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Principal's foreword

It is a pleasure for me to write the foreword for this year’s students’ Annual Magazine: The Last
Word.
The magazine is a panoramic presentation of Kinnaird’s motto of light, courage and love exhibited
by young Kinnaird students, members of the Student Council and presidents of various clubs and
societies.
For more than a century, Kinnaird has enabled its students to maximize their preparedness for their
careers and challenges of life. Along with academic development Kinnaird values all co-curricular
activities that encourage a holistic education. As you go through this magazine you will discover
the different clubs and societies the college supports to provide students a platform to be creative
and express themselves in dramatics, debates, the arts, creative writing, sports and music.
Along with the students who took time to write these articles, I would particularly like to
appreciate the Advisor Ms Rabia Zaheer, Co-Advisor Ms Sadia Ghaznavi and the President Ms
Nimra Ishfaq, for overseeing the compiling, editing and taking care of all the work required to
bring out a magazine.
Much has changed at Kinnaird over the years and much will change in the years to come but what
remains continuous are the traditions of the college and I acknowledge, the Head Girl Natasha
Faisal and the Deputy Head Girl Aroma Shahid and the entire council of 2020 for keeping the
spirit of Kinnaird alive.
My best wishes for all the students.
Prof Dr Rukhsana David
Principal
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editor's note

Dearest readers,
This year’s edition of “The Last Word” is a love letter to imagination, nostalgia and the symbiotic
relationship between visual art and literature. It aspires to introduce you to the budding authors and
artists of Kinnaird College, whose socially relevant pieces will quench your thirst for beauty while also
serving you progressive ideas for reflection. I personally sense that in our fast, social media driven
lives, we tend to starve our natural hunger for literature and art. It is ironic that the same Internet that
houses unlimited information can create an unoriginal echo chamber that only reinforces the ideas we
already hold. In this regard, a magazine can function as a bouquet of various flowers, whose carefully
picked textures and fragrances refresh your palette and make it more attuned for socio-political
analyses. This edition of The Last Word compiles new voices that resist against oppressive, dominant
ideologies, while simultaneously reflecting some of the most relevant themes of our lives in modern
day Pakistan. I hope you find the compiled stories and poems as jolting and gratifying as I did when I
was editing them.
The collection of these wonderful pieces would have been impossible without the assistance of my
wonderful advisors, representatives and editorial board. Firstly, I would like to thank Ms. Rabia Zaheer
and Ms. Sadia Ghaznavi for their constant support and invaluable advice. Without their seasoned
insights, this magazine would have not met the ever-increasing standards the English Magazine Society
strives for each year. My predecessor, Maham Afzal, has also been an unwavering source of guidance
and inspiration for me through every step of my tenure. I sincerely thank her for being the closest
perhaps I have to an elder sister. I express my utmost love and gratitude to my representatives,
confidantes and the pillars on whose strong shoulders the society stands: Jannat Riaz, Rida Safdar,
Laiba Asim and Ayela Ishfaq. Each of them is exceptionally intelligent and hardworking and has
consistently challenged my own expectations and beliefs. I further thank Ayela for lending her
stunning understanding of aesthetics and helping me in presenting Kinnaird’s beauty in this compact
periodical. It is incumbent on me to acknowledge Nida Maqsood and Manahil Naeem, for dedicating
their skills for the stunning cover and feature photos, respectively. I am grateful to my wonderful
copyeditors, Aima Zaheer, Ajwah Nadeem, Taniya Ihsan and Noor Malik for their affectionate
refinement of each entry assigned to them.
I would further like to thank Miss Tehreem Tahir and Kinnaird Archive Centre for providing the
society with access to interviews and photos of alumni, which my editorial team has transcribed
scrupulously. Their aim in this regard was clear: to preserve the histories of some of the stalwarts, who
defined this red bricked building, and their insights into the changing culture of Pakistan and, its
microcosm, Kinnaird. I express my utmost gratitude to the writers and artists, who lent their voices to
our magazine, and to our readers for giving us space on their shelves and, more significantly, in their
minds. Lastly, I express my utmost gratitude to Dr. Rukhsana David for providing Kinnaird’s authors
and artists with appropriate platforms to express their creative spirits.
Yours sincerely,
Nimra Ishfaq,
Editor, The Last Word 2019-2020
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"Manga is better than anime."
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Kinnaird college debating
championship
After the prizes have been distributed, adjudication core thanked and the award ceremony wrapped,
written reports are sometimes all that’s left of a collective memory. Kinnaird College Debating
Championship 2020 housed almost 100 English and Urdu teams from LUMS, FC College, FAST, GCU,
LGS and other reputable schools and universities. For the first time, we had an Under-19 break, creating a
separate category for the school speakers, with their own finals.
The internationally acclaimed adjudication core was as follows: the English Adjudication Core comprised
Hassan Qaiser, Raza Hassan, Shahraiz Chishti, Ali Hanfeyah, Kinnaird alumni Anum Naseer and KCDS
coach Natasha Faisal. The Urdu Adjudication core comprised Hamid Riaz, Hamza Abbas, Sarmad Wali
Khan, Abbas Bukhari, Haris Ishtiaq and Kinnaird alumni Khadeeja Ahmed and KCDS ex- president Hira
Yaqoob. This robust adjudication core ensured that the debate motions were holistic and competitive, the
adjudication was satisfying and the critiques thorough. They, along with the convener and KCDS
President Ajwah Nadeem and Tab Head Minahil Tahir ensured that the tournament was conducted with
minor hiccups and delays.
The motions were thematically divided into five rounds. The finals motions were set keeping Kinnaird’s
rich history and current affairs in mind. The motion for KCDC 2020 Open English Finals was “This
House Supports universities treating students as customers (e.g. by allocating significant resources to
improving students’ lifestyles, and granting students influence over university decisions and the content
and delivery of course curriculum)”. Given the drastic shift in education strategies after the coronavirus
pandemic, this question has only become more relevant. The motion for Open Urdu Finals was “If the
government bans the film Zindagi Tamasha in the coming future, then this House will screen it in defiance
of the state decision”. The increasing censorship within Pakistan and the role of the debating circuit, as a
supposed hub of progressive argumentation, contextualizes the main clash of this debate as an everimportant collective concern. The English Finals was won by LUMS and the Urdu Finals by GCU.
Various factors also set this competition apart from its predecessor tournaments, and hopefully next year’s
magazine can proudly declare the same about KCDC 2021.The participants were pleasantly surprised by
the variety of food stalls sponsoring the competition. It was widely appreciated as one of the most
competitive tournaments of the year.
The KCDS advisor Miss Zubda Zia, in her trademark style, not only supported the ambitious changes to
the KCDS tournament format, but also encouraged them. A lot of Kinnaird-led management teams
deserve appreciation. The other debating society members worked hard, investing themselves personally
into each and every detail of the tournament. The Kinnaird student council were some of the most
responsible members in the entire management team.

By Ajwa Nadeem
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Kinnaird Business week
Kinnaird College for Women has produced many strategic thinkers who have the ability to seize
opportunities of success in a changing entrepreneurial world. Kinnaird provides a platform for young
entrepreneurs to showcase their skills and critical thinking abilities. Kinnaird Entrepreneurial Club (KEC)
grabbed one such opportunity to exhibit competence of young entrepreneurs through KBW. Kinnaird
Business Week (KBW) was a three-day event which explored a new aspect of entrepreneurship:
Technopreneurship. Accordingly, the event focused on providing a platform to technologically innovative
young entrepreneurs.
This event helped young technopreneurs to understand how to construct a complete organization out of a
principle idea. The three-day event was a perfect blend of motivational and interactive sessions paired
with intense but friendly competitions. Many inter and intra University challenges were arranged,
including marketing and advertising contests and scavenger hunt. Motivational session by Umair
Jaliawala and Mir Mohammad Ali Khan was a massive success, as it promoted the spirit of impassioned
hardwork in the face of all obstacles. Furthermore, interactive sessions were organized, whereby Mr.
Mohsin Zaka (General Manager at Careem) and Ms. Maryam Mehdi (Marketing Manager at Uber) were
guest speakers.
Multiple competitions took place during the span of three days. “Young technopreneurs of Kinnaird” was
organized for students to showcase their business skills through technology. Participants pitched
pragmatic ideas in the “Startup Competition” for the development of tech-savvy skills. The “HR Case
Study Competition” was the perfect way to challenge the analytical and decision-making skills, as they
were provided with a real-life HR case which they had to study, analyze and form a decision via
presentations. “Battle of the Brands” was another fun competition. Each team was given different brand
products which they had to sell to the audience. Another test of marketing and advertising skills was the
competition “AD-MAD”, whereby participants were required to create an advertisement on the theme
“Technopreneuring” to bring out their creativity and uniqueness.
The winners and runners-up were rewarded with cash prizes and certificates. All participants received
tremendous appreciation and praise from the judges and the club advisor, Ms. Saira Farooqi. All the
events came to an end with a soul-refreshing Qawwali Night featuring Shahzad Ali Khan. These
stimulating activities were a perfect way to break the ice between amateurs and professionals and
encourage young technopreneurs to initiate projects of their own.

By Laiba Asim
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sports day
The Sports Society at Kinnaird is one of the thriving forces of the institution -a renowned centre which has
birthed numerous national players. In celebration of the culture of sports in the college, the society
organizes an annual sports day every year. This day is one of the most awaited of every academic year and
is cherished equally by the students and the faculty. This year was no different, as strong women from
within and outside the society showcased their physical strengths and agility and the college recognized
the students’ achievements at provincial and national levels.
The sports day is known for showcasing the best female athletes and their abilities. This time around the
Annual Sports Day was held on a beautiful Spring morning on 13th February. Adorned with flags,
colorful hangings and white chalk the sight of the celebrated event was a treat for the sore eyes. The
turnout of participants and the audience had been so great that even the uber spacious ground seemed to be
diminutive in size. All one could hear from the stretch of a kilometer was the hooting, cheering for
Kinnaird’s brilliant players.
The event was graced by Honorable Lt. Gen. Syed Arif Hassan (Ret.), who was the Chief Guest for the
day. The occasion commenced with the annual tradition of playing the national anthem by a band,
followed by the march pass, which was led by the President of the society. Interestingly, Semester 6 was
awarded for the most coordinated and well presented march, as their enthusiasm. After this, Ms. Maham
Sultana, who was awarded the best athlete of the year, came forward and took oath alongside all society
members. The President then conducted the magnificent torch relay and officially opened the event.
The thrilling races and games like tug of war and musical chairs involving teachers and students added a
splash of fun to the celebration. These games were followed by a distribution of medals and trophies
amongst the winners. The highlight of the whole event was the display of aerobics, exceptionally well
choreographed and performed by performers dressed in yellow and black tracksuits appropriate for the
vibrance of the occasion. The event came to an end with refreshments and happy smiles.

