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ABOUT US

Noor-e-Harf means “the light of
words” and that is what we strive to
create with every book we publish. It
is an independent publishing house
based in Hyderabad, Pakistan,
committed to producing high-quality
fiction, poetry, and non-fiction for a
global readership. Our mission is to
promote diverse literary voices,
deliver excellence in editing and
design, and create works that inspire,
inform, and endure. With roots in
Hyderabad and distribution reaching
readers nationwide, we serve
authors, readers, and partners who
value integrity, creativity, and the
transformative power of books.
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PREFACE
"Some lands are built by bricks and mortar ours

is built by sacrifices and dreams."

Sarzameen-e-Wafa is more than an anthology; it
is a tribute to the soil that has cradled our hopes,
absorbed our tears, and witnessed our unyielding
resolve. From the echo of freedom cries to the
quiet resilience of everyday heroes, this land has
nurtured countless stories waiting to be told.

In these pages, writers from diverse walks of life
have come together to paint a mosaic of
patriotism each stroke made of words, each word
a testament to love for Pakistan. You will find
here the essence of Azadi, the memory of those
who gave everything for it, and the dreams of
those who carry it forward.

This collection is not merely about the past we
honor, but also about the present we cherish and
the future we imagine. We hope it will remind
readers that freedom is not a gift we receive once,
but a responsibility we uphold every day.

To every writer who contributed, and to every
reader who turns these pages may you feel the
pulse of our homeland in every line, and may it
inspire you to guard its spirit with the same
devotion with which it was won.
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WRITER’S INTRO

FATIMA ZAHRA

Fatima Zahra is a 15 year old writer who began
with poetry centered on themes of diversity,
identity, and belonging. She later found her voice
in emotional short stories that explore real life
struggles, inner conflict, and human connection.
Through her writing, she hopes to create space
for honest expression and continue growing as a
storyteller who brings meaning to everyday
experiences.



Soil of faithfulness

8

AZAAN-E-AAKHRI
(The Final Call)

~1

They silenced the azaan before they silenced the
people.

First, they shut down the mosque. Then the
schools. Then the press. Then the power.

Then, when there was nothing left but breath,
they came for that too.

Srinagar had been under curfew for weeks.
Months, maybe. Time didn’t pass anymore. It
stood still, like the locked gates of the masjid or
the dusty prayer mats in homes that smelled of
burnt hope.

The mosque hadn’t been bombed all at once. No,
that would’ve been too merciful.

Instead, it was desecrated slowly.

First, the minaret was damaged.

Then the doors were kicked in.

Then the loudspeakers were removed.
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And finally, the imam, Bilal’s father, was taken
from his bed at dawn.

Shoes still on the prayer mat. Beard still wet from
wudhu.

He never returned.

~2

Bilal was seventeen when he lost his voice. Not
physically, emotionally. His words thinned after
his father disappeared. After his elder brother,
Raheel, was taken for calling the Fajr azaan. The
family received his body in pieces. The prayer
beads around his neck still intact, soaked in blood.

Since then, their home was full of silences:

His mother no longer played the radio.

Bilal no longer read aloud from the Qur’an.

And the masjid, once the center of their lives,
now looked like a grave made of bricks.

Nobody dared to go near it anymore. It was under
surveillance. Army vans parked outside 24/7.
Snipers on rooftops. Anyone who entered never
walked back with a straight spine, or a living
brother.
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But Bilal couldn’t forget.

His father’s voice still echoed in his dreams, soft
and stretching at the edges like mist:

Allahu Akbar…

It haunted him. Not because he missed it… but
because it was gone.

He would sometimes press his forehead to the
dusty prayer mat and whisper the azaan under his
breath, as if afraid even God might hear and
punish him for it.

~3

August 14th arrived like a ghost, no celebration,
no colours, no songs. Just the sound of
surveillance drones above the clouds and distant
sobs from homes where sons were missing and
mothers didn’t ask questions anymore.

But that morning, Bilal woke up with a strange
stillness in his body.

Not courage. Not even peace. Just clarity.

He rose before Fajr, bathed in cold water, and
dressed in the white shalwar kameez his mother
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had ironed for Eid the year before, the Eid they
never celebrated.

He folded his brother’s blood-stained kurta and
tucked it into a bag. Then quietly opened the door
and stepped into the hollow air of the pre-dawn
valley.

His mother heard the latch click.

But she didn’t stop him.

Because deep down, she knew.

~4

The masjid was nothing but wreckage.

But the mehrab still pointed to Makkah. The
stones still remembered. The earth, cracked and
dusty, still held the footprints of the faithful.

Bilal climbed what remained of the minaret, two
broken walls and sky.

And then, he did the unthinkable.

He called it.

Loudly. Clearly. Not in whispers, not in secret.
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Like his voice belonged there.

Like he had never stopped.

Allahu Akbar…

It tore through the silence like fire.

Windows creaked open. People froze. A
grandmother dropped her teacup. A child
whispered, “Ammi, what is that sound?”

A boy across the street began to cry; not because
he was afraid, but because he remembered.

Ashhadu alla ilaha illallah…

The voice got louder. Stronger. Like a thousand
ghosts were holding him up.

Then came the command:

“GET DOWN!”

Bilal didn’t even flinch.

Ashhadu anna Muhammadur Rasulullah…
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The first bullet tore through his shoulder. He
staggered, nearly slipped, but kept going. His
voice cracked, but it did not break.

“STAND DOWN ORWE FIRE AGAIN!”

He raised his eyes to the sky. He didn’t stop.

Hayya ‘ala-s-Salah…

The second bullet hit his thigh. He fell to his
knees.

But the azaan did not end.

He dragged himself forward, knelt into sajdah,
and gasped the final lines:

Hayya ‘ala-l-Falah… Allāhu Akbar… Lā ilāha
illā-Allāh…

Then silence.

His face was pressed to the dirt. Arms
outstretched.

Like he was still offering something.
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Like he was giving the valley back its voice, with
the last breath he had.

~5

They left his body there.

For six hours.

No ambulance.

No press.

No statement.

Only the birds circled above him. Only the wind
sang what he could not finish.

His mother found him that afternoon.

She didn’t scream.

She sat beside him, held his bloodied head in her
lap, and whispered the call again into his ear.

One last time.

As if the earth itself had forgotten how to speak,
and a mother’s whisper could teach it again.

She buried him with his brother’s kurta. Folded
neatly. Pressed to his chest.
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No grave was marked. No mullah recited. Just a
small stone placed by his feet.

She scratched three words into it with her nails.

Azaan-e-Aakhri.

The Final Call.
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WRITER’S INTRO

ANEEQA ALI

Aneeqa Ali, a poet from Islamabad, writes to
explore her inner self and share hope through her
work. Using natural imagery and rhythmic verse,
she highlights overlooked blessings and inspires
resilience, urging readers to trust in growth
despite hardship. Her poetry, centered on
motivation and endurance, earned first place in
TWS Publications’ anthology Everything We
Didn’t Say for its exceptional impact
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THE SOIL REMEMBERS
WHATWE HAVE FORGOTTEN

I wonder if the winds back then, instilled love for
this nation into the pores of their skin,

As they held each other purely like kin, I think of
the faith they held within.

It was a time when Quaid had persisted,
When for this soil, through the rejection he

resisted,
For a homeland, he strongly insisted, that unity

and freedom must be lifted!

Through the blood-stained trains, they escaped
the treacherous rain,

Some never reached home, enduring this pain,
they got insane,

This wasn’t only a political game, they stood
strong, without self-gain,

This soil has buried stories, history books will
always fail to explain!

Now that unity hides behind a flag, I wonder if
any of us will dare to care,
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As many hold their empty bowls, will we share?
Or merely stare?

Were all those sacrifices just in vain? When
today we stand unaware,

Letting the innocent silently bear, watching the
proud in their glittering wear.

Let me tell you! This land stands on their blood
and sweat

of the ones whose dreams, today you forget,
Scattered in gender, color and cast you let,
the toxic air prevail with no sign of regret!

We have an excuse, what one can do?
And curse the kings, for everything that’s blue,
But I must tell you, you are accountable too!

Our nation’s prosperity begins with me and you!
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WRITER’S INTRO

ALAM NIJAT

Alam Nijat is a distinguished writer and poet,
celebrated for his masterful blend of intellect and
emotion. With a mind as sharp as a blade and a
heart as vast as the ocean, he crafts prose and
poetry that echo with timeless wisdom and
universal truths. His work is marked by lyrical
elegance and deep philosophical insight,
effortlessly transcending cultural and linguistic
boundaries. Through powerful imagery and
evocative language, He explores the depths of the
human experience
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SPIRIT OF INDEPENDENCE
(The Journey of freedom)

They didn’t walk just for land.

They walked for a name. for an identity, for a
homeland where the azaan would echo freely,
where no one would be second to anyone. Not by
faith, not by blood.

In the summer of 1947, the air was not ordinary,
it carried tension, smoke, hope, and fear all at
once. Families packed what little they could. A
handful of wheat, some torn clothes, a holy book,
and memories they would never touch again.
Trains left cities. Lahore, Delhi, Amritsar. Filled
with laughter, tears and uncertainly. But not all
arrived. Some reached with silence and some
were met with mourning.

On the roads, In the burning sun, elders collapsed
from thirst, children cried in confusion, and
women walked with courage that could not be
measured. They left behind the graves of their
ancestors, the mango trees that shaded their
childhood, and the walls of their homes that had
once heard their laughter, but they carried
something deeper faith. Faith that somewhere
beyond this chaos… a green flag was waiting.
That one day, no one would ask them why they
dressed a certain way, prayed a certain way, or
dreamed a certain way. That one day, their
children would open their eyes to a land was born
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from their sacrifice. And when that day came, 14
August. It was quiet at first. But in that silence,
the heart of a nation began to beat.

