll plaguing the world today, racism 
being the worst one of these effects. 
A�er the war ended, in 1950s racism became one of 
the most turbulent controversies. The 1950s was 
not just about poodle skirts and rock 'n' roll. It was 
an era of great conflict. For instance, the Nascent 
Civil Rights Movements & Crusade against 
Communism at home and abroad exposed the 
underlying divisions in American society. 
African-Americans have been figh�ng against 
discrimina�on for centuries, however, the struggle 
against racism and segrega�on entered mainstream 
American life. In 1955, Mar�n Luther King Jr., a 
strong-willed leader who believed in peace and 
jus�ce liberated the black people and brought 
radical changes in American society by figh�ng for 
equal rights for his people. When he addressed 
what he called "The greatest demonstra�on for 
freedom in the history of our na�on" he 
inadvertently set off a worldwide movement for 
racial emancipa�on. This segrega�on led to the 
world's greatest achievement in efforts to eradicate 
racism. 
In today's world, America – The land of the Free – is 
considered the most racist country in the world. 
America itself has no culture of its own. It has self-
acknowledging been a mul�cultural makeup of 
different socie�es and races, yet paradoxically now 
the Americans refuse to accept the people who 

I think it is good that books s�ll exist, but they do make me sleepy. Frank Zappa
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man who merely stood up for his rights and for his 
race. 
David Yonkovish said, "We hate Donald Trump like 
you hated president Obama. However, we hated 
Trump because he's a racist and you hated Obama 
because you're a racist."
T h e  A m e r i ca n  p o l i c e  a re  re n o w n e d  fo r 
discrimina�ng and killing the black people. 
Mexicans refugees and migrants are murdered by 
the security forces with impunity on the border. 
These are some major issues and virtually 
cons�tute an embarrassment that the Americans 
are facing at the na�onal level if they may take it so.  
When it comes to Pakistan, racism is no less 
disturbing an issue here. Pakistan is a country that 
was achieved because the Muslims had to face 
racism and discrimina�on at the hands of the 
majoritarian Hindu society in the Subcon�nent. 
They were deprived of their rights. Pakistan, which 
was built in the name of Islam to unite the Muslims 
as a whole na�on, now lies buried under the layers 
of racism. Our country is a mul�-ethnic, mul�racial 
and mul�lingual country and it was supposed to 
wrap itself in unity. Now it is facing racism in various 
forms that are ge�ng approval as a perfectly 
normal form of bahaviour in Pakistani society. 
Pakistani culture is becoming more tribal than 
na�onal. Unjus�fied hatred in myriad of forms 
pervades and breaks the very fabric of Pakistani 
society. Pakistan was founded to show to the Hindus 
how to treat the minori�es. And how badly we have 
failed to fulfill that pledge! 
Various religions are prac�ced in Pakistan other 
than Islam. It's a makeup of different races that 
include the Hindus, Chris�ans, Sikhs and other 

minori�es. We are to treat these 
minori�es as equals, 
but so far we have 
b e e n  a  g r e a t 
disappointment. 
T h e  s tate  a n d 
s t a t u s  o f  t h e 
Chris�ans is so 
degraded here. 

have different skin color than their own. Do we 
even ask ourselves why the Americans consider 
themselves so superior? Let me answer this 
ques�on. They consider themselves supreme 
because of their ancestors who made America 
prosperous, because of the educa�on they receive 
and because we ourselves have given them the 
power. The White people have not always been the 
domina�ng ones. Long before the English thought 
of ruling the world, the Muslims were already ruling 
the world. The white races used to be subordinate, 
but over �me they overthrew the Muslim rule and 
seized the throne for themselves.
When Barack Obama became the first black 
president, certain racist comments were hurled at 
him, as he was referred to as "That nigger” on 
several occasions on the social media. A white male 
tweeted in 2012 that "No NIGGER should lead this 
country" and another social media ac�vist tweeted 
"Can we all just get out and vote for Romney so you 
can get that nigger out of the office!!!!" 
Obama was looked down upon and disrespected, 
but now the American na�on has to face the real 
racist in the form of president Trump. He not only 
pointed fingers and accused the former president 
but also increased the rate of hate crimes induced 
by racism following his elec�on. The Na�onal Police 
Chief's Council reported 57 percent rise in hate 
crimes. In another event, Trump claimed a judge 
was biased because "He's a Mexican", he told CNN. 
He banned the blacks and the La�nos from his 
family's real estate company and was sued twice for 
it. He condemned the bea�ng of a black male 
protester in "Black Lives Ma�er" protest by saying 
"May be (the protestor) should have been roughed 
up", he mused, "what he was doing was absolutely 
disgus�ng." These were the 
words used by 
president 
Tr u m p 
for a 