By Ayesha Toor
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Tedx
This year Kinnaird College’s TEDx Society organized the Annual Conference of TEDxKinnaird
successfully for the ninth year. Presenting the theme of "Prism of Possibilities", the event intended to
promote the importance of unabashedly chasing one's dream. For this purpose, eight speakers were
invited. Fawad Ali, the winning singer of "Pakistan Battle of Bands" and "Cornetto Pop Rock Season 1"
ardently hosted the event, while the speakers shared their life experiences highlighting how they realized
their aspirations by gradually thwarting social obstacles, taboos and repressive conventions.
One of the speakers, Bilal Bin Saqib, succinctly verbalized his experiences as an entrepreneur and founder
of the NGO ‘Tayaba’. This project was a product of love for innovation and the spirit to do one’s part in
helping one’s community, as it provided people from underprivileged areas with water containers attached
to wheels, which in turn enabled them to transport water in large quantities without putting an unnecessary
stain on their shoulders. Similarly, Noor-e-Hira's TED talk regarding her career as a nutritionist balancing
her life with art and photography truly affirmed the multiple personas one can adopt in the pursuit of
creating a meaningful life. Moreover, Ali Swati's talk revealed his revolutionary work in the tech industry
juxtaposing with it his desire to discover solutions to social issues. Hamza Altaf also inspired the audience
through his work to amalgamate technology and education to set forth an eccentric yet significant
innovation to a brighter future. Likewise, Alizay Khan's cheerful talk portrayed her struggles to be a ray of
hope in this difficult world. Another significant speaker, Asrar Shah, articulated his journey as a
devotional music enthusiast, who pursued his artistic dreams despite familial and social opposition
It is needless to reiterate that the event contributed to enlightening young minds through talks by
experienced speakers, who motivated their audience to take the road less taken. The creative spirit of the
speeches was reaffirmed through a lively musical performance by the Mian Mir Qawwal Group.

By Rida Safdar
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On a Late Summer Afternoon
By Maimoona Anwar

Many moons ago, on a late summer afternoon, I came to Lahore with my parents. As I was
being dropped off at the hostel gate, situated on the jail road, at first glance it looked like a jail
from the outside and later turned into a literal one, I held back my tears. I knew I could not
show any signs of weakness, I wanted this for myself and I had forced my parents to let me
live on my own, against almost every living relative’s advice, so that I could discover myself
and turn into a self-confident woman.
The first day was overwhelmingly hard but very crucial, as I was taught the first and foremost
lesson in life, to always fight for your right and never settle for less, you see before that I was
living with my parents and I never had to ask for anything but things were about to change.
As I entered the hostel there was a list with my name on it, assigning the hostel rooms. I was
given a room the size of a closet, probably the smallest in the building but the view from the
window was exceptional, you could see the cricket ground and the new hostel while sitting on
the bed. I was happy about it at first but little did I know that it was a bathroom converted in
to a room, the girl next door to me pointed out the strange drain in the corner of my room. As
I was wondering what could be the purpose of having a drain in a room that it hit me, there
were tiles, big white tiles, it was a damn bathroom and I was sleeping in it. The newly made
friend/neighbor told me to talk to the warden and ask her to change my room. I was naïve
enough to think that all the rooms were assigned and why would the warden give me a
bathroom if she had a room available. Anyhow I went and talked to her about it, she told me
that there is nothing she can do about it.
It was midnight, everyone was in their room, I was miles away from my parents, living in a
bathroom of the old hostel, which was probably haunted as per the graphic stories being
shared over dinner in the mess. The shadows were creeping, I could hear the cats screaming, I
picked up my phone and called Baba, begging him to come back and take me home, I no
longer wanted to be independent, this world was too cruel a place for me. Thank goodness he
didn’t take me seriously and called the warden first thing in the morning, who then showed up
at my door and told me that there was a sudden availability and I was reassigned an actual
room.
Now that I have graduated, I think it is safe to say that over the course of four years that I
stayed there, I have learned so many things, broken so many rules, bunked so many lectures,
eaten muftas, even sneaked out of the college without a pass, not that I recommend it. But it
was an absolute nightmare to get a pass from the warden, they would make you call your
parents and then their parents to give you the permission to go out and buy groceries.
A girl should be allowed to go out on her birthday and celebrate with her friends, without the
fear of being caught sneaking in. Lala jee at the gate were kind enough to let us go the first
time we were caught, we weren’t so lucky the next time, so we had to improvise and hide in
the trunk of our friend’s car. Some girls didn’t want to go through all that trouble so they had
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mastered the art of forging their parent’s signatures, while others were making their friends
pretend to be their mothers over the phone.
Precedents were set, if you were a hostelite and had bought the ticket to the concert being held
at the amphitheater, you were a disgrace. Even the mess staff knew that all the girls would
raid the faculty dinner and would make allu palak or some other appalling dish that day. I had
some pride at first but they told me that it is was okay, as they make enough food for the
honorable guests on the list and those not on the list. It was little things and moments like
these that made so many fond memories, I have learned so much from the time I have spent in
college. I have made some amazing friends for life, I was taught by some of the best teachers
and I’ve learnt humility, trust me surviving hot summer in Lahore without air conditioning is
a truly humbling experience.
Some of you might hate college right now or believe you are too cool for it or perhaps were
forcefully sent by your parents to find a good proposal, let’s face it Kinnaird is famous for
that. Make the most of this time. The memories you make today, you will hold on to forever.
Kinnaird has taught me to be strong and independent, and it has shaped me into the woman
that I am today. I cannot be grateful enough for my experiences.
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A Tribute to the Stalwarts of Kinnaird
Excerpts from Interviews of Kinnaird Alumnae
Recollecting the Time Spent at their Alma Mater

Courtesy: Kinnaird Archive Centre
Mahmooda Qureishi is a graduate of Kinnaird College for Women University’s BA
program (1967-1971). Born in 1949 in Jhelum, she led a successful life as a computer
programmer after university. I was at Kinnaird from Sept ‘67 till 1971.
My admission to Kinnaird was through a simple typed letter signed by the iconic Ms. Mangat
Rai, who was the Principal at that time. She retired in 1969 and Ms. Robinson took over. I
have a strong affiliation with Kinnaird, as my sister, Rasheeda Qureishi, was a year senior to
me. And my daughter Huma Qureishi is also a graduate of Kinnaird. The current Principal
Ms. Rukhsana David joined Kinnaird the same time as I did- at the start of summers.
My sister and three to four other KCites used to take the Pindi bound early morning rail car to
Jhelum. I spent four amazing years of my life at Kinnaird. Kinnaird College of the
approaching ‘70s was way ahead of its time. Matchless in every sense of the world, it was like
an oasis of an island in itself. Resident teachers would occasionally invite groups of people to
their rooms at night- a very cordial atmosphere at night indeed. Days before the swimming
gala, there was a noisy cheerful poolside activity that would continue till late evening- and of
course, on hot summer nights, midnight feasts and lots of banter. Mind you, no cell phones
then at that time, but somehow instant messages would be relayed during study times. Tuck
shop was the most popular spot - morning till the evenings.
At night, a lone figure would sit on a deserted jail road opposite the main gate making seekh
kebabs on a tiny stove or ‘geethi’. Hunger pangs; Ghulam or the ‘chowkidar’ to the rescue- a
miracle none of us ever felt sick. Weekly, once a week just before lunch time, a man would
spread a sheet on the ground and neatly display small items for sale, right opposite the hall
fountain in the white bath leading to the dining hall. After lunch, some girls would just browse
or buy.
Twice weekly walks on weekdays were allowed at Canal sides. After dinner walks on
campus, girls would be excited to discuss the day's happenings, but always rushing to the hall
to grab the chairs to watch their favourite TV shows, but mind you at that time it was just one
or two channels in black and white TV. On the Jubilee House terrace, a group of us excitedly
followed Neil Armstrong's moon landing on my transistor radio. Later, we also visited the
American Centre to see a piece of the moon rock. Ms. Potter took a group of us to watch the
opera.
My sister Rasheeda and a small group were taken to Murree - horse riding in Murree, rowing
boats at Rawal Lake in Pindi. During a trip to Mangla Dam, it was amazing to see the huge
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turbines. Later, an excellent lunch was served to us at a KCite’s residence, whose father was
an engineer at Mangla. Of course, the Mangla Club was a bit disappointing. The Americans
were initially reluctant to serve us Coke, and finally, we had delicious Coke with crushed ice.
Kinnaird College had students from diverse backgrounds, from all over Pakistan plus from
South Africa and East Africa, Iran and the Middle East. At convocation times, which was
indeed a very important time for girls, beauty parlours were to be booked. The girls used to go
there for lavish hairstyles. And they used to wear beautiful clothes, but did not grab too much
attention, like the attention paid to makeup these days.
Weekly, hockey and tennis were compulsory sports. My final French viva exam was at the
Punjab University old campus on the mall, just before the sirens and the blackouts started and
before we lost our eastern half of the wing, and Bangladesh came into existence. I took the
last flight out and kept receiving the yearly newsletters even in Ottawa. Thank you to
Kinnaird.
Kinnaird has left a lasting memory on all those who attended, especially all of my friends,
whom when I meet, Kinnaird is one of the main topics. And you won’t believe it, last meeting
I had with my friend Nizat Kaddir, we were sitting at Defence Club, and we sat for about four
hours and Kinnaird was one of the main topics. So somehow, some things keep coming up,
and Kinnaird is the binding force again to bring us together.

Ms. Mahmooda Qureshi at Kinnaird in 1970
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Ms. Mahmooda Quereshi at her graduation
cermony in 1971