It was not just a country. It was a Dua answered
after centuries of waiting. It was land kissed by
sacrifice, etched with the footsteps of those who
walked through fire and fear. Every corner
whispered the names of the forgotten. Those who
never saw the flag they died for. The soil
remembered them. The wind carried their last
words. The rivers still flowed with stories of
courage and tears. And yet, through it all
Pakistan stood. Not perfect, not painless, But
alive. Born not just from speeches or ink on
paper, but from the prayers of mothers, and the
tears of the displaced, the dreams of the youth,
and the undaunted hope of every heart that
believed in a land of peace and promise. Because
the spirit of independence was never just about
breaking chains. Its about lifting the soul, and
Protecting a place where faith, identity, and
freedom can breathe together and under one flag.

Poetry for verses of independence:

They walked through fire, yet did not fall,

For freedom’s dream, they gave their all.

No crown, no throne, just dust and sky,

But still they rose, they dared to fly.
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A land was born from tear and flame,

With faith and hope and Pakistan name.

Happy Independence:)
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WRITER’S INTRO

ZAINAB ARBAB

“To get the chance to let my words roar for
Pakistan — that’s not just my dream. It’s my
duty.”
Every time I pick up a pen to write about my
country, I feel something shift inside me. It’s
more than pride. It’s more than love. It’s a quiet
fire — one that reminds me that I was born in a
land that rose from sacrifice. A land where every
grain of soil holds a story. A land called Pakistan.
Growing up, I didn’t live through the Partition. I
never saw the crowded refugee trains or the
mothers who clutched their babies while crossing
blood-soaked borders. But I’ve felt those stories.
In the eyes of my grandparents. In black-and-
white photos. In prayers whispered in the dark.
And I’ve always known one thing:

Our freedom wasn’t free.
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THE SOIL OF FAITHFULNESS:

(Azadi, Sacrifice, and the Future of
Pakistan)

The Price of Azadi

We celebrate Azadi every 14th August. We wave
flags, wear green, sing national songs. But behind
this celebration is a truth that’s often too heavy
for words — our freedom came wrapped in
sacrifice.
More than a million people were killed during the
Partition. Families were torn apart. Homes were
burned. Lives were uprooted forever. Why? So
that we could live in a land where our identity,
faith, and future could finally breathe.
That’s the Pakistan we inherited — not perfect,
not easy, but earned with blood. Azadi didn’t
arrive in the form of fireworks or parades. It
arrived in silence. In loss. In wounds that still
haven't fully healed.
This is the soil we walk on. It’s not ordinary soil.
It’s sacred. It’s the soil of faithfulness.

The Unsung Heroes

History often remembers names like Jinnah,
Iqbal, Liaquat. And it should. But what about the
people who never made it into textbooks?
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The schoolteacher in Balochistan who taught
under a tree with no chalk, but endless love for
this land. The mother in Sindh who waited years
for her soldier son who never came back. The
farmers in Punjab who kept their faith even when
the monsoon failed. The little girls who stitched
green flags from rags because they couldn’t
afford to buy one.
These are the real heroes. Quiet. Unseen. But
loyal beyond words.
And I often think, if they could give their sweat,
their sleep, their sons — what am I giving in
return?

What Makes the Soul of Pakistan?

It’s not our borders. Not just our flag. The soul of
Pakistan is its people.
We’re a land of many colors, many voices, many
stories. From the snowy valleys of Gilgit to the
burning sands of Thar, from the bustling streets
of Lahore to the quiet beauty of Swat — we are
one heart, beating together in different rhythms.
What connects us all?
Faith.
Resilience.
Loyalty.
When floods hit, we don’t run. We rebuild. When
hate rises, we hold on tighter to hope. When
things fall apart, we somehow, always — rise
again.
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That’s not weakness. That’s strength. That’s
Pakistan.

From the Past to the Future

It’s easy to get lost in nostalgia, to keep looking
back. But we must also look forward. Because
our elders gave us freedom — but what we do
with it is now in our hands.

What is the future of Pakistan?

For me, it’s not just a dream. It’s a vision. A
responsibility.
I dream of a Pakistan where every child goes to
school — not just in cities, but in every village.
Where technology isn’t just for the rich, but a
tool for every youth.
Where women walk freely, lead fearlessly, and
dream without limits.
Where we fight not each other, but injustice.
Where we don’t wait for leaders to save us — we
become the leaders we’ve been waiting for.
That’s the Pakistan I see. And I don’t want to just
dream it. I want to help build it.

Why I Write

I’m not a politician. I’m not rich. I’m not
powerful. But I have a voice — and that’s
enough.
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My words are my tools. My stories are my
service. My sentences are stitched with the green
and white of my heart.

To get the chance to let my words roar for
Pakistan — that’s everything to me.

When I write, I write for the mothers who can’t
afford books for their kids.
I write for the martyrs who never returned home.
I write for the villages that don’t have internet,
but have hearts full of love for this country.
I write for the girls like me — who may feel
small, but have giant dreams.
And I hope — with every line — that I make
someone feel proud to be Pakistani again.

Our Time is Now

We are the generation that grew up with
smartphones and Wi-Fi. But we also grew up
watching our parents struggle. We’ve seen
energy crises, inflation, floods, terrorism — yet
we’re still standing. Still hoping. Still dreaming.
That makes us powerful.
We don’t need to wait for a perfect time to fix
Pakistan. Now is the time. We are the ones. If we
want a better country, we must be better citizens.
Read more. Learn more. Create more. Care more.
Let’s stop blaming and start building. Let’s stop
waiting and start working.
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Because no one is coming to save us.
But here’s the good news:

We were never helpless.
We just needed to believe in ourselves.

CONCLUSION:
(My Promise to the Soil)

Pakistan is not just a place. It’s a promise.
A promise that every drop of blood shed in 1947
was not in vain. A promise that every sacrifice
will be remembered — not just in words, but in
action.
So here is my promise:
I will write for my country — not only on 14th
August, but every day.
I will dream of a stronger Pakistan — and do my
part to make it real.
I will honor the past — by shaping the future.
I will let my words roar — not just for
recognition, but for responsibility.
Because I am Zainab.
And I was born not just to live in Pakistan.
I was born to serve it, love it, write for it — and
never stop believing in it.
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WRITER’S INTRO

MISHAL REHMAN

Mishal Rehman, a resident of Karachi, is an avid
book lover with a special fondness for crime and
mystery fiction. Passionate about linguistics, she
delights in exploring language and meaning,
while her interests in law and criminology reflect
her aspiration to make a positive impact in these
fields. A devoted animal lover, especially of cats,
she dreams of rescuing vulnerable creatures from
hardship.
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DISTANCE ECHOES
No happiness, contentments, and laughters.

Flowers die and wither, if they get no water.

Time flies in every second, spending reading and
weighty tome.

Just like that, settling alone somewhere abroad is
no home.

Michelle Rehman.

It was the 8th of August in London. The city was
shrouded in a thick, muggy haze that seemed to
suffocate me. I was exhausted from work and
household chores. no one knew the depth of my
despair.

I dragged myself back to my room, the phone
rang. I hesitated for a moment before picking up.
It was my aunt's voice.

Ammar! "Her condition is not good". Aunt's
voice hit my ears.

My heart sank as she shared the news about my
mother's deteriorating health. The words cut deep,
and I felt like I'd been punched in the gut.
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I hung up, the phone slipping from my trembling
hands. Five long years had passed since I'd left
my home and family behind, seeking a new life
in London. But in that moment, the distance felt
like an insurmountable chasm. My mother had
been battling illness for years, and I couldn't be
there to support her. The weight of my
helplessness crushed me.

Despite all this, I missed my family, my people
and my country's soil.

As the sun began to set on August 13th, a sense
of melancholy settled over the small household in
Pakistan. Ammar's mother lay in her cot, her frail
body weakened by illness. She barely tolerated
the distance between herself and her son, who
was living in London. The thought of spending
another 14th August, Pakistan's Independence
Day, without him was almost too much to bear.

Ammar's sister busied herself in the kitchen,
preparing for the festivities the next day. His
younger brother, played quietly in the corner.
Suddenly, the door knocked, breaking the silence.

"Who could that be?" Ammar's sister wondered .
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Salar! go open the door, it's probably Anila from
next door, coming to ask for help with her school
preparations for tomorrow."

Salar turned the handle and pulled it open, his
eyes widened in shock. he screamed,and shouted.

"Ammar Bhai is back!" Salar screamed with joy
and conflated pain.

Everyone rushed to the door to embrace Ammar.
His mother, however, lay in her cot, weeping
uncontrollably. She had given up hope of seeing
her son, and the sound of his voice was almost
too much for her fragile heart to bear.

Ammar's eyes locked on his mother. He rushed to
her and sat on his knees beside her cot. "Ammi,
I'm home," Ammar was crying while holding her
hands.

Tears of joy streaming down her face, Ammar's
mother smiled. "My child, I knew you would
come."

"You have celebrated each 14 August with us.
How could you forget this time."
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Salar adorned the house with Pakistani flags. And
Ammar went out of the house to meet his friends,
everyone seemed to be happy to see him Bach to
his home.

As the family celebrated Ammar's return, the
house was filled with laughter and tears.
Ammar's mother knew that she would never have
to spend another 14th August without her son by
her side. And as they sat together, watching the
fireworks light up the night sky, Ammar knew
that he was exactly where he belonged – home,
with the people he loved.
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WRITER’S INTRO

ABDULLAH
NADEEM

Abdullah has always been drawn to usual ideas—
the kind that make people pause and reflect. For
him, writing is a way to explore those thoughts.
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FREEDOM IS TEMPORARY

6th March 1957.

14th August 1947.

15th August 1947.

7th September 1822.

Each of these dates marks the day a nation
celebrated its independence. People gained the
right to govern themselves, to live without
foreign rule, to speak and practice their beliefs
freely. They call it freedom.

But to me, freedom is not what most people
think it is.

Yes, having a country of our own is a blessing.
Yes, it allows us to live according to our values
and explore the beauty of nature around us. But
this is not ultimate freedom. This world no matter
how much we celebrate it is temporary. It will
not last forever. The freedom we long for, the
one without limits, the one without suffering…
that, my friends, will only be found in the life
after this one.