I want to sing like the birds sing, not worrying about who hears or what they think. Rumi
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Very few of them are well-to-do or doing well as 
doctors ,  engineers  or  other  respectable 
professionals. However, mostly, they have been 
relegated to perform lowly du�es, such as cleaning 
the offices and streets. 
Status differences also seed evil and ignorance in 
the people. Usually, the people seem to be living on 
two extremes. The rich and powerful never cease to 
degrade the downtrodden. They cannot tolerate if 
they have to share some of the privileges available 
to them with those whom they consider beneath 
themselves. It is common in our society that the rich 
people, at �mes, take it as an embarrassment if they 
have to sit with a person of a lower status.
Let us face it. We face prejudice being Muslims in 
Pakistan, too. The conflicts between the Shia and 
Sunni sects are constantly on the rise. In our 
community, the Shia Muslims ought to be taken as 
brethren, yet they are o�en denounced as "Kafirs". 
Several cases have been reported for verbal abuse 
over this conflict. We, as Muslims, do not have any 
right to label another person as "kafir" when we 
ourselves lie, cheat and sin. Shouldn't we entrust 
Allah, the Creator of all, to determine that and be a 
be�er judge thereof? 
On the provincial level, the people face racist 
a�tude and intolerance. Our country is divided into 
the Sindhis, Punjabis, Baluchis and the Pakhtuns. 
We discriminate against anyone who speaks with a 
different accent or has a different language or 
belongs to a different province. 
In 1948, our beloved Muhammad Ali Jinnah said 
"We are now all Pakistanis not –
 Baluchi's, Punjabis, Sindhi, Bengali or Pathan and so 
on –  As Pakistanis, we must behave and act as we 
should and be proud to be known as Pakistanis and 
nothing else." 
We should always be very careful that we never let 
our great leader down who gave us our freedom by 
refu�ng any of his claims by our words or ac�ons. 
Another controversy we have in our na�on is 
regarding the caste system. Contrary to the Islamic 
belief system, the people treat lower castes and the 
downtrodden with disgust. The people think of it as 
an abomina�on to get married in a caste other than 
their own. The people refuse to acknowledge these 

differences as absolutely incidental. This inequality 
is so severe and so deeply embedded in all the parts 
of the country that it is hardly no�ced. 
We, as Muslim, defy the basic decorum of Islam that 
all men are equal. Islam teaches us that we are 
equal in the eye of Allah; Islam recognizes the 
superiority of one person over another on the sole 
criteria of good deeds and piety. 
The Messenger of Allah, Mohammad (Peace Be 
Upon Him) once said, "Behold! Verily there is no 
good in red skin or black skin but rather only virtue 
of righteousness" Allah created different races and 
tribes so that different people would recognize each 
other and learn from each other, not that they fight 
among themselves.
In the Holy Quran Allah says, "O people! We have 
created you male and female and made you na�ons 
and tribes so that you may know one another. Verily, 
the noblest of you to Allah is the most righteous of 
you. Verily, Allah is knowing and aware." 
Not only in Pakistan, racism is found in all the 
countries of the third and first world, for example, 
India, Afghanistan, Arab, Australia, America, etc. 
In Africa, all different tribes do not get along.
In Brazil, people massacre the en�re families for 
suppor�ng the wrong football team.
In secular India, the Muslims cannot live among the 
Hindus because they are considered 'unclean' 
(apavitar). 
The people need to educate themselves. As if 
racism were in human nature because deep inside 
every culture of the world is becoming increasingly 
racist. Be it a Redneck vs. Yankees, Bri�sh vs. Irish or 
a white vs. a black, we are all turning into racists. We 
do not have the right to discriminate against the 
people on the basis of their color, creed, religion or 
beliefs. We cannot bully a person who is born with a 
black or different skin colour. It is something they 
are born with. It is not something they chose for 
themselves.  
In the end, we are all humans. Why should it ma�er 
what color we are or what we believe in? A�er all, 
every human life is worth the same. 

All of life is a near-death experience. Alan Harris
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One can be appropriately prepared if one knows 
something in advance. This is not Chinese quote. 
But in Chinese use the same quote as "To be fore-
warned is to be fore-harmed ". Absurd! It means, 
“One will be harmed in advance if one knows 
something in advance”. Being happy with Pak-China 
Cooridor, now a days, I am curious about to know 
something about Chinese culture. So, I con�nued 
my research into Chinese proverbs in the same 
interest. Because I normally like odd things in a 
haphazard manner but giving a lesson too. And I 
found Chinese proverbs are odd and quite 
haphazard but with a good lessons too. Chinese, 
Egyp�ans, Greeks and Romans up to the present 
day u�lize myths, proverbs and legends to educate. 
All are great genera�ons but depends upon some 
proverbs for their development. And interes�ngly it 
is a worthwhile task to learn the Chinese proverbs, 
old and new to carry out specific roles within the 
culture. Chinese proverbs are "layered". The 
superficial message becomes obvious immediately. 
But as one re-reads, one discovers deeper meaning.  
Studying examples can show you why Chinese 
philosophers are seen as a source of great wisdom 
in the world. The ancient Chinese used proverbs to 
teach their children in good manners and to help 
them learn the proper way of doing things. These 
"Chinese" proverbs had me in s�tches - they have 
many exci�ng, humorous (and occasionally rather 

(rude) nuggets of wisdom to share with the world. 
The key with these is that if you don't get them the 
first �me, read them again. Many are a play on 
words, which may not be instantly obvious. I hope 
you enjoy these hilarious proverbs as much as I did!

One of the Chinese proverb is
“Virginity is like bubble, one prick, all gone.”
I do not really want to understand this proverb. So 
here I will simply say, Just shut up Chinese.

And another strange proverb is about running
“Man who runs in front of car gets �red.”
I don't know how this proverb came into being. But I 
have some objec�on if someone runs behind the 
car, should he will not be �red?  I think one can be 
more �red when runs in front of dog. Or you can say 
“World's number one athlete can be one, who 
prac�ces to run a�er dog”. So where should a�er all 
one have to run? Or either it is be�er to run a�er 
tortoise?

Another form of like proverb is 
“Man who runs behind car gets exhausted.”
Eh! Even we cannot run behind the car nor in front 
of car. I think than one should run by si�ng in the 
car. But how it could be possible? One other 
solu�on could be; one should run on the running 
exercise machine. However, here in Pakistan most 

To Be Fore-Warned
To Be Fore-Armed 

Muhammad Touseef
(PhD. Agronomy) 

The difference between stupidity and genius is that genius has its limits Albert Einstein
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husbands got exhausted running a�er their wives. 
But these wives never exhausted running behind 
their husbands. Ninety percent husbands therefore 
fails in lovemaking.