Ms. Rubina Shahid has been a part of Kinnaird for almost half a century. She joined
Kinnaird in 1965 as a student of mathematics, philosophy and economics. In bachelors,
her academic interests shifted to Applied Psychology and English literature. She
graduated in 1969 and received her M.A in English Language and Literature from
Punjab University in 1971. In 1973, she was appointed as a lecturer of English at
Kinnaird, eventually to be promoted as the Head of the English department. She went
for another masters in Washington under the US-AID scholarship program, and in
1990, returned to teach at her alma mater.
Kinnaird was a wholesome experience. It was liberal. Girls were allowed to sing, to dance, to
perform on stage, to play, to speak, to debate. There was so much opportunity for the growth
of your personality and character. Kinnaird was at the very peak of everything- education,
sophistication, academics, sports, performative arts. People from all over the world (mainly
women of colour and overseas Pakistanis) came to Kinnaird for a wholesome all women’s
experience. In Masters alone, it received the top eight positions for four years straight. A
methodical and committed approach. Kinnaird had a reputation among others. I have lovely
memories. When I was studying, I was happy. When I was teaching, I was delighted. It was
like one big, long fairy tale.
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Kinnaird had so much tradition. There used to be a dress code of wearing cotton only. Any
shape, size or colour, but cotton, because it would accommodate everybody. Designer clothes
were a far cry. No bright makeup or jewelry. You didn’t need them. We were beautiful.
Young. Radiant. Summer assembly would start at 7:00 am, winters at 7:30 pm, and the
attendance was compulsory. Ms. Mangat Rai would address the students every morning.
There would be a prayer from the Bible, then later on from the Quran as well. A hymn would
be sung while a teacher would play the piano. A note on something about human behaviour or
the like. Charity day lasted for four days. One day will be for the first-years. It was a big
competition ,and usually first-years lost. They would have garage sales, and food would be
made by hand. A competition was also held, on the last day, of dance and singing. And the
charity money collected was shown to us where it was spent. The annual play was a
momentous occasion. I remember performing a Jane Eyre novel as a drama to get the students
participating in drama. We lost hold of our tradition gradually.
There were sports and athletics. You had to play and run in all the games the teachers told you
to. You had to learn badminton; it was not a choice. I stood first in the javelin throw, and then
later too played at national level. As a student the highpoint for me was when I was made
Games President. On the day of the voting, my opponent said that Rubina was a better
candidate than me, so it became a unanimous decision. I was friends with her, with everyone
in fact. Ms. Mangat Rai gave me the badge. I remember blushing and my heart beating fast. I
was very happy. Sports are healthy; They teach you to lose as well.
Kinnaird is a place where even if you are kind, gentle, eccentric, differently oriented, Kinnaird
gives you space. It celebrates diversity. In the MA English class, Ms. Nadia Anjum was my
student, and now we are buddies. Very rarely do you find Ms. Nadia Anjum sending jokes,
but we exchange the same. She is a wonderful human being. Totally immersed in literature
and idealistic. As I was a Sports person, I would have evening games. There was
inclusiveness. There were girls in purdah and girls in slacks. There was support for all women
and their choices. The KFC spot was formerly known as the ‘mental hospital’ spot, where I
would get off in my slacks. There was so much acceptance and sheer nonchalance about how I
looked. Nobody cared for my garment as opposed to the popular belief that that's the purpose
of a feminine college.
Socio-cultural environment was wonderful. Government College was co-ed, and yet no
scandalous event or intolerant behaviour. The environment was open and friendly. You were
allowed to be expressive, and there was freedom to be on stage. It was healthy until Ayub
Khan. Surprisingly- that too with a martial law administrator. However, with Bhutto the
‘liberal’, came indiscipline. Even though I was a supporter of Bhutto, it was our loss. When
Bhutto was electrocuted in Gol Park by the opposition, he was taken to the house of the
Principal of Government College, who was my father. A rickshaw driver, who was a hearty
supporter, drove him straight to the backside of the college. My father was not at home at the
time. My mother emptied our ice fridge, put Mr. Bhutto’s swollen feet inside, shoes and all.
Bhutto said that he was indebted to my mother for saving his life. He appointed Daddy, who
was working for the UN at the time to become the Secretary of Education.
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Our stupid family loved this mess of a country too much. Daddy would come home in a state of
high blood pressure (the same blood pressure that he left me to inherit). Politicians have a way
of letting you down. Nobody paid attention to the education of the country. Every government
played its part in neglecting it. We had teachers from all over the world. There used to be
regular exams and tests that had to be cleared, and if they saw you were lagging behind they
would give you more time and attention. Katheline Dal used to teach literature with a Scottish
accent, and we would run to sit ahead as to not miss a word. Ms. Singha gave the PWI so much
substance, meaning and energy. Ms. Mangat didn’t inspire students like Ms. Shamim Anwar
did, but she was always there and always prepared to cover her duties. Her subject was history,
and I was not taught by her. But Ms. Mangat knew every student by name. All four hundred
and fifty. Knew each of their classes. Mrs. Fakhar Ahmad taught me philosophy in first yearteaching logic and critical thinking. Really, an admirable teacher. At the time of Mrs. Mira
Phailbus and Mrs. Fakhar Ahmad's overnight transfer, I was a teacher. The students went on a
strike shocking the administration, and they were reinstated within hours.
Mira Phailbus was a very charming woman. Mira Phailbus didn't teach, but she was a part time
lecturer, who was made principal, because it was in the constitution of Kinnaird that the
Principal needs to be a Christian, as it was a missionary college. A complaint was once sent to
Ms. Phailbus regarding the loud laughing fits that I was a part of- among my group of young
teachers in the staffroom. Somebody complained to Ms. Phailbus that we were making fun of
the other teachers, which was not the case, we were simply laughing on some naughty jokes
that should not be uttered out loud. Upon entering her office, we were yet in another fit of
uncontrollable laughter. Ms. Phalibus understood our situation and punished us to take evening
classes that entire semester. All these teachers had missionary zeal.
I call myself a prophet of doom. Even after all this education, why is ignorance increasing?
PhDs nowadays are start-ups. I was not taught formally how to teach, but students came alive
during class. There used to be little to no politics- only comrades. Just after passing matric, my
generation used to enter society with such maturity of opinion and behaviour. They used to
conduct themselves with dignity. Things have changed, as the student body expanded.
Important opportunities of discussion and debate are being wasted on fatwas on nail polish.
There is a loss of dedication and informed opinion in between generations. Everyone
hasbecome so full of themselves and self-projection has increased, which is problematic.
Decency lost its hold over the years.
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Ms. Rubina Shahid preparing
for her exams in 1984

Ms. Rubina Shahid, games president
Ms. Minnie Nathanial, sports teacher
Ms. Chapman and others in 1969

Ms. Zahida Kiani Ahsanuddin joined Kinnaird in 1963 to complete her F.A and B.A in
English literature. Later on, she became a member of the OAKS Committee and is
currently the Vice President.
I had heard about Kinnaird all of my life. I grew up thinking that one day I will land in
Kinnaird. So, it was a very natural thing for me. What I remember of my first day at Kinnaird
was seeing the fountain. It seemed like a huge place. Two of my friends from school had
opted to come to Kinnaird too. I was taken to show me my room, which I shared with two
more girls (one was my friend from school). One girl was from East Africa, a science student.
Our room had three steel cupboards and three charpoys. It was quite a bare looking room and
I visualized in my mind that I wanted to hang pictures and paintings in it.
Our dining room was called the “Red House”. There used to be these yellow, saucer-less cups
there, with lukewarm milk, two slices of white toast with butter on them. They used to make
hings like “kaddu”, “teenday”, and “baingan” which, obviously, none of us liked. And I was
also an only child, so I was a little spoiled as well.
When I was a senior student, we’d go to Anarkali for shopping. I remember one very funny
incident. We were coming back from Anarkali and the taxi driver was driving very fast. “He’s
going to kill us today, this speedy Gonzalez!” is what we said the entire ride. When we finally
reached, we asked him how much money we owed him to which he replied in perfect English,
“Nothing, ma’am, no charges! The pleasure was all mine. I’m not a taxi driver. My uncle
owns this fleet of taxis. So, every Friday and Saturday I know these girls from Kinnaird go
shopping. My uncle does me a favour and lets me take the taxi.” But we couldn’t obviously
not give him money. So, I threw some money into his car and ran inside.
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At this stage in life, what I miss about Kinnaird is the companionship, and also some isolated
incidents. I remember we used to sleep on the rooftops during the hot summer nights. Some of
us were a little naughty. One night, when I was in second year, we took one a clay pot (which
kept the water cold) and smashed it on Ms. Cooper’s room’s roof. We ran back to our charpoy
and pretended to be sleeping. She came running and shouted, “Who did that? I’m going to
take you to the task!”. She obviously knew we weren’t sleeping. So, the next morning, we
were all summoned to Ms. Mangat Rai’s office and she “took us to the task”.
I also remember I had a little Chinese doll (with a spring in place of the neck) which was
decorated on the shelf in my room. One night there was an earthquake and the doll’s neck
started moving sideways. My imagination ran wild and I imagined that the doll was saying,
“The roof is going to come down on you!”. Even after so many years, I think about that doll
whenever there is an earthquake.

Ms. Zahida Kiani, Ms. Sobia Aziz, Ms. Bilquis Nasir, Ms. Sundar Singh,
Ms. Tanvir and Ms. Sabina Bhatti at their welcome party in 1963