Look at the Earth today. Our skies are polluted,
our waters are poisoned, our forests are
disappearing. Industries grow, but nature suffers.
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People take more from the planet than it can give.
And when the Earth breaks under our weight
when the trees die, when the oceans become
unsafe what freedom will we have left? What
will be the point of independence when the very
ground beneath us can no longer sustain life?

is why I say: freedom is just a word? A word
made of letters, printed on paper, celebrated in
speeches. Real freedom does not exist here it is
an idea, a hope, a promise for something greater
than this temporary world. But this does not
mean we give up. If we want to see even a
glimpse of what freedom could be, we must start
with ourselves.

Change begins in small steps by improving who
we are, then inspiring our friends, then our
neighborhoods, and then, slowly, the world.
Every action counts. Every voice matters. And if
you have something to say write it, share it, and
let others hear it. I’ve done the same.But more
importantly, I hope you share your own message
with the world too.

Because in the end, true freedom might not exist
here… but the fight to make this world better is
still worth it. suggest a name for it.
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WRITER’S INTRO

UMM E
HABIBA KIYANI

Habiba Kiyani, from Muzaffarabad, Azad
Kashmir, holds an MS in English Literature from
Foundation University, Rawalpindi campus. She
believes art is an imitation of life, reflecting the
societies we live in, and sees fiction and
nonfiction as powerful tools for imparting moral
lessons.
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THE NEW DAWN

(The Beacon of Independence)

“Sovereignty is like a sunshine breaking through
darkness of despair; bird that spread its wings in
limitless sky; wind without constraints;
boundless ocean; mind with imagination; a wild
stallion; a song that cannot be silenced by
violence”

Habiba Kiyani

It is a day to commemorate sacrifices of our
ancestors who fought for their rights and stood
against all odds so that we can build our lives
with spiritual love, mental peace and gratitude.
It’s a day to acknowledge the idea that lead to
liberation so that a foundation of independent
state (Pakistan) can be built. When we think
about freedom; it was not overnight achievement
or astonishing feat, but an uphill battle, fighting
dire straits. It took years to climb this steep
hill.

When we talk about freedom it is voice
against slavery, unfair restrictions; negating
external influences and able to create one owns
believe system. Freedom is mirroring and
upholding one owns dignity and moral campus
and taking responsibility for it. It is expressing
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your thought fearlessly, liberation in showing
devotion. As Qaid-e- Azam Muhammad Ali
Jinnah said: “You are free; you are free to go to
your temples. You are free to go to your mosques
or to any other places of worship in this State of
Pakistan. You may belong to any religion, caste
or creed—that has nothing to do with the
business of the state.”
―Muhammad Ali Jinnah

If we see modern day Pakistan we are caged in
class consciousness and social hierarchies built
by foreigners and Hinduism. Our country
Pakistan came in to being by fighting through the
wringers of stratifications under the concept of
“Two Nation Theory”. We as a Muslim state
should not believe in theses caste and creed
system and protect minorities by implying
Charter of Madina as a foundation of Law.
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WRITER’S INTRO

NEHA SHAKEEL

She may have studied International Relations and
gained experience as a content writer, yet her
soul finds its freedom in reflection and fiction,
embracing emotions in every line.



Soil of faithfulness

41

LETTER FROM THE PAST

August 7, 1945

To the children of free land,

In the dim light of the lantern, I am bleeding
through my words to satisfy my soul that one day
my letter will find its destination. I don't know,
this letter will find you or not, but still, I am
writing for you and myself. I am writing because
my ears have grown heavier from the endless
rhythm of soldiers' march. When the iron boots
of soldiers pound on cobblestone every time, it's
hammering my head that even silence feels like a
dream. But who will raise a voice against these
rulers? Where tongues are chained and hands are
bound! Running pulses is a privilege. I can't
imagine my father's face being struck by shock
when soldiers took my brother, and he never
came back, not even his body. But don't worry
my heart's inner voice is uttering that, you will
read this letter not in the air of fear, but in a
peace where you will have the right to freely live,
speak or think in peace.

We are continuously battling not only through
weapons for land, but for basic rights, through
sacrificing our families, blood relations and
everything. Every day, our streets turn red; some
bodies we carry home, others vanish at night.
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Mother's eyes are clinging to the gate, waiting for
their son, taken by soldiers for no reason. I
encountered the loudest scream of a sister when
she saw her brother's blood spilled before her
eyes. Our every drop of blood, tears and sweat is
like a brick in the foundation of your free land,
which is in the process of giving you a better
place to live and dream. My feet are chained, and
maybe I will not see the ray of sunlight, but my
sacrifices are there for you to build your
tomorrow free. My body is restless with wounds,
but I fought for you till my last breath, to give
you a safe place, safe from rulers, soldiers and
punishments. Where everyone will have freedom
of speech, where truth tellers are not silenced by
death, where sinners are not freely walking,
justice will prevail, prisoners will not suffer
inhumane behavior and torture. You can freely
raise your flag, and no one will punish you.

When you touch the flag, know it's not just a
piece of paper or cloth. It is stitched with thread
that carries the heavy weight of our dreams,
sacrifices and blood. When you freely speak your
language and opinion, you must know there was
a time when people bore unimaginable torture for
speaking the truth. When you say my country,
you must know about people who sacrifice their
lands and families for your betterment. When you
walk on the streets, you know that before
independence, in the same street curfew was held.
No one had permission to go out; otherwise,
bodies would fall. When you celebrate
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independence day, don't just sing songs and fly
the flags in the air; take it as a promise to keep
this country safe and secure for the future.

And I am ending this letter with this
extinguishing lantern light, with this hope that
this letter will help you! If you get this letter,
consider every word the heartbeat I am giving
you for tomorrow. The children of free land,
promise me, you will keep this country secure.
You will protect it like your baby, as we are
doing for you. You will not let injustice,
corruption, or division steal it from you. All
blood is in the ink which is used to write the
history of this country, let it never fade by your
mistakes, otherwise our blood shed will be
wasted.

Allah Hafiz.
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WRITER’S INTRO

FATIMA KAMAL

Fatima, currently pursuing a BS in English, is a
writer from Pakistan whose words carry the
essence of her homeland. Through her writing,
she seeks to capture its culture, stories, and
emotions, crafting letters that reflect both her
personal voice and the spirit of the country she
calls home.
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THE LAST LETTER FROM THE
BORDER

It was a quiet night on the border. The wind was
cold, and the moonlight made the mountains
shine like silver. Captain Hamza sat on a small
wooden stool, his uniform dusty from the long
day. Beside him, a small lantern glowed softly. In
his hands was a piece of paper. He began to write.

Dear Ammi,
If you are reading this, I want you to know that I
am safe here. The soil under my feet is the soil of
our Pakistan the land you always told me is full
of love and loyalty. I can hear the voices of our
ancestors in the wind, reminding me that freedom
is not free it is earned with sacrifice."

He paused, looking at the dark hills in front of
him. Somewhere beyond them, the enemy was
waiting. But Captain Hamza was not afraid. He
smiled as he remembered his little nephew,
Ayaan, running in the green fields of their village.

Ammi," he continued to write, "tell Ayaan that his
uncle stands here so he can play in those fields
without fear. Tell him that every soldier is like a
strong wall, keeping Pakistan safe.

The next morning, the sound of gunfire filled the
air. Hamza and his fellow soldiers stood like
mountains, fighting with courage. They knew
they might not see the sunset, but their hearts
were full of faith.By the end of the battle, the flag
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of Pakistan still waved high, but Captain Hamza
was no longer standing. His friend carefully took
the letter from Hamza’s pocket, tears in his eyes,
and promised to deliver it.

When the letter reached the village, Hamza’s
mother held it close to her chest. Tears rolled
down her face, but her voice was strong:
"My son’s blood is now part of this soil. This is
the soil of faithfulness where our sons give their
lives so our nation can live."

The fields of the village remained green, children
continued to laugh, and the soil soaked with
sacrificekept the promise of freedom alive.
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WRITER’S INTRO

M.GHULAM
ASGHAR HASSAN

He is a writer, poet, and author whose work
explores themes of love, patriotism, nature,
fantasy, and time. Author of two ongoing
Wattpad novels and over 190 poems, he is known
for his unique “Myth Mist” Greek-English poetic
style. Skilled in free verse, rhyme, and
illustration, he has contributed to multiple
anthologies, magazines, and e-books, and earned
26th place out of 501 in the National Litsumit
Star Competition by Blue Star Publications, India.
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SOIL OF FAITHFULNESS

During The lost glimpse,

glimpse of ethereal celestial Longings,

Allah Almighty gifted this exotic and

Exquisite heavenly petals of Divine beauty,

Full of endless miracles,

Full of boundless haze

Infinite sparkles of beauty,

That blooms from decades to centuries;

To us- A country,

An exceptional gem,

pretty like the soul of Amethyst,

A country, which whispers The limitless

Sacrifice of poor soul,

Kids and families,

A country, we got by the Hard work

Of our leaders,

By the graceful eclipsial blessing

Of Allah Almighty.
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A blessing that made each petals to

bloom again and again,

Each pollen that lost grains,

Again grew up like a ephemeral crescent

That shines just to embrace,

The blossom fragrance over all creatures.

The deep scars, deep blood shed tears,

Of the sacrificial ones,

Made us to live again and again,

This is what we want,

We want freedom,

We got, We made,

A history full of eclipsial fragments.
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WRITER’S INTRO

WARISHA SIDDIQUI

Warisha Siddiqui is a final-year Computer
Science student with a mind full of curiosity.
From writing to painting to making clay
sculptures, she has done it all. Her creative chaos
is her power, to her, every project is a new way
to express something deeper than words.
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TOWHOM IT MAY FIND

I hate Independence Day.
Not in the “too cool for flags” way. I just hate the
noise.
The fireworks that sound like gunshots in the
night. The motorbikes without silencers rattling
my windows until they shiver. The paper flags
lying the next morning, crushed under tires.