“Man with one chops�ck go hungry.”
Chops�cks are shaped pairs of equal-length s�cks 
that have been used as kitchen and ea�ng utensils 
in virtually all of East Asia for over 6000 years. This 
proverb tells something like if anyone has several 
hands, he must use each during ea�ng so that he 
might not gone hungry. However, if you eat with 
pa�ence one chops�ck I think is sufficient. Here in 
Pakistan people mostly eat with spoons not 
chops�cks and one teaspoon is sufficient to eat six 
plates of delicious rice super basma� along with one 
another plate of Kainat rice too. Many people even 
don't use spoon and eat the number of unlimited 
plates with free hands and open fingers, having no 
any sign of hunger rearing a big pear-shaped hip hop 
tummy.

“Wife who put husband in doghouse soon finds him 
in cat house.”
Don't know where is dog and cat house in Pakistan 
for husbands?  Here in our country either the 
husband is in the house or outside the house but 
both condi�ons depend on his current rela�ons 
with his life partner.

“Man who fights with wife all day, get no piece at 
night.”
Man who fights with wife in our country neither get 
the piece in the day, nor at night

“Man who drives like hell, bound to get there.”
But here in Pakistan It is never true. Many drivers 
drive like hell but go to Jannah!

“Man who stands on toilet is high on pot.”
May this proverb had any be�er meaning but I will 
not comment on this proverb. Eh! Disgus�ng 
Chinese…..

“Man who live in glass house should change clothes 
in basement.”
Wonderful! Yes while going through this proverb I 

can say that really Chinese proverbs are fantas�c 
and logical. You can understand this logic simply. 
How one can change clothes in glass house? But 
here again I am somewhat disagree. Why one 
should have to bother to go into basement? While 
in my case, living in the hostel of UAF, it does not 
ma�er where you are changing clothes. However, 
taking one side of the room and holding a piece of 
non-transparent bedsheet upon your fantas�c body 
is sufficient to cover the all precious parts of you. 
One other method is also prevailing here in our 
culture i.e. just change without any shame & 
bedsheet cover quickly saying if anyone look back at 
me he will be turn into stone. I don't know how? But 
this method is also great without any major 
accident because normally people don't look at you 
in this way. Perhaps fearing not to be turn into stone. 
Or it may be any other fear.

“Man who fish in other man's well o�en catch 
crabs.”
The structure of this proverb shows that it may have 
any deep understanding. I am not agree with this 
proverb because I don't want to know the taste of 
crabs. Normally in Pakistan crabs are not available in 
the food street of poor man. And here in Pakistan 
crabs are disgus�ng too. However, one thing is a 
fashion in our culture that is “Fishing in other man's 
well”

“An ant may well destroy a whole dam.”
I salute Chinese for such a good proverb. Really an 
ant may destroy whole dam. However in Pakistan 
same job can be done by aunty too.  An another 
situa�on is also prevailing here like the project of 
Kalla Bagh dam was demolished by some uncles in 
spite of being silent both ant and aun�es.

“Be not afraid of growing slowly, be afraid only of 
standing s�ll.”
While you are doing any government job in Pakistan 
this proverb matches exactly but in another way. 
And here what totally is required from you is “stand 
s�ll to never grow”.  And this statement is carefully 
controlled by a tool called as “leg pulling”.

“Behind an able man there are always other able 

Insanity: doing the same thing over and over again and expec�ng different results Albert Einstein
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men.” 
How is that totally contrast of the proverb prevailing 
in the sub-con�nent? “Behind an able man there is 
an able woman.

“Be�er to light a candle than to curse the darkness.” 
So the verse of our great poet Faiz Ahmad Faiz.

شکوه  ظلمت شب  سے تو کہیں بہتر تھا
اپنے حصے کی کوئی شمع جالتے جاتے

Meaning “It was not judicious to mourn on the 
darkness of black night, rather you would  have burn 
a single candle” 

But, pardon me here both China and Faiz Ahmad 
Faiz, how would I find a single candle and also a 
match box to burn it  in the dark while already my 
vision is not 6 by 6. And my glasses are stolen by 
those brutal  people who have successful 
partnership with darkness.

“A clear conscience never fears midnight knocking.” 
I never mind midnight knocking. There may be any 
needy person who is at trouble in the mid night.

“A closed mind is like a closed book; just a block of 
wood.” 
Here I am hundred percent agreed. But perhaps in 
Pakistan block of wood is called “Bhoosa”.

“A dog won't forsake his master because of his 
poverty; a son never deserts his mother for her 
homely appearance.” 
Alas! Some�mes this proves in other way. Some bad 
boys desert parents due to their poverty.
And some bad dogs forsake his master because of 
his homely appearance.

“Be�er a diamond with a flaw than a pebble without 
one.”
Here my ques�on is diamond brain or diamond 
stone. If you are talking about diamond stone then 
keep in mind diamond is also a stone. This proverb 
will be frui�ul when you will find a diamond brain. 
Unfortunately here in Pakistan diamond brain is 
rejected simply with one flaw, and stone brain is 
accepted with hundreds of flaws.

“Teachers open the door, you enter by yourself.”
On this proverb I will simply say with utmost 
respect, “May I come in Sir?”

“Deep doubts deep wisdom, small doubts li�le 
wisdom.”
Sorry in Pakistan doubt is the only property of 
administra�on and so is the wisdom.