Old Student's of Kinnaird College with Dr. Mira Philbus
on the occasion of "Old Girls Day" in 1990's
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Miss Neelam Hussain joined Kinnaird in 1959 for intermediate. She completed her
Bachelors in English Literature in 1963 from Kinnaird. She joined Kinnaird as a teacher
in 1974 and stayed there till 1995. She took a break from Kinnaird from 1978 to 1985.
My first memory of school is of a place whose name I don’t remember. It’s on Jail Road. It
was a progressive school. I remember going there for a little while. Then, my next school
experience was St. Anne’s, Murree. I was living with my grandparents, who had gone up to
Murree, and they put me in school. All I remember about that school is going there on a
donkey and the lunch break- a slice of bread and butter, and that’s all. I think I was very small
at that time, but looking back I feel how safe it must have been. I mean there was no hassle
about it, but my formal schooling started from Jesus and Mary Covent, Lahore, where I took
my O’levels - Senior Cambridge it was called at that time in ’59. That is where a lot of
friendships were formed, which then continued into Kinnaird. Kausar Sheikh is one of them;
Suraiya Shafi, who is associated with Kinnaird -we were together; Shama Khaliq was a year
junior to us; Dr. Fareeha Rehman, who is now teaching at Lahore School of Economics in
their postgraduate school; Ms. Sheikh’s sister, Nina Sheikh, who grew up to be a painter.
There are many other names- Dr. Talat Shah, who’s now at Doctors Hospital, and her sister
was with us, who is a painter. So that was Kinnaird from ’59 onwards.
We joined Kinnaird actually in ’59. The exams finished in ’59’s winter. And we went and got
admission in KC, which meant being invited to Ms. Mangat Rai’s terrace. I went with my
mother and Dr. Talat Shah’s older sister, Nighat was there with her aunt, and it was a
conversation! And there was no pressure. We got in.
This was the time when Ayub Khan had introduced the three-year BA course. I think it was a
very good idea, but because it was coming from a military government, there was a lot of
resistance to it. So I did my BA Hons. in Eng. Literature from KC. I think that was 1963. The
Honours class had only five people. After that, I joined Government College, Lahore. We had
a fantastic time there. Then, once college was over, it was looking around: What to do now?
Which profession should I opt for? I did a little voluntary work, tried to teach at Apwa
College. Then I was offered a space, an unpaid job with the Pakistan Council for National
Integration. These were the East Pakistan days- an East-West Pakistan cultural ‘bringingtogether’ of the two wings, and my boss there was again an old KCite, Farrukh Nigar Aziz.
The state becomes passionate now and then! Theatre had been banned in schools and colleges
by Bucha, who was the minister. He said, “I cannot tolerate men and women acting on the
same stage!”. So, Farrukh Apa was a theatre person herself, organized this huge conference
on demanding the restoration of theatre activities in colleges. After that, Farrukh Apa lost her
job at the National Council and then she moved to the Family Planning Association of
Pakistan. By that time, I was married and also again looking for a job, because I had applied
to KC and that hadn’t gone through yet. She said, “You can come here!”, and I said, “I am
there until I get a teaching place.” So, I worked there. I formally joined Kinnaird in ’74 as a
teacher in English Literature. I was there till ’95.
I left in ’78 for England. I had applied to various universities. The first to send me their letter
of acceptance was the Leads University. Leads then made me retake my M.A which was a
very good thing. After my M.A there, I left and applied to Sussex University. By that time, the
academic field was undergoing changes. It was moving into the multidisciplinary field. Post-
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structuralism emerged. Joining Sussex, my supervisor there was not a post-structuralist.
Theoretically, I was still on very safe ground, and he was happy with my work, and I said
wanted to change it. He gave me some solid advice, “You should study this, since no one else
does. After that, you can do what you want, because your work is going well. You write well.
It is clear. You’re just left with one year’s work, and it’ll go quickly”. I took a stand. One of
my concerns was that if once this is done, and I go back, then who will return here to study
again? So, I told him that I didn’t believe in it anymore. He said, “If you want to take a moral
issue with this, then I can’t tell you anything, but you are being very impractical.” He was so
right, because when I shifted, I think it took me a year of doing background readingpsychoanalysis, anthropology, history, political science. I had never studied it this way, since
Pakistan doesn’t have that kind of grounding- then, learning to write in a different style. I
remember my writing was so bad- constipated and self-conscious.
I’ve forgotten now why I came home for a bit. It also entailed travelling to look up
manuscripts and things. So, I thought if I leave the kids here for a year. That was a bad idea.
What I needed at that time with all my switching and shifting was another year of straight
writing. I came back and joined KC. Then if you start studying, your work is left behind, and
the culture here isn’t suitable either. Here, if you’re working or studying and a guest arrives,
you can’t say, “Please come later” or “You’re sitting with the rest of my family. I don’t have
to sit with you!”. So, you know that kind of disruption and not having access to continuing
material, and then I think I just separated. I said goodbye to my PhD, not immediately, in ’85.
I nurtured the illusion that I had completed it.
I think I chose Kinnaird (after doing O’levels from Convent), because all of us were going to
Kinnaird. It seemed to be the preferred option. Lahore College had its reputation of being a
little more conservative. KC was supposed to be at least more open. It was a kind of a given
choice. My own mother never went to college, but there were others whose mothers, aunts or
sisters were associated with college, so we all went there. I think there was a bit of a tussle
because KC didn’t offer Fine Arts and a number of us wanted to do Fine Arts. The science
department was better in Lahore College. Kinnaird itself sort of would suggest, Miss Mangat
Rai would say that, but it was an older established science department.
My first impression of Kinnaird was the trees, the greenery which is not there now. You
entered that, and then there is this drive with tall trees, creepers, bougainvillea and the
visitors’ lawn. Then, there was the unfamiliarity in finding one’s space and meeting older
school fellows. So, it was in a way familiar, because there were a lot of familiar faces, in a
way not. I took up French and now I regret that choice because my father had said, “Take up
Farsi. Farsi is a beautiful language and you will also learn Urdu.” So I said, “No. I am
English-speaking. I’ll study French. I could learn neither French, nor Urdu, nor Farsi”. But
that was a difficult transition period, adjusting to college, adjusting to the freedom of being
able to cut classes. Then, things changed in the air. By that time, the unfamiliarity had gone.
The discomforts had been dealt with.
We had a lot of extracurricular academic things going on, and one course they offered was
Comparative Religion. We were studying Christianity, and one of our class fellows said, “Ms.
Taylor, Jesus’ paternity is doubtful. He wasn’t the son of God. Whose son was he?” And I
remember all of us said, “What is she even saying? There’s something called courtesy-
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whatever your own personal faith may tell you or not tell you”. And I remember Ms. Taylor a
little red in face. She heard her out, and she said that these are perspectives and so on. But of
course, no one demanded, “Shoot her” or “ Off with her head!”. That too was what I learned
at Kinnaird that you can learn to listen to someone who thinks differently from you, who is
hitting at something perhaps which may be very central to your belief system (and as a
missionary, Ms. Taylor was obviously a practicing, believing Christian). Then it was very
interesting also to find the commonalities. And Ms. Taylor had read a Quran in translation and
she would ask us questions. So, it was a two-way street. She would say, “Quran doesn’t
mention five prayers. Can you tell me where these five prayers originated? Being naive, we
were unable to answer her questions."
Five hundred students at Kinnaird represented diversity in a way- and in a way not. We had
students from East Pakistan. We had students from Karachi. We had students from the
Frontier. I don’t remember Baloch students. Salah Hassan was from what used to be
Zanzibarempire at that time. We had Zoya Tawwakuli from Iran. She was a year senior to us.
The fees was thirteen rupees, and admissions were given on merit. Because Kinnaird was a
Christian college, we had a significant body of Christian students. So, in a way, it was a kind
of a paradox of being very elitist, because elitist in terms of not just moneyed by crown, but
the daughters of the educated elite nurtured under British Raj, and some from the middle
class, also had representation. Then, there was cross-religion representation because of the
Christian community’s inclusion. Friendships at Convent also included Parsis and Hindus,
which later seemed to disappear. Maybe, they left. I don’t know. So, it was cross-cultural,
cross-religion and -in an odd kind of way- cross-class, but what was perhaps less evident was
the conservative Lahore middle-class. However, it’s not that we didn’t have any women in
burqas. There were a couple of them, but most would go to Lahore College.
We had an open gate policy then; there was no security guard at the gate. You came in and
you went as you pleased. Responsible students! You were not expected to do what you
shouldn’t be doing. So we’d steal bicycles and go out to eat ice cream. Once, when Convent
had organized the Annual Sports Day, eight of nine of us got into a tonga. We left for the
Sports Day while cutting class. Ms. Mangat Rai’s car was right before our tonga. She was also
there as a guest, so it was a good time.
The memory I remember immediately is us sitting backstage, preparing for the annual play. I
was the in charge of the sets-; Ms. Sheikh and I of the sets, Perin overall. All of us were there
with the students, chatting away, having tea, making the sets actually and discussing. In that,
there would be a lot of laughter, a lot of serious talk also, a lot of light-hearted moments. In
“Orpheus Descending”, we had these three spirits. So, the girls played the spirits and had
yellow makeup on their faces, but they wanted to look beautiful on the stage. They would
disappear just before their entrance and come out with full makeup, and it was a job keeping
them from it.
That and one memory which is with Madiha. Madiha - in school, was a theatre person alwaysand she wanted to put up “The House of Bernarda Alba”. And Perin wasn’t keen on it,
because Perin’s approach to theatre was different. We tried to convince her to allow them.
“But we have organized our play inside the hall”. We said that we’ll arrange it outside,
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backstage on the platform. We went to Mira and we said, “Let them! This is a student
initiative. In the worst scenario, they’ll do a horrible performance. This is what we are
about”. So, Mira said, “Yes, provided that you take responsibility for the management, for the
organization, for the guests.” We said, “Done!” . It was an excellent performance- a moonlit
night and a mounting intensity of suppressed passion. It’s a house, the haveli of Bernarda
Alba. Four or five daughters - the Syed’s of Spain, so can’t marry them off to someone from a
lower rank, must stop them and also suffocate them. There is one of them and there is this
young man. They’ve met or seen each other somewhere, and it ends tragically, but there was
one scene in which there is suppressed sexuality and there is the moonlight. The man passes
by outside, you hear his horse trot. At that moment, a cuckoo began to sing- it was a Godsend.
The play came together fantastically. I think that is why it’s one of the moments I remember.

Ms. Neelam Hussain enjoying some quality time outside the tuck shop with her
friends at Kinnaird College in 1963

Ms. Neelam Hussain and Ms. Kauser Sheikh in 1963
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POEMS
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Sorry, I Killed Your Daughter
you’re six years old
watching your brother fasten his tie in the mirror
your mother ties a red ribbon in your hair;
you put on your father’s cologne
he was angry the last time you used it
but you don’t like the sweet chemical smell of your hello kitty perfume
six more years have passed
you’re outside playing football
you hear your father calling you
you look towards your father
then to your friends
then towards your father
then to your friends
that’s the last time you played outside
now you watch them through the glass pane
you’re older now
watching the girl in the mirror
scissors in your hands
you gulp down the pebble in your throat
you can feel your heartbeat banging in your eardrums
it wasn’t a phase; you know that now
you take a breath, but what will pesnip
snip
snip
you clench your fists
and step out the doors
CONGRATS! It’s a boy
Ayela Ishfaq
FA (Part -I)
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Darkness, My Friend
Waking up alone in a dreamy room, I wait for the crispy dampness to touch my feet,
The soft incense hanging around, bringing back memories, young and sweet
The fast fading sun slowly goes down, leaving behind traces as the moon shines out,
A mere coincidence nature cannot be, strengthening my belief, leaving no doubts
This bed beside my window is my sheath from the dark;
While the grey blanket covers my eyes as I hear in the distance, some wild dogs bark
Stacked beside my table tonight are The Alchemist and John Keats,
Strange it is, why my mind keeps falling prey to Ed Sheeran's new beat
'What has this world come to?' I question myself almost twice a day,
Our habits turning into problems, leading our souls astray
As the clock struck three; sends down my reminder to sleep,
Being my only escape from this melancholic world, which is a house to secrets, dark and deep
Aima Zaheer
English Literature
Semester 8

Love Through Rain or Shine
If I were to love,
I’d love a love through which
Romeo and Juliet could conquer their kin and prevent their deaths;
A love the death of which Anthony wouldn’t believe;
A love no snake could taste and for which no Cleopatra would have to die;
A better love than Orpheus’, who wouldn’t rip his eyes out just to love longer;
A loco love, like Layla and Majnun’s, the world daren’t refuse.
A love Gianciotto would die himself to have. .
A love Isolde wouldn’t have to colour her sails with.
And a love that you could never refuse to love,
Because I believe my love is greater than any of the lovers’ in myths and folktales.

Adeen Azam
FA (Part -II)
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Resonance
Come find me near the river bed,
Under the bent branch of Erythrina
Full bloomed in the mid-March.
Come find me on the rooftopsI'll show you the world
And the life waiting to be seen.
Come find me on the south coast
And feel the midnight breeze.
I'll give you a topic or two
About constellations or seas.
Come converse with me on these
Or many more as you like.
Tell me your dreams and
Your ambitions that no one knows.
Lead me to your heart and soul.
Don’t veil the
Dimmed golden in the brown eye.
Come find me where your heart belongs.
Sadia Zahid
Semester 5
English Literature

Romances
Hues of pink, purple, blue and white
Around the bright shiny sun.
Labyrinths of white puffs
Intoxicate me for hours“Will I be able to pass through them?”“Hours?”, you say. I can stay for days
To witness the romance between the clouds and the sun,
Or to reminisce over my cosmic self.

Sadia Zahid
Semester 5
English Literature
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Moondust
Will you visit me on the moon?
In your shadowy wreaths and ivory gloves,
Lying under a burning noon,
Tearing at my soils, these scarring floodsNight will await yet another monsoon.
In an obsidian, I am of my own blood.
Lethargic welcomes at your arrival so soon,
As eternity persisted for my eyes to shut.
You offer me some air in a spoon;
With all my debt, refrain I must.
You will measure my eyes I assume;
Enough treacherous dreams have been planted thus.
Rusty Fingers glide from temple to temple
For it is the hour most opportune
I have been enough to finally be dust.
Taniya Ihsan Ahmad
Semester 6
English Literature

I Once Saw a Bird
That felt dark and hollow.
Her song was the only
Comfort.
Then it stopped.
I asked her to sing,
But silence ruled its
Madenning rule,
So I started singing myself.
She matched her tune to mine.
Light emerged, and
The darkness subsided.
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Aayat Hassan
English Literature
MPhil (1st year)