Everyone calls it “a day of freedom,” but for
twenty-four hours it feels like we’re drunk on
cheap patriotism, it's loud, messy, and gone by
sunrise.

So this year, I swore I’d stay in. No streets. No
flags. No loudspeakers screaming across the alley.
Just me, my series, and frequent trips to the
fridge.

That was the plan.
Until the postman knocked and handed me an
envelope.

No name. Just four words on the front: “To
whom it may find.”

Curiously I opened the envelope to find a faded
photograph, a boy in a crowded book bazaar,
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with a downward smile, a tiny Pakistan flag in
his hand with a note that said, “Find me before
the fireworks.”

I looked behind the photograph and saw a faint
stamp. Khalid Bookstore — Saddar.

I sighed. My curious brain was already chanting
go, go, go like it was some spy mission.
Guess I’m going out after all…

I dragged myself through the street, gritting my
teeth at the motorbikes roaring past and kids
smacking each other with plastic trumpets. Every
shout, every firecracker, every off-key anthem
made me want to turn back — but Khalid
Bookstore was only a ten-minute walk from my
apartment. Ten minutes of noise, I told myself,
and then I could go home and pretend the rest of
the day didn’t exist.

The shop was smaller than I expected, wedged
between two tailors, its doorway shaded by a
green flag fluttering in the hot wind. Inside, it
smelled of dust and old paper — shelves pressed
tight with books, stacks on the floor, a few
customers leafing through paperbacks.
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The man behind the counter was in his seventies,
his face creased with smile lines. “Salam,” I said,
sliding toward him.

Before he could answer, a burst of laughter
erupted to my left. I turned to see a knot of
children crowded around an old man sitting
cross-legged on a stool, his hands slicing the air
as he spoke. His voice carried over the rustle of
pages.

“He’s been sitting here for thirty years,” the
shopkeeper said beside me, making me jump.
“Telling the kids about Partition. About how his
grandfather gave everything for Pakistan, and
what the early days were like.”

“Really?” I said. “That’s… nice. Better than
screaming into a trumpet and waking the whole
neighborhood.”

The shopkeeper chuckled. “Beta, some noise will
always be there.”

I pulled the envelope from my bag and slid the
photograph across the counter. “Do you know
anything about this?”
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His eyes widened. “Aray, toh aap hi hain.” He
bent down, rummaged under the counter, and
came up with another envelope. “This is for you.”

“For me?” I frowned, tearing it open.

Inside was another photograph — the same boy,
a few years older, he same downward smile,
standing in the middle of an open ground,
buildings curving around him like a backdrop.
The same easy smile. A note was scrawled across
the bottom: “The ground where hope began.”

I flipped it over. Another faint stamp: UMEED
NGO. it was one of the oldest in Pakistan.

“Uncle, who is this boy? What is all this?”

The shopkeeper’s eyes softened. “It’s not my
story to tell, beta.”

The shopkeeper called after me, “Beta, suno —
take this.”
He handed me a worn book. I turned it over in
my hands, then smiled. “Thank you. Allah hafiz.”

As I stepped back onto the street, the laughter of
the old storyteller still lingered in my head. One
line from his booming voice replayed over and
over: “Our ancestors’ sacrifices led us to this
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safe place we call home. It’s our duty to honour
it, remember it, and make it prosper.”

The walk to the NGO was only ten minutes, but
in that short time, the streets gave me their own
little stories. Kids on bicycles zipped past,
grinning. On the pavement, a few paper flags lay
abandoned. Two men approached, chuckling as
they picked them up, dusted them off, and set
them on a higher wall.

“Bachay bhi na,” one of them said.
“Samajh jayenge. Bohat qurbaniyon se mila hai
yeh mulk,” replied the other.

It was nothing grand. Just a small act of care. But
it made me smile.

Soon, I stood before the cracked brick walls of
one of Pakistan’s oldest NGOs. Outside, a group
of teenagers laughed as they planted saplings.
Others carried watering cans, drenching the roots
of older trees.

A woman approached me from behind. “Are you
here to check on your plant, dear?”

“Jee… nahi,” I said, turning. “What’s happening
here?”
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She smiled and gestured for me to follow her
inside. “It’s our annual tree check-up. These kids
have been coming here since they were little.
Watching their plants grow — seeing them
survive, it’s a reminder of how our country is
growing too. Taking care of it… that’s our way
of giving back.”

“That’s… nice,” I said honestly.

She tilted her head. “And what brings you here?”

“Oh, um… this.” I pulled out the envelopes and
photographs. She examined them closely,
running her fingers over the faded paper.

“One second,” she said, disappearing into a side
office. She returned with yet another envelope. “I
believe this is yours.”

Inside was another photograph — the same boy,
older again, the downward smile, standing
outside what looked like a school building. On
the back, another stamp: Pakistan Public School.
The note beneath read, “Where futures take root.”

By now, the noise of the streets didn’t feel so
heavy. My mind was already racing ahead, full of
possibilities. Maybe this was leading to some
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kind of treasure? The thought made me laugh as I
set off for my next destination.

The walk to the school blurred into a haze of
honking cars and fluttering flags. By the time I
reached its iron gates, the air smelled faintly of
fresh paint.

Inside, a patchwork of people — children,
teenagers, even elderly women were painting the
perimeter walls. A boy no older than eight ran up
to me, grinning, and thrust a paintbrush into my
hand.

“Your turn!” he said, tugging me toward a blank
patch.

I hesitated, then dipped the brush into a tin of
thick green paint. The first stroke felt awkward.
The second felt easier. By the third, I was
laughing with the kids, splattering accidental dots
onto my shoes. Around us, the wall came alive
— swirls of color, tiny flags, outlines of minarets
and mountains, each section a different hand’s
vision of Pakistan.

When the last patch was filled, someone handed
out paper cups of juice and plates of samosas. We
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sat cross-legged on the grass, the chatter and
crunch of snacks filling the air.

I turned to one boy. “Where’s the head office?”

He pointed to a narrow corridor. “End of the hall.”

I followed it to a room lined with trophies and
dusty bookshelves. A middle-aged man looked
up from his desk. “Come in, dear. I suppose you
enjoyed yourself,” he said, smiling and gesturing
toward my cheek.

I reached up and felt a smear of paint. “Guess I
did,” I admitted, wiping it away sheepishly.

“I actually came here because of this.” I placed
the envelopes on his desk.

His smile widened knowingly. “Ah. I’ve been
expecting you.” He reached into a large register
and pulled out yet another envelope.

I took it, feeling its light weight. “Thank you,” I
said, stepping back toward the door.

“Beta,” he called after me, “you’ve got paint on
your sleeve too. Keep it. It suits you.”

I left the school and tore open the envelope
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before I’d even reached the gate. Inside was a
photograph of a large, vintage house. In the
center stood a teenage boy, older than in the last
picture, but the smile — that downward curve at
the edges — was exactly the same. On the back,
an address was stamped faintly, and a short note
read: “The place where the journey ends.”

On my way there, I passed a street stall, its
wooden legs clattering against the uneven
pavement as an old man tried to push it forward.
Two teenagers on a bike stopped, hopped off, and
grabbed the stall’s corners, guiding it over the
bumps.

“Bohat shukriya, beta,” the old man said, his
voice warm.

“Aray uncle, kaisi baat kar rahe ho — yeh toh
humara farz tha,” one of them replied with a grin.

The old man’s face lit up. “Lo, pakore le lo.
Mausam bhi acha hai, enjoy karo — yeh hi din
hain.”

“Shukriaaa, uncle!” they chorused before roaring
off, their laughter trailing behind them. The old
man stood there for a moment, smiling to himself,
as if the day had given him a gift.
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I kept walking, the note burning in my pocket,
until the house from the photograph rose in front
of me. Tall iron gates. Faded cream walls. A
balcony that looked like it had seen decades of
rain.

I hesitated, then knocked.

A middle-aged woman opened the door, her
brows lifting. “Jee? Aap kaun?”

“My name is Sarah,” I began. “A letter came to
my house…” I held out the photographs.

She took them, glanced down, then up at me with
a knowing smile. “So, the envelope found the
young one after all. Come in.”

Inside, the air smelled faintly of old books and
the faint musk of time. We passed a hallway
lined with black-and-white portraits and entered a
sunlit dining room.

By the window sat an old man in a wheelchair,
his thin hands resting on the arms, his gaze fixed
on the garden outside.

“Abba jaan,” the woman said softly, “your…
guest has arrived.”
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He turned toward me.

And then he smiled.

In that instant, the years collapsed. The boy in the
crowded bazaar, the teenager in the schoolyard,
the young man outside this very house — they
were all right there in that same downward smile.

It was him…

The one who had sent me chasing across the city,
to find the pieces of a country I thought I didn’t
care for.

“I hope your journey was full of laughter,” he
said, his eyes scanning my paint-stained sleeves,
dirt-smudged shoes, and the book still clutched in
my hand.

“So it was you… these envelopes?” I asked.
“Indeed. I send them to a random young person
each year. Too often, youth take this country for
granted. My mission is to let one of them see it
anew. This year, it chose you.”

I smiled, remembering how the morning had
begun — my annoyance, my apathy and how
different it felt now.
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“Did you see the old storyteller by the bookstore?”
he asked.
“Yes… how do you know him?”
“I used to sit and listen to him myself, when I
was stronger. And the book in your hand, do you
know who wrote it?”
I read the cover. “Samir Jahangir… wait — you
wrote this?!”
He chuckled. “Yes. It’s my story of Partition. I
was seven years old, an orphan by then, my
parents died in the partitioning…. That NGO?
That was my home. The country was new, but it
gave me hope I could still conquer the world.”

I sat beside him, listening. He spoke of the same
school, the same walls, the same colors,
unchanged after decades that I saw in those
pictures, it was like I was living the moment with
him.