“Give a man a fish and you feed him for a day, Teach 
a man to fish and you feed him for a life�me.”
This proverb is prac�cally prac�ced in Faisalanad 
but with different SOPs. Mislead the stranger one 
�me, and you show him the way only once, mislead 
the stranger brutally and you show him the way for 
whole life.

“Dig the well before you are thirsty.”
Thousands �me electricity teaches us this lesson. 
But we are s�ll thirsty.

“Each genera�on will reap, what the former 
genera�on has sown to enjoy the benefits of hard 
work of one's predecessor.” 
Hurrah! Papa has given me the keys of Mercedes 
Benz.

Two things are infinite: the universe and human stupidity; and I'm not sure about the universe. Albert Einstein

Do not do tomorrow what you can do today.

If you feel the need to forgive, forgive today.

If you feel the need to risk, risk today.

If you feel the need to apologize, apologize today.

If you feel the need to love someone, love them today.

If you feel the need to create something, create something today.

Live today not for tomorrow

Wallace Huey
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Faisalabad VS New York 
Rabia Latif (M.Sc. HND) 

I love a so� person. The ones who are generous, 
even in the worst of �mes. Someone whose 
strength is not in bravado, but in their quiet. 
Someone who is strong for others. Someone who is 
the moon that soothes and like the sun who brings 
the dawn out of dark. Someone who sees the very 
best in people even when you think they aren't 
worth it. The kind of person who always wants to do 
the best. Always remember, everything about you is 
important. But most important in life is to be happy. 
One should be humorous at least one �me in a day. 
At least one �me he should laugh at even on his 
own. Best humor is to laugh at yourself. I do not 
know how to make people happy but know how to 
take a smile for them. I was pondering on the ma�er 
of happiness that I surprisingly found it lovely to 
make a comparison between New York and 
Faisalabad from the real things for which these two 
ci�es are reputed. So these are the comments by 
the people along the both sides of two ci�es. Let's 
see how is that?

New York: I fell in love and his name is New York 
(Britney spear)

Faisalabad: I fell in Douglas Pura and it is in 
Faisalabad (Miss's Billa)

New York is the biggest collec�on of villages in the 
world (Alistair Cooke)
Faisalabad: is biggest collec�on of villages in the 
Pakistan.  Hello dude! (Saif)
New York: is the mee�ng place of the peoples the 
only city where you can hardly find a typical 
American (Djuna Barnes)
Faisalabad: It is the typical place of the working 
peoples the only city where you can hardly find a 
simple man (Billa)

New York: One belongs to New York instantly, one 
belongs to it as much in five minutes as in five years 
(Tom Wolfe)
Faisalabad: One cannot belong to Faisalabad 
immediately un�l he has been properly treated by 
at least five typical Faisalabadis (Chacha Noora)

New York: It is a city where you could be frozen to 
death in the midst of a busy street and nobody 
would no�ce (Bob Dylan)

Educa�on is what remains a�er one has forgo�en everything he learned in school. Albert Einstein
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Faisalabad: It is a city, where you could be frozen for 
nothing  (Jeera Mochi)

New York: Prac�cally everybody in New York has half 
a mind to write a book — and does. (Groucho Marx)
Faisalabad: Prac�cally everybody in Faisalabad 
never mind, write ledgers (Khatas)—and does! 
does!   (Jana Pardesi)

New York: Make your mark in New York and you are 
a made man (Mark Twain)
Faisalabad: Raise any ques�on in Faisalabad and 
you are mad man  (Bholla)

New York:  you are an Egypt! But an Egypt turned 
inside out. For she erected pyramids of slavery to 
death, and you erect pyramids of democracy with 
the ver�cal organ-pipes of your skyscrapers all 
mee�ng at the point of infinity of liberty! (Salvador 
Dalí)
Faisalabad: you are not less than any Egypt or 
America, You know how to value the �me by simply 
erec�ng clock tower amidst the city (Gamma)

New York is a sucked orange (Ralph Waldo Emerson)
Faisalabad is a smooth “Jaleebi” (Pappu)

New York: There is something in the New York air 
that makes sleep useless (Simone Beauvoir)
Faisalabad: Only the sleep is comfortable in 
Faisalabad (Babu)

New York: A hundred �mes I have thought New York 
is a catastrophe, and fi�y �mes: It is a beau�ful 
catastrophe?  (Le Corbusier)
Faisalabad: A hundred �mes I expect a “Juggats” 
from Faisalabad, and a 100 �mes there are 

“Juggats”, (Puppa)

New York: The glamour of it all! New York! America! 
(Charlie Chaplin)
Faisalabad: The Ghan�a Ghar of it all! Faisalabad! 
Pakistan (Sheedda Talli)

New York: I get out of the taxi and it's probably the 
only city which in reality looks be�er than on the 
postcards, New York. (Milos Forman)

Faisalabad: I get out of the taxi and it's probably the 
only way to get out of bad traffic signals (Babar Sher)

New York: One of the big things I miss about New 
York is not my friends so much; it's Shake Shack, the 
burger place. I miss Shake Shack. (Aziz Ansari when 
in Faisalabad)
Faisalabad: One of the big things I miss about 
Faisalabad is not my friends so much; it's “Allo Walla 
Parratha” and Chicken Pakkorra (Aziz Ansari when in 
New York)

New York: People in New York love having roof 
par�es (Todd Barry)
Faisalabad: People in Faisalabad love having song 
“Abhi to Party Shurro Hui Ha” (Disco Bu�)

New York: When I'm in New York, I just want to walk 
down the street and feel this thing, like I'm in a 
movie (Ryan Adams)
Faisalabad: When I 'm in Faisalabad, I just want to 
walk down the street and feel this thing, like I'm in a 
movie Molla Ju� (Pheeka)