My Mother's Cord
My half-rotten shell, if you could call it that,
Floats, Imbibed in My Mother’s Cord,
I push my toes towards the walls,
Blindly- Did I see before?
My brother melted one day
Without any cawing,
Or maybe they slipped
Down a dark tunnel
And now their carriage moves through gilded shimmer. ( I hope scorpios don’t crawl on her
pearlized skin).
I wish you told me, or let my shell dissolve.
Or I could see the unmoving Sun.
Now I have sown my lips too (with plastic).
In my martini, blood is stirred with Frozen Clots.
Nimra Ishfaq
English Literature
Semester 8
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SHORT
STORIES
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Welcome Home
They were destined to live over and over again until they found each other in one lifetime.
Centuries had passed by and they were desperate to return home but for some reason, their
lives never converged.
Greed and gluttony met in a casino. The loud music almost drowned the chorus of noises
resonating in that place. The other side of the casino glittered red and blue as it was littered
with dancing bodies too intoxicated to even stand straight while the opposite side divided by a
single step was illuminated by bright golden lights making the casino chips twinkle and
appear more valuable than they actually looked. Connor bet high and then higher while Ryke
was just there for the food. He bet too, periodically, while looking back from the overflowing
plate of seafood that consumed him. He watched as the men around him grew angrier and
Connor kept winning. This was actually more thrilling than participating. Ryke had been
observing him for several weeks now and it was only today that he decided to bet on him
because he had never once seen him lose. However, the people playing with Connor didn’t
mirror his emotions and Ryke wasn’t sure how long the other had till one of them threw a
punch and a fight broke out. He could see men furiously swearing under their breaths and
glancing at Connor with fire burning in their eyes.
Ryke waited a few instances before following Connor to the bathroom. He had bet on him and
he deemed it important to warn the other of the threats looming over him. The bathroom was
vacant and he wrinkled his nose at the scent of the sweat and vomit permeating the air. He
went straight to the sinks, where Connor was washing his hands and whistling leisurely.
Their eyes met in the mirror and they nodded in acknowledgment before Ryke decided to
begin.
“You know, I think you should avoid coming here for a while. The men outside don’t really
appreciate you winning so much.”
He closed the tap and leaned against the sink watching the other man. Connor sighed as if he
was used to hearing this and just nodded with a tight smile, confidence dripping from his
every single move.
“Yeah. Thanks.”, he replied half-heartedly as he grabbed a few tissues and started to dry his
hands when Ryke suddenly caught a flash of black on the underside of his wrist. He squinted
and moved in alarm towards the man and grabbed his wrist, baring the underside of it. Two
overlapping arcs forming a semicircle met his eyes and his heart almost rose up to his throat,
heartbeat loud in his ears.
“What are you doing?!”, Connor snatched his wrist back, tugging the sleeve back over his
mark.
“Avaritia?”, Ryke whispered in disbelief, happiness bubbling up inside of him. Connor turned
the knob to leave the bathroom froze in his place. His back tense. He turned around to look at
Ryke with uncertainty in his eyes. Ryke smiled before baring the side of his neck and letting
Connor see the same mark engraved there.
Connor’s eyes widened before he clutched at his head and laughed hesitantly.
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“Gula, is it you?” Connor asked, patting Ryke on his shoulder. His eyes shone with
skepticism, still unsure how to react to finding one of the most important people in his
existence.
“Yeah, my name’s Ryke this time.”
“You don’t look like a vessel for gluttony though.” Connor whistled, observing the thin frame
of the other.
“Good metabolism, my friend.” Ryke shrugged, and their laughter echoed in the silence of the
room.
Connor thought about all the lifetimes in which they had met before. The times they had spent
desperately searching for each other and in some lifetimes when he’d been so tired, he didn’t
even bother looking for anyone. The times when they had found each other except one of
them and then realizing later that he had already died.
“It would be nice to go home finally.” Ryke said, longing etched on his face and Connor knew
he mirrored his expression. The ache to go home had dulled to a throb over the years as if
fading to the background but without his knowledge, the pain had evolved into a never ending
muted suffering, always present but at the back of his mind.
“Yeah. It will be.”
Rohma Ahmed
English Literature
Semester 1

I Am Who I Want To Be

I pass a crooked smile and walk towards the center of the room. I try to remember the ‘8 Body
Language Tricks to Instantly Appear More Confident’- an article I had read the night before. I
knew everything about the perfect body posture needed for an interview. Stand up. Chin
straight. Or was it stand straight, chin up? Have a wide, open stance. Build eye contact and
watch your hands. I look down at my hands. “Why are you shaking? I command you to stop
shaking right now!”. I hear laughter around me. I look up to see all the six teachers sitting in a
circle, looking as if they were ready to devour me any moment now- laughing at me. “Did I
say it out loud? I didn’t mean to say it out loud,” I squeak out the words. Way to go, Cara. So
much for a good first impression! This time in my internal monologue. Hopefully.
“Come sit, Miss Evans. There is no need to be nervous,” I hear one of them say. I take a seat
and wait to be interrogated. Some teacher, whom my hypersensitive nerves could not
distinguish started the interview, “So, who are you?” “Hi! My name is Cara and I—” “No no.
This is already stated in your file. Tell me, who are You?” All I am able to manage at that is a
simple ‘Oh’. Her question makes me land into the train wreck that was my brain for the most
part. I reassure myself. "Don’t worry Cara. You googled every possible answer to this
question just last night.” The answer was on my fingertips. I was to tell them that I am a
loving daughter, a caring sister, an honest friend and a loyal citizen. Yes. That was it. But was
this it, Is it? Is this really all that I am? Are all my identities interdependent? Is this even
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enough to have an identity, or am I just a name?
The instant stretches to infinities like all such instants do. I fall deeper into the layers of my
consciousness. I recall an event from my childhood. There is a sudden shift in the surrounding
and I find myself in an infinity mirror room. A hundred faces staring back at me, and every
single face my own. Then my mother enters, points to my many reflections in the mirror, and
asks me, “Who is this beautiful, young lady?” to which I exclaim, “It’s me! It’s me!”. But then
again, which one am I? Prior to this day, I had never, for once, stopped to think who I really
was. I lived for others, pleasing them, putting their needs above mine, doing things to make
others like me, to impress everyone, to fit in and feel accepted. And in order to belong, I wore
a great many disguises, changed a great many masks. And for every new mask, I shed a piece
of myself. Disassembling my individuality.
So, sitting here, I start assembling the remnants of my divided past. The dividends of myself. I
unearth parts of a life once lived and thread each piece cautiously trying to bridge the past to
the present. The deeper I look, the more lost I feel. I will never again recognize the person I
once was. She was lost underneath overwhelming layers of disguises and pretense. She was
also not me. While she was a distant reflection but not lost. I had shed the layers of a
personality that was of no value to my present method for sustaining in the world.
In this instance that everything collects together I realize I have lost nothing of myself. I am
not who I used to be, but I am who I want to be, and who I will be. I am not defined by my
past, but by who I am becoming. And since this is the very first step to finding my true self,I
start anew. I am no one at this point. I am Nobody.
So, I let out a deep breath I did not know I was holding in, cross one leg over the other, look
into the eyes of the instructors sitting around me after what seemed like a lifetime and say,
“Do you want to hear the short answer or the longer one?”
“The longer one. Take all the time you need.”
Laiba Asim
English literature
Semester 1

Why Didn't You?

\

If it really happened, why didn't you fight back?
A heavy breath, scarred by ice and snow, escapes me. The sun tries to rise from behind the
tainted cape of cold, but it fails. Like me. Nobody is here, as I trudge across this frosted
bridge. Even the birds seem to be set on mute. The water under the bridge has a thin sheet of
ice over it, but it still flows beneath the white coat. You can probably drown in it. Just one
step, and you'll be gone for good. Away from every thought, every word, every taunt you've
ever heard during your life. A growl echoes from the other side. My hands grip the railing,
legs giving out beneath me. It's a stray dog running around. I sigh in relief.
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Calm down. You're a guy.
Has that helped me before?
Even my subconscious doesn't answer me, like everyone else. Like my father.
I throw my old gloves into the river beneath me. The gloves don't stay on the top of the ice.
They just slowly seep through, and the water carries them away. Like that night.
"Daniyal, don't walk near the bridge."
"I know, Abbu, I know," the eight year old me answers by rolling his eyes.
If it really happened…
I jerk my leg, when something creeps on it. More steps stumble, and I fall on my butt on the
snow, at last. My accelerated heartbeat slows down, when I realise that it's the same dog. The
dog tilts his head to the side and gives me a bark as if to ask, "Why didn't you?"
Wrenching away the flakes from my coat and trousers, I stomp the dog away. My hands are
turning more blue by every passing second, while my boots shake against the snow.
"Abbu…"
“Do you have any answer? No. If something like that really happened, why didn't you fight
back? You're a strong, eighteen year old lad."
I was there for Abbu, when my mother left us both and took my ten-year old sister with her. I
was there for him, at only fifteen, when he needed me. Why isn't he with me, when I need him
the most now?
The winter air slaps against my spine, but only numbness sinks in.
I would have changed it, if I could.
Did I know what would happen if I went to the local grocery store at night and found an old
friend's father there? Do you think I'd have given a second thought when that man offered to
drop me off? Did I understand what could have happened when that man brought me to his
home instead— my friend nowhere to be seen— and added something to my coke?
I know I have an advantage because of my sex, but do you think I would have expected to be
— to have that happen even after all?
Why didn't you fight back?
Am I delusional for saying that I was raped by my friend's father, someone I'd known since I
was a child?

Emma

Mahnoor Saeed
English literature
Semester 3

I still remember the day we first met. Kindergarten had already started. She was a week late. I,
on the other hand, was a new teacher on my first ever job. She was a beautiful child, with
long, chestnut brown ponytails and deep brown eyes. Somehow, I knew that she was different.
Emma, as the attendant had informed me before, clutched a small, grey, tired sort of a stuffed
toy in one hand, and with her eyes, dared me to take it away from her. Upon entering the
room, she regarded me quietly for a few seconds, and did not return my smile, as I ushered her
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to her seat.
Initially, she was wary of me. Not scared, just watchful. She would not respond unless it was a
direct order, and kept a close watch on how I dealt with the other children. Many times, her
solemn, suspicious gaze made me stop and rethink before I reacted to any of the frequent
mishaps, teasing, and fights - routine in a class of twenty-four small children. She normally
wouldn’t engage in play with her class-mates, but was quick to help pick-up dropped items,
tie shoe-laces, wipe faces and open water-bottles. Her work used to be meticulous. The letters
small and precise, the numbers tall and tidy. Still, Emma refused to color, she wouldn’t
participate in any activities and refused to communicate. Her unusual behavior ultimately led
me to discuss her situation with our coordinator. It was then that what I had long suspected
was confirmed. Both her parents were heroin addicts and violent rageaholics. Her only
sibling, an older brother, had recently run away. Let her be, my head advised, for there’s
nothing you can do.
I was overwhelmed. From that day on, I began to try harder at including her in the activities
and games the class engaged in. I smiled at and talked to her more, praised her work
generously and closely watched my temper. During lunch and recess, I would spend an extra
ten minutes with her every day, encouraging her to talk. With time, I saw many positive
changes. She began to smile a little more, began to let go of her stuffed kitten for longer
stretches and even participate in activities, such as drawing, cutting-pasting and story-telling.
She made friends and more often than not, joined them at the see-saw.
Soon, she had begun to resemble more the little girl she was, instead of a miniature, shy adult.
Her brown eyes sparkled, and her laughter could be heard along with the other children at
story-time. She also made known her preference for light tones of green and purple at the
coloring table. Emma had become what all little children deserve to be. Happy, care-free, and
relaxed.
I realize now that as I was teaching Emma to trust, she was also teaching to never label and
never give up on people.
Khadija Ahmad
Chemistry
Semester 3