“You see, beta,” he said softly, “people say
patriotism is gone, that it’s only noise now. But it
isn’t. It lives in the small acts — the children
painting walls, the boys helping a food vendor,
the hands raising a flag high so it doesn’t touch
the dirt.”

And for the first time, I saw it too — the quiet
kind of love for a country, humming underneath
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the chaos, never lost. Just waiting to be found.

The fireworks roared across the sky, painting the
dark in green, white, and gold.
We both looked out the window, the colors
reflecting in his tired eyes.

He patted my back, his smile still carrying that
same downward curve.
“Indeed, you found me before the fireworks, kid.”

I didn’t answer. I just kept watching, the sound
no longer feeling so loud, not like gunshots I
thought as in the morning but more like a
heartbeat.



Soil of faithfulness

64

WRITER’S INTRO

UJALA SABA

Inspired by my country, me UJALA SABA
MUDASSAR as a Pakistani, my identity
contains different colors and is multifaceted,
which also reflects in me as a writer. As a poet, I
draw inspiration not only from the Urdu language
and regional South Asian dialects, but also from
Pakistan's breathtaking geography which features
the Karakoram's snow capped mountains and the
southern Arabian Sea's serene shores. My poise is
a result of truck art's intricate storytelling, the
folk's music, and the age-old classical melodies,
vividly and deeply embedded in my culture. I am
able to create stories that are textured, credible,
and proportionately universal. I have also
developed a unique form of nationalism shaped
by my recognition of Pakistan as a nation that has
undergone significant hardships and,
paradoxically, tremendous hope. My nationalism
is not simplistic; it is shaped by my
understanding of our past, the need to question
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the narratives of Pakistan's history, and the wish
to celebrate struggle while providing a platform
to the silenced voices of my people. It is my wish
that I actively participate in the creation of the
country's literature which reflects the true
dynamism and diversity of Pakistan.
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MY THOUGHTS
Hearing the name of my country, the ISLAMIC
REPUBLIC OF PAKISTAN, always sent chills
down my spine. For many years, my feelings
about this land was poisoned because of politics,
and I was completely unaware of my feelings.
However, for the last couple of years, I have been
experiencing something strange, something
lovable. The 2025 war between India and
Pakistan opened my eyes and made realize the
significance of Pakistan for me, it is no less than
oxygen is for us.

I had never imagined how much Pakistan would
provide to me, but it did so much, in terms of
opportunities, despite my previous notions. Just
think, had we not obtained independence, there
would be no Pakistan. Muslims wouldn't exist in
a united India, and there would be no rights for
Muslims. I would be maligned for practicing
Islam and wearing the hijab. I consider myself so
fortunate that I am a Pakistani, a means for me to
be independent, to do what I wish, and freely
decide what I put on. My feelings are beyond the
capacity of words to articulate. My heart swells
with emotion and I am grateful each and every
time I am given the chance to watch Pakistani
videos with the national songs. They bring me
and my heart immense joy. My ancestors made
so many sacrifices and my father’s grandparents
made the right decision in boarding the train in
1947. My grandfather served in the military, and
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during the Kashmir war would tell me stories of
how Pakistanis filled with patriotism would
resort to extreme measures to defend their nation
and how for the people that wore bombs to
India’s tanks.

“Pakistan is our soul, our breath, our identity.
We live for it; we will die for it.”

INDO-PAKWARS

INDO-PAK WAR (1947-1948):

1 This conflict began when the Maharaja of
Kashmir executed an agreement turning
Kashmir into an Indian state which was
against the will of Kashmiris as they were
a Hindu dominat polity.

2 Kashmir sought support from Pakistan,
the local population entered Kashmir
which led to India deploying forces and a
full scale war ensued.

3 1949 Ceasefire mediated by the United
Nations.

4 Kashmir was divided into two regions:
Pakistan administered Kashmir, and India
administered Kashmir.

5 Line of Control (Loc) was established
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INDO-PAK WAR (1965):

1 India attacked the ran of kutch resulting
in a full scale war.

2 Tank battles in the regions of Punjab and
Rajasthan.

3 Aerial engagements in Kashmir and
Punjab.

4 More than 3,800 Pakistani casualties.
5 UN mediated the Tashkent ceasefire in

January 1966.

INDO-PAK WAR (1971):

1 An Indian backed terrorist group, Mukhti
Bahini in East Pakistan, was stirring
trouble which the Pakistani’s attempted to
repress. This led to a civil war or guerilla
conflict.

2 Indian support for East Pakistan, now
known as Bangladesh.

3 The creation of Bangladesh as a sovereign
nation.

4 Over 90,000 Pakistani combatants were
taken prisoner.

5 The Simla agreement was established for
normalized relations.
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KARGIL WAR:

1 Pakistani military forces entered India
occupied Kashmir on the premise that it
was originally part of Pakistan.

2 External pressures led to the withdrawal
of Pakistan forces.

3 Over five hundred Pakistani troopers lost
their lives.

WAR OFWAR OF 2025:

In May 2025, a war between Pakistan and India
broke due to pahalgum attack. India launched
operation sindoor hitting religious place in
Pakistan and AJK . 3 days later Pakistan
launched operation Banyan un Marsos launching
missiles on Indian air bases. A ceasefire occurred
on 10 may 2025.
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POETRY OF IQBAL

From Tarana-e-Milli (The Anthem of the
Community)

"We are the flowers of one garden, we are of one
fragrance,

Whether we live in the east or the west, we are
all the same.

The world is our homeland, we are the citizens
of the world,

Pakistan is our destiny, Islam is our name."

2. From Tulu-e-Islam (The Rise of Islam)

"Let the dawn awaken with a new light,

Let the darkness of oppression be scattered,

From the deserts of the East to the shores of the
West,

The cry of the believer shall echo once more."
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3. On His Vision for the Muslim Ummah

"Build up your selfhood so high,

That even before every fate,

God Himself will inquire of you:

Tell me, what is your wish?"
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IQBAL’S MASTERPIECE

ااربہ سراںسےگجں
ااربہ ابعکامن

(Sitaron se aage jahan aur bhi hain
Abhi ishq ke imtihan aur bhi hain)

وسن سنلان،جں نہب،
نم منم گرم ٔیم ا یہریگ

(Nigah buland, sukhan dilnawaz, jaan pursouz
Yehi hai rakhshandi o garmi-e-guftaar-e-mard-e-

momin)

نتنیکلہنےسںکل
ل تنجںک ُ

و
� جںہتےل،

(Na tu zameen ke liye hai na aasman ke liye
Jahan hai tere liye, tu nahin jahan ke liye)
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WRITER’S INTRO

KOMAL

At just 15, Komal turned her pen into a voice of
passion and patriotism.
Her poetry breathes love for her homeland and
strength for its people.Komal’s words flow like
verses of hope, stitched with the threads of
patriotism.She writes not to impress, but
to awaken hearts.
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WHISPERS BENEAT
CRESCENT AND STAR

My nights are delved in the thoughts of you,
Your creation_ etched like a sword in my mind.
Beneath the white skies, a guiding light, I knew;

A hope, fierce, frowning, not so kind.
In every heart, a radiant flame resides;

They departed from the lives they once knew,
Left behind in the haze of time's shadow.
They discovered the cost of freedom's toll,
Chained to the soil where desire takes root.

Yet, our nation's spirit shines brightly once more,

As the wings of destiny stretch wide,
Soaring silently through sacred price and

Cascading winds, Anchored in the abyssal where
Silent tales greet twilight.

Those marching flags, bright in hallowed dark
Immovably anchored, our souls are knotted and

Entwined.
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بتبرہہ افک افکرسسرہہ،
افکمبرہہ افسککافہی،

کل حء ا نر نعکل،ستا کل، شء
اہلسکسرہہ ننکہپکل، ا نم ج

اع جاتںکیم اہ شنتںکعرات،
رسنکرہہ ک جا جںکتشمہ،

کرااںج ہ ک و�تں یم� �
ع�ظ مںکجگگئ،

اہشایسرہہ نے، کرنبلکرک صء

افکککسچک اسںم، ک کں
راشبرہہ نمک افتیلف، سنیم

(عئلف(
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�مُ�ّنفہکترف

عئل
عئل،جکنمانکپنہ،انکعاٹرہسل
ہاارسلنامکبلہ۔حاطرعیککاط
سمکاظرکناارعامممسچمکنانککم

ہ۔ایکبکمہاارڈلمللصکچ
ہ۔رعیکباجتمبساامت

لصکچہ
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نارامنہماپکن
میصکےغنتں
مےراناںکاعنتں
میرمکانمتں
میجؤںکاامتں

رباعکسغتہماپکن
یاسنارامنہماپکن
ماستتں،ماسرتں
مامتں،مانخاتں
مااسمتں،ماانمتں
مےقکااقتں
میماتںکتنتں

رباعکسغتہماپکن
یاسنارامنہماپکن

تیوارنگرہتں
متباتاںہتں
ضکاعملہتں

ہرےلراحفاںہتں
رباعکسغتہماپکن

یاسنارامنہماپکن
یبعںکاخمکاشیہتں
اسفکوبنںکنہتں

ننکنپریہتککہتں
نیمکاہسنہتں
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وےیال

ماکاننسلریوےیال(عراج(اک
مانمتقکستست مااررعہہں۔أمیسّم

ہسجاعرسبتقکنچہ۔جحقکلب
ہناالےاانیفشرلاارباںکعتاتیوحف

ےنکسہں۔تاسےنانننکقیمناعرتقک
سرالبسسہ۔کجکماہنکسےگےن

االنکجئ۔اپنیتاارخاتکنانراں
تےتہکاہانکنبنباارتیانکبعہں۔ےی
کیتںیےناالنمغتممناں
کستستاونںکبواانھےنکسہں۔

کئماپےپکبطرواسیتتنک
سہجتاہںکعرتااریکںاقرکست،ت
کست،دشانکافانسینننکخفس
ےناناارضایقاقارکےنانیکسترہسجک

وےناضکتہ۔
رباعکسغتہماپکن

یاسنارامنہماپکن
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ےنانی

ترمیسہ ُ
ّ
ُنیف� ےفبم

یّ�سہ ہاطسہ،اطاپ�مق�
�داناارغت ُُ یر،نل ن جّ�ّ

جباینتپقۂخنسہ
حت،ہااررہگ انبم

تلل�ُُ�تسہ اطمموُُ دکم
خمےنانیکپکم

باریفاقلسہ خابم
ایفائکوبنسنننٹٹ
نیارمظگی،انالخیمکسہ

ی و ارمللمامسُنیک�ام نم
حتمدک،الماطکعسہ

انقرعہعرفعب
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�مُ�ّنفہکترف

عرفعب
فؔعرفعباینجانارنا عمس عرفعبت:

ججبںکسنہمگےالظمبن رعہہ،
کنکہرکہ۔انکرعیمم،دنش،

نرن،اارحصکجنکئنیہ۔اساقاہاپپارنا
رعیککبوکمکرہہ،جنلکگائںسلگ
ایدصکاشہ۔رعیانکلصفلںک
کن،براحکےاانہ۔"میرعیمےنل

کتجنہ
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قرتکپمبگہ۔ ہپ،ہنرخ،ہپڑ...