New York ladies all look immaculate (Zac Posen)
Faisalabad husbands all look quite immaculate 
(Cheetah)

New York, the na�on's thyroid gland (Christopher 
Morley)
Faisalabad: the na�on's pituitary gland (Munna Bhai 
MBBS) 

New York: when you leave it, you are astonished at 
how clean is the rest of the world (Fran Lebowitz)
Faisalabad: when you leave it, you are astonished at 
how polite is the rest of the world (A visitor)

 Too many of us are not living our dreams because we are living our fears. Les Brown
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''Just Pakistani things'' these were the words he had 
heard very o�en but what did they mean? Even he 
had no idea about that. How could he had any idea? 
It was not any ques�on of board exam in which you 
just had to learn some lines word for word without 
even knowing what they meant. He had le� Pakistan 
when he was a kid and it was as great mystery for 
him as the thing 'concepts' for a FSC student. 
And then the day came when he was going back to 
Pakistan a�er fi�een years. He never knew that 
another ques�on of his life was also going to get 
answered. When airplane's wings li�ed up the book 
of his life also turned its pages majorly to write jokes 
on it. On airport, there were around fi�y people 
who had came to welcome him. Who were they? He 
didn’t even know that. His some far off cousins read 
his face like a tarot reader. He looked into his eyes 
trying to make a contact and when he tried to lower 
his gaze, the cousin smirked and said,"I know it's not 
sixteenth century, those people could have texted, 
called or even wrote a le�er but it's just that 
Pakistanis are openly loving and hugging people. 
The other thing the guy didn't tell him was that 
airport is more of a picnic spot to Pakistanis. Well 
airport showed the same scenes that are showed at 
Rukhsa� on Pakistani weddings. Alas! He wasn't 
that lucky as he lacked a bride to get happily married 
o t h e r w i s e  a l l  o t h e r  a r ra n ge m e nt s  we re 
automa�cally done. He sighed but then he 
remembered arranged marriage was a must. Even 
his mom had found someone for him. He had tried 
to ask about her once but got answered by 
thousands of words that slapped him hard. He also 
remembered his childhood friend Sheeda who was 
against arranged marriage and loved a girl with all 

Just Pakistani ThingsJust Pakistani ThingsJust Pakistani Things

Namrah Abid (B.Sc. Hons. HND) 

 The gem cannot be polished without fric�on nor man without trials. Confucius
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his heart. He was married. Remembering some 
same other students he sighed again but this �me 
with relief. 
Before entering home, his mom did a hundred of 
rituals using household and food items. His Bri�sh 
friend had become his mom's follower a�er 
watching these rituals. Desi moms call it ous�ng evil 
eye, he was told. It sounded wonderful but didn't 
smell that wonderful. He smelled like spices and 
eggs. He was then fed with tons of lassi and then 
asked for dinner. He was full but was forced to eat 
three chapa�s, almost half a lamb and was s�ll told 
that he didn't eat anything. ''He's on a diet'', one of 
the girls behind the man said with a shrill voice and 
bell in his mind rang announcing her to be the 
summon of damna�on. He enjoyed her joke he had 
to pretend and he deserve an Oscar for that, exactly 
in the same way students deserve on pretending to 
understand lectures when actually they are 
sleeping. 
The next morning more precisely late night at 4am 
he was woken up not by alarm but by voice of 
neighbour's dog that started barking with the 
sunrise and only stopped when he fed it sleeping 
pills. Most of Pakistani homes in villages and even in 
ci�es have roosters which were supposed to wake 
one up early in the morning. But he realized that 
with people roosters have changed their rou�ne 
too. They always sing at the loudest of their voices 
whenever you are trying to sleep whether day or 
night. 
The next day was spent by far off rela�ves coming 
,staring at him and him staring back at them just like 
in zoo where humans and monkeys gaze at each 
other both thinking what kind of idiot the other is, 
and then the language barrier! Most of them spoke 
mixed Urdu and Punjabi which was a bit difficult to 
differen�ate. Strangely the mixture of these 
languages was more comfor�ng than that 
sophis�cated words of English. Pakistan is a warm 
country he had heard that but had felt know. It was 
full of warmth, with warm people, warm foods and 
of course some warm words too. He loved this 
warmth too much un�l electricity went off and all 
his emo�ons dripped off like his sweat and he 
realized what does darkness feel in comparison of 
light. He was going to realize much more things but 

then his mom started blowing hand fan and he 
forgot everything except that unrealis�c comfort 
this air had. 
Knocking is a thing which doesn't exist in Pakistan. 
Everyone in your home will open your room's door 
like tsunami is coming and you can't help but just 
imagine what privacy would feel like. He was now 
experiencing that too. 
It is said that last piece of cake, last coin in your 
pocket has its own importance. Similarly, for his 
family same was the case for bended toothpaste, 
water mixed shampoo and that skinny shiny last 
piece of soap. So, he also got a chance to use them 
and according to his mom, he never felt so clean, his 
teeth never shined that much and hair of course 
never had that so�ness. But s�ll one thing was 
missing his hair's shine which was given to them by 
the ancient secret, oil. His hairs were oiled �ll he was 
sure of going bald and his mother was sa�sfied with 
the shine. 
During the first week of his stay he happened to 
come across one of his female classmates on the 
road. He shook hands casually with her but forgot 
that Ammi's flying chappal and Abbu's s�ck is s�ll a 
thing. What he had to listen was indescribable but 
just for the guess some far off friend of far off 
rela�ves of his mom's sister had seen me shaking 
hands with a girl. He realized the meaning of global 
village instantly. He wanted to commit suicide at 
once but then remembered that some other 
rela�ve of his mom would see this and again 
complain to his parents. 
In his first month he had learned the meaning of 
"Just Pakistani things" and honestly he didn't hate 
these things as he was supposed to do. He actually 
loved these things and people more than ever. Why 
was that? May be because he was a Pakistani 
himself and these were the things that make one 
truly Pakistani. Don't they? 