Denial
It was murky and illuminated. The great intensity of light blinded me. I heard a familiar voice
calling my name. There was a sound of chanting coming from downstairs. “Look! There is a
visitor for you”, mother said as I was coming downstairs. My whole family was sitting in the
lounge with smiles on their faces as if it had seen something heavenly. I came down to
witness the unexplainable and impossible. It was something precious and angelic. I examined
the scene which seemed too good to be true and rushed down the stairs. And then I woke up looking around my room, wishing the impossible. I went out looking for my mother finding
her in the most helpless state possible. I whispered in her ear, “He paid us a visit mom! You
could have asked him to stay a bit longer. Can we get him back?. Her sobs grew louder and I
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got my answer. All my prayers went futile and in vain. I prayed to God to rewind the previous
day and declare it a dream. He didn’t. I prayed harder. He didn’t. Mistakes were analyzed and
people were blamed for. The atmosphere of acceptance and helplessness prevailed. The
departed was my father. He visited me in my dream last night. He seemed to be happy. I
didn’t know the source of that blissful smile. Was it the vexatious departure or was it the
return? But one thing was for sure, he was not returning. It hit me afterwards that the
satisfactory smile was accompanied by a robust body. There was no sign of cancer or
paralysis and he was able to speak. All of the hardships that he endured and tolerated along
with his inability of swallowing and eating. He was free to walk, talk or rather ‘able to’. This
was the only thing that comforted me that he was unconfined.
My prayers were initially to cure him of the malignant cancer or to restore life in him. Each
time. Each time I join my hands now, I ask God to cure my father and safeguard him, then I
pause and reflect and contemplate on my prayers. I still hadn’t not accepted this. I am
perplexed if I should ask God to return him or pray for his forgiveness or his safety.
This served as a turning point in my life. I wanted to watch his remains and after much
struggle I saw the devastated end of man. I saw neither a man, nor his remains. All I saw was
just a grave with terrifying insects crawling about. Maybe, even his remains were gone. I was
crying over a lifeless pile of bones pressed under the dirt. His soul had already left for the
afterlife from where no traveler returns. He was slowly deteriorating but I never realized it,
although it was happening right in front of me. I saw it and I knew it but couldn’t digest the
fact that he was going to be taken away from me. He would sit all day looking outside through
the window as if captivating the nature of this world and looking at it while his life lasts.
Just two days before the festive season, my siblings got together. But this time we had no
preparations for the days ahead. It felt gloomy. Just a day before Eid, it was early morning
when a few words brought chaos into existence. I saw the phenomenon of rigor mortis for the
first time when his eyes refused to shut. For a moment, I didn’t recognize him. That was the
time I saw how much he had changed. He didn’t look like my papa. I couldn’t smell his strong
cologne. I couldn’t accept the ill face. I couldn’t accept his cold hands which refused to warm
up. I denied it then and will deny it now. It was not him.
He did not leave me. He is with me in every decision I make and every step in my life. His
body was temporary which he abandoned. I realized that distance strengthens love. Today, he
stands with me. He is far away from me but everything he taught resides inside me and I will
hold onto it every moment in my life. I let his body go after kissing his frost cold cheeks one
last time whispering in his ears, “Goodbye papa!”, but I will never let his shadow leave
which accompanies me everywhere I go and in everything I do.
Noor Malik
English Literature
Semester 6
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Silence in the Screams
Beads of sweat formed on her upper lip. She hated the hair that grew there. It hid her mole, or
as she liked to call it, her beauty mark. But Mama jee would never allow her to trim that hair
as that was how ‘dirty’ women were identified. Striking, robust women, with loud mouths,
long nails, necklines deeper than the Pacific and not a hair in sight were relegated only to
brothels or mehfils. Mama jee had told her all about the performances that happened inside
the very respectable court of the king. The women who danced the night away for the young
princes were considered nothing, but flesh and entertainment. Ameera did not want to be like
those women. She wanted to be the woman of every man’s dream. She wanted passion in her
love story, not lust and apathy. She also knew that her dream could never be the reality.
Even though she was unable to sleep, she knew that by the time Mama jee would come to
wake her up, she’d have drifted off to sleep. She would call Ameera ‘a lazy baby’ and ask her
in the calmest of voices to wake up. There was a time Ameera woke up crying and screaming,
not anymore. She was happy. She was content. Ameera closed her eyes and saw her Nani. The
memory was clear as day- weaving a blanket for the cold season and telling the most
incredible stories. Ameera remembered a story Nani told very often. This story was to teach
many lessons about bravery and dignity.
The tale began inside castle walls. There were girls dancing for the young princes who drank
and wrote glorified poetry. It was about a young girl, about Ameera’s age, if not older, who
had been trained to be a dancer. She always carried flowers in her hair. She smelled of roses
and sometimes of lavender. To see her move was a sight. She moved swiftly as if she was
made of water. Her name was Neelum. She used to dance for the nawabs and the elites who
visited the castle.
One day, a nawab came to Lahore to sell off his land and his cattle. The young prince had
welcomed him to feast in the castle, and Neelum was asked to perform. The nawab got
excited and asked to be alone with the beautiful woman. Neelum understood his intentions
and asked to be excused to leave. When he persisted and forced her, she screamed and pushed
the nawab with all the strength in her fragile figure. Close by was a knife placed that was only
used a few minutes ago to cut an apple.
Neelum tried reaching for it and got successful, then stabbed the nawab and ran out the room,
out the castle and to her mother. Orders were sent out to kill Neelum as soon as she was
caught. The khawaja saras of the subcontinent were her protectors. And so during the cold
hour of the night, Neelum and her mother, followed by their protectors, ran away to a safe
house just outside of Lahore. They finally lived there happily ever after.
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Ameera waited for a few seconds, rubbed the drool that had spread to her cheek and neck and
then got up to make chai. She had been left on the side of River Ravi, miles away from her
own house. Aged four, she was dying of starvation when Mama and Nani had found her. They
had known her little secret and had kept it to themselves all these years. They loved her as
their own, made her forget she even had a home before them.
The man she remembered as her father had asked her to come with her in the middle of night,
during the coldest hour of the night, to get candies or something of the sort. He had never
spoken to her before and now he himself was going to treat her with candies. Excited, she
washed her face, tied her shoes - however she could herself - and grabbed his hand. They
walked for an eternity before he handed her to a strange man. Her father had not even said
goodbye. He didn’t even look back. Ameera’s feet were hurting so much that she was actually
glad when the strange man picked her off her feet. She wanted to cry but she knew it wouldn’t
matter. She knew why it was happening, knew what about her was so wrong that her own
parents hated her. She sobbed silently and the man asked her to shut up. Girls like her
deserved to be buried alive and that was what her future was. Her father had told her this since
the day she was born. And even though she wasn’t familiar with the concept of death, she had
waited for it. Now it was here.
The men had thrown rocks at the house again. It wasn’t an anomaly, almost expected. There
was never peace in Lahore. Mama jee never told her why the men threw rocks at them or why
the vegetable seller didn’t sell them vegetables. She didn’t understand why almost everyone
knew them. The walled city was suffocating. But as long as Ameera had Mama, she didn’t
need anything else. “Give mama a hug, baby,” Mama jee spoke in the softest of voices, “I love
you so much.” Ameera felt her mother’s arms stretch and wrap around her so she did the
same. Ameera felt her mother sniffing and in that moment her heart constricted. “Mama jee
please don’t cry. Please mama. It’s going to be okay.” “I know baby, I’m just tired”, she
replied.
Ameera held her mother’s face in her small palms. “We’ll get through this. Ma, stop now. I’ll
bring eggs and toast.” After breakfast, Mama jee dusted off the large wooden box that
contained Nani’s things. “Mama jee. You’re stronger than you think.” “I’m not, baby. Look at
these wrinkles”, Mama said. She had one job - to keep Ameera safe. And now, even that
seemed impossible. They can’t know about her. I have to be strong for my baby, she thought.
Ameera looked at her mother with worry. She had seen her cry before but never like this.
Mama jee was strong and Ameera believed that with all her heart. Mama jee had taught her to
hold her head high no matter what happens. They weren’t the same blood, but they were
connected by their very souls.
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Mama jee was now pacing around the little room anxiously. “Ma? Tell me what’s bothering
you, please. You’ve never hidden anything from me. Why now?” Ameera was silenced with a
smile. Mama jee ran inside and closed the door behind her. “They’re coming in the morning.
Nighat Bibi just told me. They’re coming to kill us. We have to leave as soon as possible.”
Ameera stood stunned. “What do you mean Mama jee? Who’s coming to kill us? Mama? Say
something please!” Mama jee had suddenly aged a hundred years. “Do you remember
Neelum? From Nani jee’s stories?” Ameera nodded her head slowly. “Your Nani named me
after her favorite flower: Neelum”, Mama jee said as she sat down. “I am the same as you,
baby.”
Ameera looked at her weeping mother, unable to comprehend as to what Mama jee was trying
to say. Her face spoke a thousand words, and her mother understood each one of them. “I am
the same as you,” she said, as if the sentence alone should suffice. And it did. It was no longer
a secret. Mama jee could not hold up her head any longer. Her back hurt. It felt as though a
large weight had been lifted off her and she had been set free. But was she? She could never
know. Ameera didn’t know what to do. Should she console her mother? Should she make her
feel accepted? Loved? Ameera wanted to hug her mother and to scream to the world about
how pure and virtuous she was. Mama jee continued to cry. She hugged her mother so tight as
if Ameera wanted to squeeze out all her sadness. Unable to find any words, continued to hold
her mother tightly. Everything was clear now. Nani’s stories were not about a princess, they
were all about Mama jee. Something in her throat was stuck and insistent to get out.
“Everyone prayed Nani had a boy- a little boy, to carry on the family name. They didn’t want
me.” Mama cried on. “They prayed too much for a boy. They didn’t know what to do with me.
My mother begged and cried nights away for my safety. She fought for me. She said that girls
are the gift of Allah. But what was I? Not a girl, not a boy.” Mama raised her hands as if
asking God about her purpose in the world.
“Nani ran away from her home when she found out about me. She wrapped me in a blanket
and we ran during the night. Oh, we ran so fast. My lungs, they ran out of air. We came to live
with the famous khawaja sara of Lahore. They provided us with protection, a shelter. They
gave us food and nice clothes to wear. Ma knew if my father knew what I was, he would kill
me. I was a girl to them, a curse already. But I’m not a girl, even if I want to be. Oh, how
much I wanted a baby of my own; someone to call my own. Then Nani found you, my baby.”
Mama jee held Ameera’s face and looked into her swollen puffy eyes.
“I love you with all my heart Mama. You’re my mother. You’re the bravest woman I know.”
Ameera giggled and wept at the same time. “After Nani jee though.” Both women laughed
heartily. Mama jee got up, her back suddenly felt better than before.
“I’m going to wash my face and then we’ll leave. Okay, baby? Pack your things and we’ll be
off.”
Alia Naqvi
English Literature
Semester 4
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The Buzz Of Music Festivals
The buzz of music festivals is stunning. Rowan relishes in it. So many colourful people that
yearn for freedom and aren’t afraid of saying it, living as openly as they can. Doing what they
can to spread a bit more positivity without glossing over. Rowan respects that.
He hugs the clipboard to his chest with crossed arms and lets out a sigh into the heated air,
and moves a few steps closer to the edge of where backstage meets the actual stage and
watches his friends from the edge. The current number is an acoustic one. Yuri strums and
Joshua sings in a soft husky blend. The crowd sways right and left, a bit lost and a bit happy.
A smile forces itself on to his face as well at the warm sight. It’s been a long time since
Rowan has been a part of something bigger than himself. Isolation sounds like the answer to
all problems until it starts to eat away at your mind. He is not ready to let go and he is not
alright at all, but a change towards a better direction can’t possibly do more harm than good.
Maybe after all this is over, he will go back to the dark walls of his apartment and try to rot
away again. Or maybe he’ll keep the traces of this summer away and create some light out of
it to keep him from regressing instead. The purpose is to try, right? Right now he can busy
himself with small managerial duties, and translating his friends’ passions into songs. He has
no problem with writing for others.
Nowadays, he wants to stray as far away from what his heart and mind wants to say anyway.
He will ignore his own haunted melodies until he can face them without turning away.
“For you, I could pretend like I was happy when I was sad
For you, I could pretend like I was strong when I was hurt
I wish love was perfect as love itself
I wish all my weaknesses could be hidden
I grew a flower that can’t be bloomed in a dream that can’t come true”
The last strum and the crowd bursts into cheers. Rowan pats Joshua and Yuri on the back as
they go past him to go change after they’ve said their goodbyes. The satisfaction pouring out
of them is clear and Rowan is glad to see no sign of regrets on their faces as they pass by, still
thrumming with adrenaline. He knows what beating yourself down over the smallest mistakes
can do to someone, especially to performers. It’s a common problem with anyone with almost
everything - a universal nuisance. For his friends, it had always been an ugly argument during
their early days. ‘We have to do better’ was always the mantra that they had almost forgotten
the reasons they’d come together in the first place. So he was glad to see that there was no
rush and they get it now. Being easy on yourself and working hard are not opposing ideas, but
rather coexisting.
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“Hey Rowan!”, Hassan shouted behind him, snapping him out of his thoughts, “Everyone’s
waiting for you, we got some stuff to go over for tomorrow”. Rowan took one last glance at
the expanse of empty space the crowd is slowly leaving behind and wonders at how some
moments pass in the blink of an eye while other times the handles of time stay stuck. Right
now time is slipping because he feels better; strange when just a week ago he was laying in
broken clockwork.
Oh that’s a good one, he thinks. Better write that down.
Zarish Khalid
English Literature
Semester 6