ےخمأجککئنمرکہ،تےنانککساکئاار
جن۔نایکنری،اانیل�ی�ہُکٹیہائ،اارج
کوسنراانیسکایہجنینجک

تاہ۔ وُُ

اہاسکلگ لجچپکنکپکنبتہ…
ہ۔سنہ،افنار،مننان،ہم،نعڈ۔جک

مببنجنہ،جنکمبماننبل،اار
جکنلںممکمایراش

چاغکمنجہ۔

ےخمحجلھیفمتہ:
!رنبنملمان! "پئہتبہبن

امل۔" ےییربن
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س…یںقرتنجاپبیکس
اسلکہ۔ہصیںنعکصرتاُتتہ،اار

ہرمشکصرتااپجتہ۔

ستڑااارےگبھتہہاپجنانکتہ۔چ
ککی،اارنلکچل ساتتہئسرج ن یگلوّزٹّی ئ�زن،ا� � �ی

ی�ن ہئگل�
االدنش۔یںہلقہ،ہسنقرتک

نن۔یںاقنرک—یںاقخنرکچہ
ہ۔

اارجہریکناممناخہتہ،تتہ
خشس۔پسنیکباجن،یں رُانیہ…

کرن،یںکعرت،یںکہسکنشگسلی
ہ۔عکٹقتکاہ،متری

سباہاہ۔یںکبگگتہ،اارعرتامک
چڑیںکطحپہ۔

پلبسبیںکجنچتگبن
زاانیکنج،نیسئکسا و

ّ
ایالننہ۔ر

مان،اارکٹکبیں…جنینےسنکچل
ہ۔
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کسمر،مرگکہیبیپڑیں،اارناممکہس
کتںل پراش…ہمایخبرتسن
ہ۔ینارالمن،تیااررئکپ

ہنملںاارصففؤںکش۔

جہمکسنیوقمرکہتمنہ
خشسباہامہ۔االءکش،جںعت

فمگہ۔رہرکعلکماروجہئ
نعئ،وانگںکدنشتری،اارمنکر

کنی…سکبتہکیںاقنعتک
ستقمکہ۔

پےتہپار—جںہایمبنریکتریچ
ہ۔قخانبنارکگںصفسمنن،

کنںبہ۔باحرقتریکسڈاہہ،اارچ
کبکخشاسشکمننانیک

مضکطفک پمہ۔یشاینراانہہ…
ہا۔

مأسنکنیہ،تساتلچہ۔ساانیں
مبنی،ملجکبف،اارمڈنجکن
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ایایم،جخننساارعنچ۔یںہش،ہ
اانی،ہگاپالرنرکہای

نکن،ایواننع۔

جںاہر،نلکنھککمننھکہ۔اسکبناراں
مگمہئلہجتریخنبل

رہہ۔بنرہمکبیں،رہقکڈن،مرم
پکنکوعمقم…سکایتم
بےہاہ،جماارماحکگ۔یں

اقٹتن،براایںمبہ۔

پکاچےتہراشںکش،شرکسن،سرکےغش
مےبناہخابججگبنکئنیہ۔یںسرجاف
سنہتستاملکےتہ،ااررمسرم

اپرانچکلٹجتہ۔
مارمقئکدنش،ککہا،اارلریکگںکرن…

سمکایایشبتہجہ
جگہ،کستن۔

شلکجنبھتاسمےبنےپکاپتت،
اقراارخبرتسخشےمیکہ۔فم
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اگ۱۹۴۷ ۱۳
”یےلانیرییاہرہ،ےپہرےاگاعنکانر

ک“۔

اگ۱۹۴۷ ۱۴
”یرییپکناہرہ۔“

یںایایںکخابجگ۔
کنمس پکن“ وبنںسلگایبب،ج”

ننکنوابا۔

یسنیصفاینن،یاُنتہری
ےنںکخابہجںنراتںکجگکنصک

تک۔یجحکببکقنت،عماقلک
فیش،اارہاراںبنممہیکدنشوبنںک

صہ۔کناپگچڑا،کناپخاب؛کمںن
بکاشسسلئ،تکب

نسلکچنرکہتکچنربل۔یاطاُن
تمگمسہںکماضہ،جںندلہتں
مپعمنلںسایایریسکبنرکجں

این،اتن،تہپسہ۔
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نُعام
کنمسب نُعامس،جانبننم"سال" ی لم
ےنانیببکشی�م�ّنفہ۔نُع جنجتہہرےکمم
ایرئشہ�م�ّنفہہجکتںایانونجنہ۔اہ
مضمباقراارماناراںکستکمکچہااراپ

پاثتںاںاارمناشانمبنستیسہع
ہ۔ ہ مماپپنبر

نُعخلکلاارلکاثمڈےلاالبصحاار
باقرنجانہ۔انکشمناضاارنیکح

اماجہ۔اپمسگیاابرکاال،انکالظ
ماہچہجامجئ،اہگائجسچبلنے،ااراہ

نے۔ ک مر ک سجنلں
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مےجباپشینےتہاسکران،اہ14اگج
ہسمکگاںاارگںکجیںسستت۔

پسبچے،ہتںولرن،اارنلںمےنانیک
جب۔مکممجکاطکسمکنعئ
ااراپاطکلجننیکبت…یسینےتہ۔ کن،

ابب14اگےتہ،لگےنانیکمرکننیہ،
جش،اہااللککگہ۔بایرسس لاہ
لضہکتکہ،ااریجٹتک لاتم بتچ،

اپاطکبت ہ۔مسیہ… یںہخشہ،ےنان
ہکاارہ۔اہںکئگرسنل،کئچہانن

نہت،اارنلکایعسنمہ۔
یںبعرتہ،چسکہ،اارسکتت
مہ،مکئےپکنککاپماہمن
چت،کئےپکخشمبحبشین

ہت۔یںکسنباکہاارخشبدنش۔
اط!چہفصکہبھجئ،ینلہتیم
کستنھکگ۔تاحصفینکہتے
نموفکی،بیہکہتسافبکی،چہہ
یہاراںمنار۔کنسنیم تےناممہں
افسجناالرشاقاارفصسنٹٹ،

ینلکنھکمہنشہرہ
ہ۔
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سنیماف

کہن،ونیکٹےسننہت۔
بسلگکنیبمکتشم

ونیچجت
ہ،لانکنلکایحہاپنیکست

نھک
ہ،اسکینمتپہ۔اہں،جںانکاالیہ…

جں
انکسرابگرا…جںاہناسہجنشگکمرک

تانامنتلجس۔
میں…یںساجہ۔

نشگکسےسلیںگارنکباجنہناپ
با

تلصکل،لنلابباہبکننینکتہ۔
اہ

اپمکخشڈھنتہ۔برشکبجمس
بپ

اٹت،تایلتجینیخنہسہرہہ۔
ونیمبرشتہتہ،ماسماہخشن

اطکہامگہتت۔ جمے
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�مُ�ّنفہکترف

یاس ّ ّ�م
یاسہ۔منتپارلریہںاارن ّ مانمّ�م
ہخنکانبکمہسہں۔مبایایاونہں
جہمکگینسنیہ،ہاحسکنلم
اترتہ،ااراسیونشہہکدنشکاپایبجہت
ہ،اارکنںأسئسبنکجئتاہاسبج

ککسہ۔ ک

۔
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نھچککسرےوبنکہن،

نھچککارمنپہن۔

اپعتہیمکحمکنفع،

بشُبشُخنکعضمہیسنیماف۔

یسنی،یوبن،یاف،سکنیااراس
جاکںنلںکہکصہ،جنتکسئمب
اپاارہرےخابکراشکےنکلکےرہ،اار

تجکلصہئہیہریسنیماف۔
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کنلمیایےخیخلتکاہوبنتبگ،
مابکاسنیواپہتںسکپکنکوچ

نلاسگ۔اسکخنکہقےکست،ےنانی
کخاباارافجرہت۔

خابمخشاارجکرنلراشت،مح
مہلوبناارکبکرنمبلچت۔

سنیمافو نیکےنںمایانھراخاببقرہ:
لاتوچ۔

جکنےپنابیھ،اہمنکاُسبپااراُسک
بںکوبنسرثہ،جن1947کطفنم

اپبںکنشکہتلسےنکلخنان
نتکحالکنی۔

یبنکاُسنجکاہنرستیغ…ب
یحہکےنانیکخابناُساقکلڈںک
لایقمبپکنیکاپعتاارحمےن

کلاننتکسرالیا۔
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نیکسنرکگ۔نلچہرہتکاہچ،م
حاارخفناسدنشکنی۔اہجنگکاگ

وبناسکہ۔اسکبپ،ےنںمنرناارعمک
ست،اسکویکککل:

اارتریبکعتاار "نی۔۔۔میتری
حےنکلکرہہں،ہرےمکرناارعت
ےنکلکرہہں۔نشکہتہرےگ،ہرےقمک
بنل۔یستریتتکلہ،ی
افکلہ۔تمرن سنیم ہری اار ترےل،
مےلکئنکن،تاپااراسقمکعتک
ک قم اپ نکن۔مےل مکئ کنک لوبن

عتہچسپہ،ہنک،ہوبنسبھکہ۔"

نیکنلمایدلساحسابُا۔اہجن
گکاسکےنانیاارعتکخابحبکلاس
کاپوبنضاریہ،اہبپجناپبںکپلھس
کسارا،ےجاپقمکغتاارحمکلکنہتں
سچیتمکات۔اسناپےنبکن
نی اپبپکچیمطےتہئنی۔ سپ
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سنیماف

صکنمسیکیگؤںکچںوپرہت۔پںو
ااسکقےراشکچٹچٹنتںکطح

چرہتاارہامتنہمکخشگہئت۔بک
کنممافت،چںوناڑرہ،ہرہتااراپ
ہتںمرنکغکچٹچٹوچلارہت۔

خاتہخشکستکےسرہت،چٹنےڈںاار
رنکاںکبپکنکوچکشبجرہت۔
نیبانکنرمنت،نلمخشکپلکہئ،ہ

نےگکاحطستلاارنلہنلمسچ:

"یل،ینن،یےنانی…سکےجہرےلح
مہ…"

ہرنمام،ہہمےنانیکخشمسہرہ
ت۔لپجہسبلگ۔راشغئہگ،
خشاارجکلنلانل۔نھاںہطفپ

گ،گاںسچسئنیل،اارنشکقنںک
ےاانیویےرہت۔
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�مُ�ّنفہکترف

تیفان
تیفانایایمہجتہسلکعسل
رہہ۔اہمسنکلن،بمسکانکلل
ہ۔اُنکالظانجبتکےااننیہجاکلڈںکنلا

نمغمنبرہہاارنبنتنےپت۔انکتںی
خہنکببنںتقریکنلانمغمڈن
رہہ۔انکنلکچلاااتںیرہر"سنیماف"

وبن،افناریااراوننلکننکرشںکاس
گائاارسئسبنکتہکیھاااہلکج

اارمسکتہ۔
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اارہاسکایہ۔" ”یاطوبنںسبہ…

ناسیطیبت ظاجک

ےنںکمببت واببطکخابہ

تتباطککملہےمنےبت

رککسرااںتااریصف اپنشگہںو و
ایمنقئکفمنت۔



Soil of faithfulness

96

صنےتہتںسکغکااارنھےسیھ
شاعک:

نی،أمااپےیتتپکنکپ"
رمکسرجنکؤںگ۔

اارأنلٹ…تجنلمیراحاسممسنپئگج
ہریاپہ۔

یسنیافمنہ،اارمناپافاسکنم
کنیہ۔"

یاہختجلااااینجانسہتصکنانیک
شہ،اسکناناجےنانیکجماپلمبیکچڑک

گاارکااپنےئ۔

ککسبہلاتسوچکنیہئصنخاپ
سسلل۔

اسکےنںمناارنلمایعت۔
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عان:سنیماف
اہنہ انق:

خ

وانحیککنمرکبسہسلیکصاقبسںس
نھلاارجلںمچہات۔

ےج،جنکں،صکنلمایانن�کھکُمس
ہئ۔اہےہسےگبھاارصاقکننےلنتاکا۔

ڈھاٹہمکخشااروانیناںکبجکےمپ
گ۔

جککن اشرایارنی،چوانتںی،اارایخت
اقکہتںپیچت۔

14اگ1947 خوترینرجت:
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ائاررن

ماقنماہنمہہ۔مکاچسترکہں
اارانباتسدصشرکہں۔لکمصف

کنکنباحستاارششتپؤںک
اجٔکنہ۔میکشہتہکمیتںیقری

کی .کنلکچئاارانسچومر
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"لسراشےنانی"

ینیپلںسن،لسمت

ناریںس ا ےہ ک مؤں ک یوچہاسن،بنراں
لات

اپجناقکت کن ی لی اسّںبمر

چمت۔ بر کےخی تکناپب

خابباقلکتمکماحت

نلباممربحںتکجبکنت و

تاراںکنہےرنابےنانیولایت

نلبنممحالطکجشبخرشبکن و
ت

جباسقکشنےؤںکجنےبت

و"الحاک"!کنرےلناالںکجبکنت

لحمنبت ومفنسنہ نمباسم

وا؍بارضبپککقیبکنت۔
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�مُ�ّنفہکترف

ناراہات
�ناراہاتس,جاینعابرتہئرعہ,ج

ئ � مل�ی
لںکچاغسششتاشھاںکمنکہ
رکہنیاپکےنلاظرکنخبجنہ
ااربسمعاںماالنرجوسخاں

رکہ .ہنکاعان
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تمےنلنسالک:

یےنانی…ےخککہ؟

اارجابےی:

"جخنکبلل،اسکہ۔بقسجبترہگ…
قم"!
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بڑےدنشت،لاسکدممای اہ
چچہئت۔

مننھےسھچ:

"ہککیبب؟کےنانکیےپک؟"

اسنمےسوہترک۔

"اپاشرکن۔سکجنا،عکراسنا،ناساںکل
ےسنپاکا۔قننکعتنا،اارخنکقمکفنس،

مترئن۔"

ممصف ہا… ضار رک،مچنہاگکپا "ین
جسن،جسےنانہںگ۔"

اتماذانکےاانڈن—خابکفٹٹگ۔

ےسنوراشپرہت… منککسبہنی…
رییراش*ببپکن*کناعےکعمت
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"تریکبںممےنانہں،ترےتانںمب…
مترےکنارمن۔"

مینیجگ۔

وایقمنب یہایہافتمگ،
س۔ہنسحاںکمظک،منلںمنیاریک

ل۔ہنجابک،مضنٔاب۔

این"، ای" "کایبیبنی— ےنانی ہن"
جمسکہتہ،سائخنایبک۔

نلکنیو*ذم لناال، گاںکچںوجا
ناری*کںنلت؟

نہلناال،کنارکےاانکںننی؟

انانییی" تکتہ،مخن" ےنانہن"کنعیی قمک"
مجےرہہ۔



Soil of faithfulness

104

"ماہہں،جکلترےررڈںنوبنںنی…
اارچ نگئ، جکلتنہسلجیںلئ،

بئ۔مپکنہں—تریےنانیکخاب"!

مسمےگ۔

اگ1947ک 14 ےپک ہنت ہن؟ ےنان "مےپت
لصکلت"!

اسکےنںمنےگ۔

"ہں،مےبنکتتنازیکقسنلل…ممی
راحےجبیمہ۔"

منحتسنی:

"ککیی؟ہتخنمرہ"!

اہنناںکطفاررہککبا:

"یننجٹکہ…یکپک…یجلک…
ینت،ال،فقوسااربحک۔"
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ککےنانی؟

راتکےخیسنت۔ہامایعس
جاقنخنکتملہ،جراتک ستت
سٹمکئسالنبکبگہ،جننکشرم

سئننی۔

مینکککپسکابہنیرہت،جاچن
اینمواثےاانمےکنںساائ

"پنم؟"

مچنگ۔پ،تنیایبڑےش—اجاس
لس،چےواقکنھل،ےنںماناسکسر،

اارہتںمننی۔

منگاکھچ:

"ےپکنہ؟"

اہنھےسمای۔



Soil of faithfulness

106

ترف ک �مُ�ّنف

مح

ین"،دیارنارعیااراہننری مح،ت"
کایںننںمشرہتہ۔

انکتتمغل،ن،ق،اارمثک
ستستن،اہنااردکنریکجبایں

ہ۔

رعیماہبراارعاضکمپبیکست
دیاارسنہاسباپتہ،جنمرااناار

تثانکپ
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اارججکنیتسچ،اسکپساہنلکںنج
تریےنںمہ۔

(اہشفاارٹیجکنیرہت،اہاسکےنںک
بححت۔( ببم

سچ،انےتوشاںکخشاینماہککں
نجتریہمہ۔

(ناوشےفمستستواںکےئاڑرہت،
۔( نیکاسباخررشےی انست

نی اارجبرشکبشینھےنھےبسگ،ت
کترےچےویتبشاںکخبرتمیبھجئگ۔
(اہبرشمکیبرہت،ااراسکےنںسےن

برہت(
اش،عشکنممبسنینہخبرتش

کئتمکئن۔

خش
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اساقاہرضکرانطروککںمڈیٹنیکل
پڑیعقںمےئہئت۔چگقڈیٹخککاہ
ایلکمانمےب۔اہںچراںطفسہ
ہسہاارہیلہہیلت۔اسناپبساہکغکٹا

ناجپنامہساسکپسمظت۔یاہختجلم
نامہباہاس نباجکہتںاسکلاایت،اارےج

کلرہت۔
"پریسش،

جنہ،منکبرتاارخنکےنانہامسن
لترکت۔کخابسئت۔اہخابجمہ
پڑاںاارجںکنرمنبہت،تکبتومس
راٹرہہتاارمتریےنںمکیرہ۔مہ
برمایفنکپتتکاہپڑاارجنینہ

خبرتہںگیت۔یسالمنکبرامںسبھچ،
ک۔"عشکن ااراہہماکایہبت

" ممبسنینہخبرتشبکہسہ؟
انباباپڑاںکنی۔۔۔اہق س،جتاہںجؤت

متخنسچٹمسہںگ۔
((اہپڑاںکنارسترہت،انکسماسکاجنٹن

کمنلت۔
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ستچکک۔انکسوپبھتاارہتںوج
جاٹںکننت۔انںنسشکےنک