I'd like to live like a poor man - only with lots of money. Pablo Picasso

The reasonable man adapts himself to the world; 

the unreasonable one persists in trying to adapt 

the world to himself. Therefore all progress 

depends on the unreasonable man.

  George Bernard Shaw
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The Crowd Irum Paracha
 (Mphil. Bio.Chemistry)

You want another thing to worry about?

The U.S. popula�on hit 300 million last week. What 
it means to you is that even if the United States 
builds a fence to keep out illegal immigrants, it s�ll 
will use the most oil, dump the most trash and be 
the na�on most responsible for global warming. 
If Americans keep doing what they are doing now, 
they will drink up the water in every office cooler, 
and every well in the country could go dry. 
Another figure I read said the average American 
throws away five pounds of waste every day. 
But the thing I am the most nervous about is that by 
2050, the country will have 400 million people. 
This means every single soul will have 25 percent 
less land to stand on that he can call his own. 
This is how America will look in 2050: 
All the parking places will be filled day and night. 
Every road and highway will have gridlock. 
Gas sta�ons will run out of gas, and lines for fuel will 
stretch for 10 miles. 
I don't think electric cars and hybrids will save the 
day. This is because when we hit 400 million, 
everyone will drive SUVs to fit in their family 
members. 
With the extra millions of people, Chinese takeout 
restaurants will triple. (We have to assume every 
Chinese immigrant who is not a nuclear scien�st will 
open a restaurant and kill every duck in America.) 
How will we be able to feed our people? 
Golden arches will be on every street corner, pizza 
parlors will explode in towns, but Red Lobster 

restaurants will serve lobster only one day a month. 
The demand for paper will force suppliers to cut 
down every tree. This will cause brush fires and 
floods. There will be no Christmas trees. 
Lines for everything will be long and tempers will be 
short. This is what you will hear: 
"Take a number and wait un�l it's called." 
"If you jump the line, I'll shoot you." 
"You can't use a sleeping bag while wai�ng for your 
number to be called." 
"No one uses cash anymore. If you don't have 
plas�c, we know you're a thief." 
"Four hundred million people and I can't find my 
child." 
I haven't discussed �ckets for concerts, theater and 
baseball games. You can expect every event in 2050 
to be sold out. Ticket scalpers will be the richest 
people in America. 
Even in 2006, we don't know what to do with 
nuclear waste. In 2050, half the country will be 
radioac�ve. But you will s�ll have to live with it 
because they won't tell you where the waste is. 
If the popula�on increases by 100 million, this 
means the dog popula�on will increase accordingly. 
Those who don't want a dog will have a cat, but all 
noise will be made by barking dogs. People will kill 
for a bag of ki�y li�er. 
Half of the popula�on will speak Spanish, but I can't 
tell you which half. 
There will be no privacy -- just the loneliness of the 
crowd. 
2006 Tribune Media Services 

By Art Buchwald

I think it is good that books s�ll exist, but they do make me sleepy. Frank Zappa

Selected by:
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Who doesn't love to listen jokes? And when in the 
Faisalabad then its like culture. And when in the 
“University of Agriculture Faisalabad” it has more 
flavor. Reading jokes can be a way to de-stress 
oneself. Given below are a few hilarious jokes, that 
are sure to have you rolling down the aisle.

A Smart Girl in UAF

Entomology Professor: - Students! What do you call 
a bee that live in Pakistan? 
A Girl with CGPA 4 × 4:-   Sir it's obviously USB

Wise Agrarian

I begged God for a beau�ful wife, but God 
providence works not that way and he sent me 
again to UAF for PhD a�er M.Sc. A�er all, I made a 
girlfriend to marry a�er, and now begging for HIS 
forgiveness. Hope! Now it will work.

Breeding Sense!

A boy asked his mother, "How did the human race 
appear?" The mother answered, "God made Adam 
and Eve and they had children." Two days later then 
he asked his father the same. The father answered, 
"Many years ago there were monkeys from which 

the human race evolved." The boy returned to his 
mother and said, "Mom, how is it possible that you 
told me the human race was created by God, and 
Dad said they developed from monkeys?" The 
mother answered, "Well, dear, it is very simple. I 
told you about my side of the family and your father 
told you about his."

Oxygen Discovery

A Professor tells his class, "Oxygen is a must for 
breathing and life. It was discovered in 1773." 
An agronomist responds quickly, "Thanks God I was 
born a�er 1773! Otherwise I would have died 
without it."

A Challenge

Who said English is easy, so then fill in the blanks 
with yes or no……..

1. ___I do not have a brain 
2. ___ I do not have a sense 
3. ___I am stupid

Vision Problem

Our Professor did not come to take lecture one day. 

Muhammad Tauseef (PhD Agronomy) 

Light travels faster than sound. This is why some people appear bright un�l they speak. Steven Wright
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It was told he was having a vision problem. Next 
morning when students asked, Sir “what was wrong 
with your eyesight, he replied simply, "I just can't 
see myself at lecture that day."

D for Donkey

A man was driving down a country road when he 
saw many people in a homestead. He inquired 
what's going on. One man replied "Mr. Haddayat 
Ullah's donkey kicked his wife and she got died" 
"She must have had so many friends", he replied 
"No," replied the man, "We all want to buy his 
donkey."