Cameras
Cameras are expensive. Jaden concentrates on cleaning the lenses properly as he hunches over
the pieces. Film is an interesting medium; the people, the places, the moments are not his but
once he steals them away in his recordings then by some logic they are. He is free to edit, to
manipulate and to cut out anything he wishes. The end product will be deemed as art that he
‘created’ himself. Stealing is art. Art is only but an imitation after all. He fixes the lens on the
body of the camera, satisfied.
Asif approaches him with medium sized cardboard boxes. The new antique frames he ordered
must have arrived. He watches his old friend drop them on his messy desk, no care for any of
the important post-it notes and overdue rent reminders. Jaden would usually step up and sort
everything in neat piles and folders but he stops the urge, knowing that Asif is not just the
messy type. He’s the organised-messy, which means he knows exactly where each and every
thing is even if it looks like he doesn’t. Maybe this quality of his seeps into his other
behaviors as well. Like how Jaden would call him up from the smog of the city after weeks of
radio silence, but Asif would always pick up on the second ring. As if he knew exactly that
Jaden was sitting outside in his apartment’s balcony with a cigarette nervously twirling in his
fingers and a stormy mind. He would know and he would tell him he knows it's unlit, to drop
it and go back inside. Jaden, for once would do as he’s told. Asif would never bother him,
would never call or text first, but somehow would know exactly when he needed him and so
Jaden started to love coincidences.
A hit against the back of his head snapped him out of his thoughts.
“You have a pile of files to work on don’t you? Get to it.”
Asif throws a pile of papers in his lap and goes back to his boxes. Jaden grins and lays back
on his palms for a moment and looks up at the ceiling. Time to sort out the things he stole.
Zarish Khalid
English Literature
Semester 6
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The Sleeping Nation
It is a usual morning. I wake up to the doorbell ringing ‘ding ding’. The milkman is here. I
sleepily collect the water with a touch of milk in it, and come inside to get ready for the
university. The bus is here. The driver whooshes from the stop to the university peeping the
tiny, little cars aside as I cling to life hoping the bus doesn’t crash. After all, what life have I
seen yet? A sigh of relief as I make it alive to the university. Someone really needs to check
that man's license; how did he even pass the test? I wonder if he tells his family, "Don't make
roti for me today, I might not come?". On the way back home, my bus is surrounded by
beggars and I give them a 50 rupee note because my grandmother taught me not to turn a
beggar away. It's bad, gravely bad. They might curse at me and my whole world might fall
apart.
Then I go to the doctor to collect my month-old blood reports and she looks at my face with
awe. Who collects their tests a month later? But what is even more astonishing is that the
doctor prescribed me calcium tablets and a blood test a month ago. The reports say that I have
the perfect level of calcium. I ate the 30 calcium tablets. What if I am over calcified now? It
does however bring me food for thought: how can a doctor prescribe medicine before the test
results have even come out? Oh, I remember now. This is Pakistan and medicine is given
away like Nestle juices that are also on 50% discount.
Finally, it is couch time at home. Who doesn't love being a couch potato? Nothing is more
convenient than sitting on your couch and uploading statuses and stories at the tap of a
fingertip. It’s super convenient, isn't it? After all, establishing a 'woke' image is all the rage
these days, but who would actually want to get up and bring change? Nah, sounds too
demanding and tiresome. Let’s take Kashmir’s example. We all changed our display pictures
to red, screamed for Kashmir’s rights on social media, debated over the Kashmir conflict with
friends, as if it’s the hot topic these days. By not talking about it, we don’t want to be included
in anyone’s bad books. What if someone calls me an oppressor for not speaking up? At the
end of the day, we all leave it to the government. We all leave it to destiny.
Did we for a second consider that the actual and only way to help others is to first educate
ourselves? How many of us realize that the two countries are on the verge of nuclear war “for
real”. Let’s at least pick up a newspaper, listen to the statements of the world leaders,
recognize what is going wrong around us and realize that once we’ve corrected our moral
character, and saved our economy that is indebted to $100 billion, we might be able to do
anything for the Muslims of Kashmir, Sudan, Burma, China and wherever imaginable. How
many of us decide to strengthen Pakistan so that one day it has a call in the international
market?
No, no, no… we are more concerned about taking up a general of a teacher who gives marks
easily. Easyyy, we want everything to be easy. All this is routine for us now. I am sleeping.
You are sleeping. Ssssh! The whole nation is sleeping.
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Rida Safdar
English Literature
Semester 4

Social Media: The Evil Incarnate

Scrolling down continuously through your Facebook or Instagram, there is no end to this
agony you’re facing right now. Eyes fixed at the screen and thumb moving in the same
direction for the last one hour, as if this is the only task it has been conditioned to carry out.
This is what life has become all about. Obsessing over Kylie Jenner’s glamorous life, Taylor
Hill’s flawless body or Lelepons’ beautiful smile, you have been ruthlessly trapped by these
fake ideals promoted on social media before even realizing it. This is more like a disease that
is gradually enunciating itself in our lives at an unimaginable speed. People who spent their
time admiring the intricate details found in the beauty of nature are now spending
innumerable hours in front of bright screens and devices, only to end up developing different
sorts of complexes only in an attempt to become ‘perfect’.
The worst part about the use of social media is its adverse influence on young minds. ‘Beauty’
, whose definition was subjective before, is now decided by the number of likes your post has.
Young adults have failed to realize the difference between the real and the unreal. The faces,
bodies and life portrayed on social media are far from reality and increasingly lead to anxiety
disorders and depression. The idea of maintaining a ‘feed’ or a profile that follows a certain
theme or projects a certain persona has become an ambition for many, who post daily updates
and photo sessions.
Individuals have lost the sense of personal connection that was earlier enjoyed and exercised
in daily life. The messages sent on Whatsapp, Facebook or Instagram might be full of love
and compassion, but people have become oblivious to the art of conversing with
acquaintances in real life. Drawing room discussions, strolling around with a neighbor.
spending time with family and making an effort to meet friends in person has lost value and
significance. Linking it to the idea of a dystopian world, it is safe to say that within the next
two decades, there will be almost no interaction between individuals in person. Even in
today’s world, parents and children do not share the same relationship as was once exercised.
Parents remain unaware of their children’s activities, only to learn about them through a story
posted on Snapchat. The sense of belonging or community between people is no longer alive,
instead, friends made online are considered to be much closer than siblings present in the
same house.
The excessive use of social media has given birth to cyberbullying. Every day, numerous
individuals are being harassed online because of a picture they shared which does not meet the
society’s criteria of ‘perfection’. The level of tolerance amongst people has drastically
decreased and they are consuming every given opportunity to shun those around them. As
much as it gives space to free speech, these platforms breed hatred and false propaganda at the
same rate. Apps like Facebook have promote the concept of ‘mob mentality’ that once existed
on the streets only. Be it teenagers or middle-aged people, everyone is addicted,
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and these downsides seem to have no end in the near future.

Aima Zaheer
English Literature
Semester 8

A Feminist Critique of Aurat March
Feminism advocates for equal rights for all human beings irrespective of the constructs of
their identity, including women from all ethnicities, sexualities and classes. Historically,
women have faced violence in many forms including harassment, molestation, abuse, rape,
domestic violence, genital mutilation, forced marriages and honour killings. Aurat March is
the feminist movement catering to the cis and transwomen of Pakistan. The plea is simple yet
it resonates with a global audience. The aim is not to channelize a "man-hating" campaign,
but to address issues like toxic masculinity, gender fluidity, patriarchy and gender roles. And
yet, instead of empathizing with people resisting centuries-old oppression, people exposed
women to verbal and physical abuse merely for demanding their natural rights, further
affirming the need for this march in our dear homeland.
Despite bearing the weight of all domestic work, and in the modern world the professional
world as well, women’s intellectual and emotional capacities have been unrecognized
throughout history. This goes without saying that Pakistani trans women face marginalization
that removes them from the very fabric of the mainstream public, burdening them with further
invisible abuse and lack of familial support. Society will always be critical of witnessing the
oppressed gender challenge conventions. The criticism to Aurat March was expected, but
varied in degree. This made the floor open to discuss the controversial subject.
Aurat March 2018 consisted of women with orange banners. The orange colour was adopted
from UN's Orange the World #HearMeToo campaign directed to mark 16 days of Activism
Against Gender-based Violence. Women marched on the streets with slogans ranging from
taboos to non-existent rights and addressed violence against women. The hypocrisy of our
society was highlighted with the use of satire and puns, but fragile male egos could not handle
the basic right to freedom of expression through peaceful protest. Aurat March 2019 targeted
micro-aggressions concerning daily issues regarding discrimination which helped in
constructing misogyny in the status quo.
The slogans under criticism include the following. "Apna khana khud garam karo (heat up
your meals yourself)" was directed towards the killing of a wife by her husband for not
serving hot food on time. "Mera jism, meri marzi (my body, my choice)" talked about bodily
autonomy and the response to this was sickening. This poster represented women’s right to
complete authority over their bodies and declared that no one has any right to cat-call, harass
or rape them. This slogan directed towards physical violence categorized feminists as a 'cult'.
Another popular slogan to generate massive criticism was "aurat bacha paida karney ki
machine nhi hai (Women are not baby-making machines)". It revolted against the conventions
of women as mere continuers of male legacy through reproduction, incapable of achieving
their professional dreams and desires. The slogan "my periods are not a luxury" refers to the
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unavailability of basic necessities to poor women during menstruation. Menstrual hygiene is a
taboo as well as a topic necessary for discussion in Pakistan. Social prejudice towards
women’s bodies becomes evident when on-screen violence becomes more normalized than a
simple bodily function. Marchers were also targeted for critiquing men committing cyberharassment by sending pornographic images.
Marching as sisters, women shattered the dominant idea aurat ki dushman aurat hai. The
patriarchal household categorizes women as mothers, daughters, wives and sisters with
regulations for each to follow. They are not regarded as equal humans but sacrificial animals
always at an altar. Various tools are employed to exploit the decision-making ability including
financial stagnancy, emotional blackmailing and mansplaining, etc. Society sets a facade of
freedom. They give women limited leverage and boast it as a luxury, not a basic human right.
The idea of comparative freedom is to establish freedom in relative terms. This way one is
blamed if they fail to comply with social impositions.
Aurat March continued to strive for women’s rights, breaking stereotypes and gender roles
and empowering women to take control of their pen, writing and narrating their own stories.
Campaigning also included male feminists, women from different races, ethnicities, classes
and any individual who identifies as a sexual minority, transgender will also be a part of the
movement making it an inclusive march for all. This shared platform will provide momentum
to the movement that will eventually dissolve patriarchy.
Noor Malik
English Literature
Semester 6