Security in UAF

A student was being chased by two UAF security 
guards for wearing no university Iden�ty card. Who 
ran into square 9 and the guards followed him. He 
climbed up a tree. Both guards got to the tree where 
student was and did not know where he had 
actually gone to. Angrily one of them said, “this boy 
has escaped again”, the other guard said, No 
worries I know this boy, he is just a simple guy if I call 
his name like three �mes he will answer…. Student 
laughed from the tree and said” Hahahaha if you call 
my name from now �ll the next year, even then I will 
not answer you. “Do you think I am such a 
Mammu?”

GPS posi�oning

An Assistant Professor of climatology class was 
lecturing on map reading. A�er explaining about 
la�tude, longitude, degrees and minutes the he 
asked: "Suppose I asked you to meet me for lunch at 
23 degrees, 4 minutes north la�tude and 45 
degrees, 15 minutes east long? What does it 
mean?" A�er a confused pin drop silence, an 
agrarian volunteered - "I guess Sir! You want to eat 
alone!"

Engineer vs Manager

A man is flying in a hot air balloon and realizes he is 

lost. He reduces height and spots a man down 
below. He lowers the balloon further and shouts, 
"Excuse me, can you help me? I don't know where I 
am."
The guy below says, "Yes why not. You are in a hot air 
balloon, hovering approximately 22 feet above this 
field. You are between 24 and 27 degrees North 
la�tude, and between 60 and 65 degrees West 
longitude."
"Eh! You must be an engineer," shouts the balloonist 
awkwardly….
"Well," says the balloonist, "everything you have 
told me is technically correct, but I have no idea 
what to make of your informa�on, and the fact is I 
am s�ll lost."
The guy below answered with same tone, "Oh! You 
must be a manager."
"I am," replies the balloonist, "but how did you 
know?"
"Well," says the guy, "you don't know where you are, 
or where you are going. You have made a promise 
which you have no idea how to keep, and you expect 
me to solve your problem. 

We are Pakistani

Theory is if everyone knows it but nothing works. 
Prac�ce is if everything works and no one knows.
We combine theory and prac�ce: Nothing works, 
and no one knows.

A�en�on Phobia

A Professor of Agronomy: Could you please pay a 
li�le a�en�on? 
Student: Of course Sir, I am paying as li�le as I can.

WhatsApp Bomber

I was in a taxi cha�ng with my friend on WhatsApp 
and suddenly discovered that the man si�ng beside 
me was reading my conversa�on. Since I did not 
want to embarrass the man, I decided to change the 
topic of the chat; Kainat, please tell Rabia, Rafia, 
Hamza, and others that I only took two of the bombs 
we just manufactured for this opera�on. Let them 

No man has a good enough memory to be a successful liar. Abraham Lincoln
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know as well that I may find it difficult to get to the 
target place before the bombs explode because 
there is terrible traffic jam now but nevertheless, I 
am sure casualty figure will be high since we are five 
in our taxi and all the vehicles in the traffic will be 
affected too. We have less than 3minutes for the 
bomb to go off “bye bye” and take care of my 
parents and siblings as agreed. 
“The Man, without allowing the taxi to stop 
quickly opened the taxi door and jumped out.” 
Feeling Duzzzzzzzzzzz!

A Jam

Lecturer of Basic Sciences asked the ques�on 
ar�s�cally, dear students, when is a door sweet 
and tasty??
An innocent student replied, “Sir When it's 
jammed!” 

The floor is s�ll wet

A police officer jumped into his chair and told his 
sub-ordinates.
“I have seen an interes�ng case today,” he said. “A 
woman shot her husband just for stepping on the 
wet floor because she cleaned.”
Sir “Have you arrested her?” asked the sergeant
“No, not yet. The floor is s�ll wet” replied the pilice 
officer.

Responsibility:

Employer: "We need someone responsible for 
this job." 
Interviewee replied "Sir your search ends here! 
I am the perfect one for you. In my previous job 
whenever something went wrong, everybody 
said I was responsible."

Doctor, Doctor

Doctor: Have you taken my advice and slept 
with the window open? Pa�ent: Yes. Doctor: So 

your asthma disappeared completely? 
Pa�ent: No, But my ….watch, TV, iPod and 
laptop…………... 

A Cockroach 

A Muslim boy asks his father, "Dad, are cockroach 
good to eat?" "That's disgus�ng and Harram, my 
Son, Shut up! And don't talk about things like that 
over dinner" the dad replies. A�er dinner the father 
asks, "Now, son, what did you want to ask me?" "Oh, 
nothing," the boy says. “There was a cockroach in 
your plate moving from outside mixed with your 
“Qorma”, but don't worry now it's gone.

Pakistani Wife

At the 2017 World Women's Conference, the first 
wife from England stood up: 
"At last year's conference we spoke about being 
more asser�ve with our husbands. 
So, well a�er the conference I went home and told 
my husband that I would no longer do shopping for 
him and that he would have to do it himself. A�er 
the first day I saw nothing. A�er the second day I 
saw nothing. But a�er the third day I saw that he 
started shopping for himself."
The crowd cheered.
The second wife from America stood up: "A�er last 
year's conference I went home and told my husband 
that I would no longer do his laundry and that he 
would have to do it himself. A�er the first day I saw 
nothing. A�er the second day I saw nothing. But 
a�er the third day I saw that he had done not only 
his own washing, but my washing as well."
The crowd cheered.
The third wife from Pakistan stood up: "A�er last 
year's conference I went home and told my husband 
that I would no longer do cooking and that he would 
have to do it himself. A�er the first day I saw 
nothing. A�er the second day I saw nothing. But 
a�er the third day I could see a li�le bit out of my le� 
eye."