I Found My Way Back Home

I don’t know how news spreads fast in places with forgetful corners but I could sense people
were looking at me differently. With a copy of my exam results and ears turned red from guilt
that could conveniently be imagined as engine steam blowing out of them, I rushed outside
the halls of my school. I never looked back because it was a memory I feared taking with
me. All I remember is driving back home with the sound of cars honking at a green light
making me realize the deafness inside the car. My heart ached to scream at my parents and
blame them for making me lose touch with earth. But my lips quivered at the inner recital of
the now-rolled white sheet clenched in my fist that I knew would not leave my heart for a long
time. My father’s job required leaving a piece of ourselves whenever the emails on his laptop
decided our fate. For a long time, I grieved waiting at the bus stop to be dropped off outside a
new school with curious faces and halls with endless whispers. My suitcases had no space for
memories of the cities that painted my stories, so I left a trail of joy behind wherever the next
station took us. My brother was too young to understand why my mother wore the same shoes
outside- for her growing back pain from moving furniture. She always told me I would see
how some people have it a lot worse if I let my loneliness diffuse with the voices outside my
bedroom. But what she did not realize is all I had left were these voices keeping me company.
My friend Ayesha from second grade who would be instructed by our teacher to
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read in class even though her voice was barely audible. Miss Zara, my eighth-grade teacher,
would give her children aloo parathas at their breakfast table which became a part of her
family traditions. My neighbor, who stood outside my apartment with a cake on my fifteenth
birthday, and would come carrying iced coffee for me to sip during our conversations on the
terrace. That was all before I woke up with a feeling that my heart had shut the world that was
waiting to confide in my spirit to come back to myself. A day before turning 22, my friends
found different spaces in my room to settle in as we busied ourselves with chicken, my
childhood photographs and Uber stories. After everyone had built a place to cherish my
mother’s food in their hearts, we went back to my room for presents. A handmade dream
catcher matching the color palette of my room, but mostly my fascination for Freud and
dreams. Another one with traditional earrings, a silver necklace, a copy of “Olalla” with a
letter to remind me that I am the kind of person worth fighting for. Another with homemade
chocolate cupcakes adding a touch of lemon yellow to celebrate my presence in their lives. I
was special.
Sarosh Ibrahim
English Literature
Semester 8

Kashmir, The Cynosure Of World
Attention

The right to self-determination has been recognized as ‘jus cogens’ in international law,
roughly translating to ‘a fundamental principle from which no derogation is possible’. The
right of self-determination exists today just as it existed at the time of the Partition of 1947.
The story of eternal pain started when on 26th October, Maharaja Hari, acting on behalf of
Jammu and Kashmir, acceded to India’s Union agreement. It was immediately accepted by
Lord Mountbatten and from then till now, Kashmir has been the cynosure of world attention.
India’s act of repealing Article 370 has turned Kashmir into a volcano. The blackout, curfew,
deprivation of basic human rights and the deployment of 80,000 troops have turned the
charismatic valley into hell. Article 370 is entitled as Temporary Provisions with respect to
JAMMU & KASHMIR, which allows the Indian legislative assembly to take control over the
defense, communication and external affairs of Kashmir and limits their agency in other
indigenous matters. Another presidential order was introduced to the proviso in 1954 stating
that no alteration to name, boundary and the diminishing area should be introduced. This was
done by the concurrence and ratification of the Kashmir assembly, but the Prime Minister of
India and his cohorts, pursuing fascist ideology, not only violated the Constitution and the
presidential order but also fostered a trend of autocracy by depriving the residents of basic
rights, including their right to a plebiscite.
The solution to this problem lies in many factors. First of all, Pakistan should get rid of the
historic baggage, e.g. Shimla agreement which has been a stumbling block between peaceful
overtures of dialogue. On the other hand, it should raise the debate of bilateralism vs.
multilateralism as in the Kalboshan Jadhav case in the international court of justice. Apart
from this target audience should be identified. The entire world is the playground for
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Pakistan's message. Amongst other stakeholders, Pakistan’s focus should include: UN Human
Rights Council, UN Human Rights Committee, European Union, Amnesty International and
International Committee of Red Cross, etc. Once the message is out, Pakistan must double
down effort to make sure that the message gets in. Moreover, it should come up with the point
that unilateral concepts cannot overcome the multilateral nature of the problem. Both
countries should try to negotiate while considering the United Nations’ articles. As article 2
states, “All countries should refrain from the use of force and threat against the political and
territorial integrity of any member state of the United Nations’’. Pakistan can utilise
international tools for legal justice, and enhance its efforts to secure fundamental rights for
Kashmiris.
Hifsa Nadeem
Law
Semester 2

An Open Letter to No One's Ramzan
The title of this essay may seem a bit nonsensical, but I'll try my best to make sense of it.
Ramzan for centuries has been a symbol of joy for Muslims, just like Christmas is supposed to
be for Christians. Two years ago, after joining the new session of FA Part-II, a friend said
something that I've never really been able to answer for myself, let alone others. She
proclaimed, “I cried in front of Ammi this Eid… I just couldn't understand why I feel so
hollow during Ramzan for the past few years. It wasn't like that when we were kids”.
Particularly in my generation, I find that joy slowly ebbing away into nothingness. Nearly
every Eid, I cannot count the times when my age fellows have admitted to feeling hollow, to
not knowing where the joy of Ramzan and Eid went. For the longest time, this perplexed me
as well. Where was our joy even though we fasted all 30 days? Where was our joy when we
prayed five times a day just for this month? Where was our joy when we read the Quran
solely in the honour of this month? I have a confession to make: I can't fast all 30 days
anymore for medical reasons. However, when I told people I couldn't, the answer that
followed before even hearing my reasoning would actually tell me where my joy went. My
joy went away with the realization that traits like tolerance, dignity, self-control were replaced
by the empty hunger of fasts. It went away with realizing that the traits we were supposed to
practice were actually secondary to our values. It went away with realizing that people will
judge my decisions no matter what. It went away with the realization that a woman has to hide
her menstruation during Ramzan, as if she has committed a crime. It went away with realizing
that we associate happiness with what people think of us. It also went away with the
realization that this attitude has seeped through an occasion like Ramzan as well. As a society,
we have been ‘programmed’ since childhood to sacrifice our physical and mental health for
the greater good of our families. We think that taking care of our individuality is somehow
‘selfish’, ‘disobedient’, and ‘ungrateful’. However, my question still lies there: Is Ramzan for
Allah, or is it for people? After all, “what will people say” is the most terrifying question for a
Pakistani, middle-class person. Is Ramzan really for our sake or has it become no one's?
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Pen or Sword?

Mahnoor Saeed
English Literature
Semester 3

Pen uses words. Can you live without words?
As languages evolved, we came a long way from survival to understanding the deep
psychology of the mysterious human mind. And it only proves that nothing, but words, can
move humans. Violence only results in rebellion, frustration, and inexplicable rage.
Shakespeare cleverly criticized the corrupt royals “through his pen”. Wordsworth made us
realize the importance of nature “through his pen”. Charles Dickens showed the real picture of
England “through his pen”. It was Henrik Ibsen who “through his pen” changed the way
women were treated in his time.
What impression did Hitler leave for us? How did the World Wars disrupt the beliefs of
humans? What gives us hope, but words? The sword of ancient times or the nuclear bomb of
today has only left us in an agitation, whereas words remind us of our humanity and give us
hope for a better future.
Not only do words heighten our senses, but we also function more logically and consider the
consequences of the future as well. Contrarily, violence represents an unsettled and
destructive mind. This does not mean one should not defend one’s self. However, we should
not be the attackers, who begin wars that corrupt the mind of every generation that is to come.
It is believed that rebellion is easy, but a quiet effort made intelligently flourishes better.
Noise blurs purpose in life.
Similarly, in a world wrapped up in lies and manipulation, it’s the journalists who put their
life in jeopardy to keep us informed. “Truth be out,” as they say. Therefore, words save us! It
is their constant struggle that saves us from being destroyed by lies. Narratives vary
depending on the national interests of the superpowers. Amidst the world of misinformation
leading us towards racism and nationalisms of several types, journalists like CJ Werleman and
authors like Khaled Beydoun, step up to present the real picture to the masses.
The pen challenges us to see a clearer picture of what needs to be done. It brings us closer to
our strengths and weaknesses, therefore, helping us to focus on the activities that will bring
the most success. The sword never brings victory. Lives are lost, and those who survive, their
minds become fractured. What is the result at the end of the day? Loss, loss, and only loss!
Listen to Allama Iqbal’s enlightening words and you feel your rationality beginning to paddle
against the strong waves of the sea. Neither does the pen’s script die. It stays, educating
generation after generation. As said by George Gordon Byron, “A drop of ink may make a
million think.”
Rida Safdar
English Literature
Semester 4
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Dissociated from reality
I lost myself
Like a crow forging its own identity
In a world that considers it
A bad omen,bad luck
An inferior augury
An ant licked a piece of sugar
And as i lost my mind
Amidst the raging fire
Of who i was
And what i want to be
Winds blew
Across the golden fiery sky
My face; a melted candle wax
My hand a trembling mouth piece
Of this wounded heart
Like a paper burning
Inch by inch
The ash infusing into the air
Sometimes air,sometimes grey,
Other times
Absolutely nothing at all
I learnt to live,
To love myself as i stared into the abyss
The winds blew the other way
The burning icicles poked into my being
I learnt to be alive;
one day at a time
Nigarish Sajjad Toor
English Literature
Semester 8
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Laiba Asim
English Literature
Semester 3
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Her eyes darker than the depths of Tartarus,
torment the incarnations of Eros
The sound of her bangles
like wind-chimes near a sea shore
deadlier than a Siren's song
Her dupatta fluttering in the wind;
a golden finch
Her smile so bright it would outsell
a hundred blood diamonds for a single sight
I would spend my whole life tracing
constellations
in the freckles on her back
The singed twines of my soul
entangled
around her pastel knuckles
Her delicate fingers tether them
like Orpheus plucking his lyre
So please,
let the butterflies lay gentle kisses on daisies
and let warm rays comfort
the porches of Langollen
Until all that is left is limbs
intertwined
with limbs
Ayela Ishfaq
FA Part-I
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Ayela Ishfaq
FA Part-I
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Ramin Khan
English Literature
Semester 8
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