Always do right. This will gra�fy some people and astonish the rest. Mark Twain

Be kind whenever possible. It is always possible. Dalai Lama
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I have been blessed with a brother of mine,

And we go closer with the passage of �me,

For in problems his devo�on, i cant define,

I adore him, my brother, his love divine

Ac�ng like a friend and a father some�mes

For he lights my soul with his wisdom vine,

Close to my heart O brother of mine

For I am his pride, he's my dime,

Priceless moments spent with him in �me,

No Body is like him, the brother of mine,

The more far, closer we are at heart,

For I have been blessed with a brother of mine

Brother of mine
Huda (B.Sc. Hons. PBG) 

 

I know now, those arent  just stories I read in books
It does, love drains every bit of you 

Some absences go through us like a needle through a heart
Everything we do shivers our soul a li�le. 

Spoken words that shouldn't have been, 

Yet I feel our souls connect what sparks within 

Ah! Here I stand in the balcony, gazing at stars, 
Feelin' you in darkness, somehow solacing my scars! 

Li�ing my finger across the cold faded window, 
Coalescing our name; as chills within me flow 

The fervour seeming deeper than that darkest of nights, 
Holding my heart, together with its ethereal lights 

I know now, love is always there, 
An ardour that wanes all the fear.

I Know Now
Huda (B.Sc. Hons. PBG) 

The beauty of her marvellous eyes

Resembling the rainbows in the skies

Reflec�ng the beauty of her soul

Serene and pious , pureness they endure

Two oceans with their wonders at hide

Her eyes having a dreamy world in side

Like a pearls in the ocean, with fine emo�ons

Nurturing me with profound po�ons

Full of mysteries and secrets of hearts

Her innocent eyes gazing at the stars

Spreading love with a gleaming light

Like the moon in the darkeness of the the night

The beauty of her marvelous eyes

Resembling the rainbows in the skies.

Her Eyes
Ramsha Qaisar

My eyes full of tears...

with no more power to bear...

standing alone in a dark street

wai�ng to be well treat.....

shining stars are asking to me.......

why am i trying to find out me.......

(replied)

I replied;

My heart is full of sorrow

want happiness of borrow

I am feeling like a wandering boat.......

which is trapped in water so hot........

hoping someone to read me like a book

want to swim by hook or by crook

As I have..........

my eyes full of tears

with no more power to bear....

Abeera Iftikhar
(B.Sc. Hons. Microbioligy) 

My eyes full of tears

Most people ignore most poetry Because most poetry ignores most people. Adrian Mitchell



You'll treasure me 

My love so true

My eyes so keen

My words so warm

My tears so precious 

When I'll not be here

Not be here to love thee again 

And you'll seek for me 

Thirsty your eyes

Will seek for mine

Will seek for the veracity 

My soul holds 

For the warmth of emo�ons 

My words carry

But thy eager thirst

Stands not be quenched 

As this world not holds 

My innocence for long

But I know for sure 

The day will come

You'll treasure me“

Hira Bari (M.A English) 
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I cry your mercy—pity—love!—ay, love!

Merciful love that tantalises not

One-thoughted, never-wandering, guileless love,

Unmask'd, and being seen—without a blot!

O! let me have thee whole,—all—all—be mine!

That shape, that fairness, that sweet minor zest

Of love, your kiss,—those hands, those eyes divine,

That warm, white, lucent, million-pleasured breast,—

Yourself—your soul—in pity give me all,

Withhold no atom's atom or I die,

Or living on, perhaps, your wretched thrall,

Forget, in the mist of idle misery,

Life's purposes,—the palate of my mind

Losing its gust, and my ambi�on blind!

John Keats

Pink and perfect mystery

to which I ply my finger,

she ripens so exquisitely

the longer that I linger

and fluff the modest blossom

with my gentle loving hand,

teasing, ever pleasing

so that now I understand

how beau�ful the flower

that yields without duress,

blooming now so fully

in the warmth of my caress.

Keith Bickerstaffe

Hamza Ahmad (BS Agri. Ecnomics) 

I cry your mercy-pity-love!-aye, love

Pink and Perfect Mystery (Petal)

If poetry comes not as naturally as the leaves to a tree it had be�er not come at all. John Keats
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Poetry is something more philosophical and more worthy of serious a�en�on than history. Aristotle

Never Shame A Woman

Never ever shame a woman

for the fire in her soul

s�ll your fear that you're unable

to give that which makes her whole

Never ever shame a woman

for the fierceness of her love

when she wants to subjugate you

she's an eagle, not your dove

Never ever shame a woman

for her raging burning need

to take in that which inflames her

bond and let her soul be freed

Never ever shame a woman

for insa�able desire

use your all to give and please her

be a man and stoke her fire

Never ever shame a woman

for her sensual appe�te

primal cravings that possess her

give her reign at day or night

Never ever shame a woman

when she moans in ecstasy

do not force her into silence

let her voice her fantasy

Never ever shame a woman

for her wanton sultry way

thank the heavens that she's able

to bring passion into play

Never ever shame a woman

for the pleasure that she craves

be a man and strive to sate her

for this act her honor saves

Eileen Manassian

“I am nothing special, of this I am sure. I am a common man with common thoughts and I've 
led a common life. There are no monuments dedicated to me and my name will soon be 
forgo�en, but I've loved another with all my heart and soul, and to me, this has always been 
enough. " 
             Nicholas Sparks, The Notebook

Common Man