لخنکےگکت۔لمکانببییبہات۔
اسنےگبھکباجکسرانی،جیکارہت۔ےنں
سےنابببرہت۔انںنسلسلکعس

ےسکستہننگارات،ااریکسچبنتکاہ
سیںبجئگ۔ےسکنتک اپسسپس

غانسکلنقببناشت۔
***

مہب نا
اسعصمسشنڈاکاقرکست

مکںممیںکعجشاعکنیت۔ےجباہ
اپےپکمافکونےمچئرکت،ےجب

کت۔ نلکبجکسبناسکلاتہ
باجاپنینہاقڈاکاقرکبئکستگارت۔
ڈاکاںکیتکاہجذہطروصیبہجئگ۔

اناسمڈیننشگمگت۔
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"اسکخنمبلہ۔ بب۔۔۔
"بب،راتن۔۔۔ببےگہ۔ابہایب

ججرہہ۔بمیجن،ابرانن۔" اچ
اارپاسکےنہکلنشگ۔اہلڈںکم
ت،اارمؤںکنتبانکرنکقبہےیکتہ۔

***
لگبیکعلماسسنیکنیرہ
ت۔یاہنیتجپمرککککٹےک
کگت،بچگت۔اسکلیا ن طحپ

گت،جیوبنکگت،خنبیگت۔یانک
اطت،یانکپکنت۔

شاناکرہت،کئہتںک کئسےمٔکاپربک
ےسنکت مممبکاسسنرہت،اارکئب

رہت۔اینسرجطعہچت،ےنانیکسرج۔

دنشچہلاہی انسکنرمناہبنجنت۔
منیرہت۔اسکےنںمکجبک

کڈنمڈاکاقرکنبئ نت۔اس ج
اار ت،جمخفننہناںسامنھاُنھنیرہت

ہکنںبچاٹت۔ڈاکاقرناس
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***

تنےر کئتقنںساسکجنبےاارک
ےلسنااارک۔لمیکاکنیؤیا۔اسکس
سیمخنبل۔اہابتحتااربیکک
مخفسکنرہتکانسنمکاپبٹں
ساسراشنشاعکنی۔انکچےڈھہئت،م
ےنںمنتکےگبکرہت۔اباہ

اُسکنبجنجواٹںاارڈناںکبنریاسلک
رہت۔اسکایایعنرنسکاہاٹت۔اہچ

چہتمحسےاانننپرہت۔
گںتاہاسلترمرترہ۔جانیہگکاس

کجاباسقبنرہکنینہنںنشگکبجسس،تاہ
استپچڑکچگ۔اسکےنںسےنبرہت۔اہ

اپمںکررنچہت،انکسسلکگںران
چہت۔اسباجینےرہت،اسےخیبرسشک

کچہہئت۔ نی
اسننرنسےننشل۔نفکننیسررا،

"لمب۔"

اسنےہسےنکل۔سماسکپرےبب
جنکےت،
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ےفبکخفسہنکنیہ۔ساپاخمک
ویت،امیعاجوت،راشبح

ویت،متریابببقت۔
***

قنں اُسکجمابتانئبقنرہت۔اہت
گلٹرہت،ےننسبجت۔ کست
أےجکمیاپجنسگتتبشرلڈںکشب
یبایتااراپبب نہئت۔اسناپفض
نہننیت۔ہں،اباہوسننت کاقرکنائ

مسگ۔ےجڈاکلمعنخنکشفکنیت۔

اچنچاررکےاانیبہنل۔نیکنانں
اطافسشر،اٹںاارتاراںکککاہسئ
نیل۔نیہنیحےاراںننیکاپرصےم
امُککننمتڑچت،تریچراںس للت۔

پگت۔
چلںمفمڈلںکےاان،چںااررانکڈنم
گ۔کلڈںکککبہپنیگ،ککنخکنیگ،ککملا
اسبلٹلگاارککعتسکلگ۔نی
جنابرہچتکسدلت،اارکدشانہک

لبچت۔جبگت،اہنشگباسسک
نہاارانلںکینرکاالت۔
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نیابباپملکجنگمنت۔نک،خفاار
خشکمجکللگےنانیکسرجنیکلب

تبت۔کئنںملےیایسنہارہت،تکئہتبکک
اپربساپااراپپراںکتتکنعمنرہ
ت۔ہسایہام،ایہےسبیہئت

،اسنھتوپقمرککاحسکہگ؟

اُسپکسنیکےسنکرنکح
ہگ؟اُسکمکخشمکتنگاارنشگبہگ؟

***
مرامناسلماساقانجنفت۔فش ا

وہطفخنکنھپہئت۔اسلکاارڈن
میںکبجسکیرہت۔ہکئاپپرےکےن
کلمکرہت۔اُسکچےوتصف

جرہت،ےنںمٹک،منلبلدلت۔
اہاساقباپکمکھریمرتسانمنےرہت۔
کنسہکت،ھرےاسلمڈاکلمساچ

ااقکئنت۔ ڈاک
***

اونراشمسکطمتریمشک بااقت
ےفبکاماسغابم بنیہ،طعم



Soil of faithfulness

114

رفتاپملکجنراانہگ،لای
اپبقومتکرہت۔ڈاکلم شابباہںب
عکحممتنار،مبکشفبنے

س۔
***

سکگرےایگبچت۔ڈاکاقراپ
چٹبئکلسمکنوبت۔باجکاسن
،مموبحتسےرہت۔ےسکنیسماال
ڈبوجہئت،جںایمںاپننلنبکبربراپ
سسلرہت۔اُنباخراپبکینسنل۔ن

جناُسنکنکیہگین۔یطتکپکن
پخاہاُسلگ۔ااریاہبجابمخبگ۔ پہ
أایننبخنےیتپےناالکخطماہاس

س ہکطحہہئانکڈان ڈانیئگ،ااراہ
لگ۔

اپسج۔اہایبنرشہکبیاارنر نفانںن
نجانکمںت،انکارنینت۔انںننی
پکسشکنی،جشسسےئدلدل

ناںسبگننکنیرہت۔
نلابباُناست،ماہکسکنست۔غ
بنتاسےتہنت،اہتلمہتجاُسکللس

بخہجیکتت۔۔۔اببکنااقہت؟
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اپمکاعافکےگ،اُساپستل ےئگااراہ
جئگ۔اہاُسکبافئکبشفکنےگ۔۔۔باہ

ایبرےتجئ۔
ہں،اُسکباہاُسسنراضہجئگ،کننتاُس

کبنکباجنراٹرہگ۔۔۔لاہےتجئ۔
برخانرخہا۔ےسکنیہاہتپکےگبھ۔انں

تمل۔ماہبحاسکعل نمساُسکہت
مانکپنیرہتجں۔۔۔کئتہن۔ےسن
اُسکنہںکتقمنی،پنیساُسک

نیہئک۔
"اہنےئگب۔۔۔اُسشفکنا۔"

"نکاںگ،کبنکاںگ،اہشفکقبن
دل۔۔۔کن"!

انںناُساپسسللااراہکلںتسںک
ستراترہ۔ےخکرڈاکاقرکےاانوانںناُس

تا۔
"چب،نںہرہہ۔"

لگساسکعلمجیجینیمسار
ہرہت۔یایعست،جکسنم

ایںببلییھ،نلایسنکہ۔اہتںپ
اارڈاکاقرےگ،انکسمناُٹئچرہت۔پاہ

مبگ۔ نی
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ےپکجتنیس،مانکستانجںک
ضاربنیہ۔ ےسن

چکے،کننککن،تڑیسجھناارناائلکاہ
نراانےکجنئگ۔لمکبلںوہتپت
ہئاُنکےنبگ۔اہےنبک،ےخیبر

کشےجعہتتاہ اپمںکلکمسکرہت۔
انبتکانکببانکنقموچنہ۔

اُسنبخنیکپمپڈالکاونکاپلہ۔
اع ک لاہجنتکعہکطحاپب

تبکساانکسبشھنی۔اہنمنسجکےس
سہرجیکتت۔

بااُسکسسلکناراقررانل۔اُنبربرہاہ
لینےرہت،جانںنلمکڈانتیاُسککن
کت۔کشانمکعہت،کشاہاُسکنںااراپ
ویرکس۔کشیلکخنہت۔کش
اقاسپٹجت۔ماقکککلرکہ؟

***
اہان سسپہاسونجنت۔اُسکےنکک
راہترہت،نلمایمھسامُجگرہ

تکاہےئگ۔۔۔اہ
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اببتپرہ ہں،اباہمت،ماسنلککج
ت؟

اوناسنلکہتںجخارہاہ،ریہکاار انلسنعم
شکہتںہاہ۔

***
اہاساقاپگکےنمکیت۔ہں،اہ
ےنجںاہاارعاخہرانرمکچئپکتت۔
عتیکحالساُنبیکت،ااراہاُنک

چےکاُترھےؤکےنںمےئ،تیک
علمسرہ۔عہشمماُنسمرہ

ل،اارجبپرٹکنیرہاُنکاانمراںک
کمرہت، ےپکبب فیکتتاہفسک،"

رہہنبیہنت۔"
اہاینشہنلاونت،اارفنملسنلکبع

اُن ہ،ےنمبحلےتت۔جلگاُن
نانںکستنی۔

ک،عکسرینشگےسکےنماارےسک
۔ کلںوہہہبجئگ نشگع سری

بااپےنھناُنکویےئاارےہساُنکےھ
وہترکنی۔ہں،اہاُنکبیست،ااراپسکیں

غنیاُنخنکےنرارہت۔ناسےپکج
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"ڈاکاقرایاچاونہ۔تااراہستخبجگ۔
مامہتمامنرکگ۔ریمتخالف

کنےسں،میڈیٹہگ۔اپخلرک۔"
سنیمۓباٹاارپ یککاہاس

اشھیراہاریںمگہتگ۔
ااراہ،ڈابسرجکنرنراشم،دنشساُسجتنی
رہ۔أیےخیمقتتتاتمکں؟بتانھری
اارجبتھشہکںرہگ؟کاہاُسبپئگکی

تمتں اہ اسنمسراپنکلنکت،ب م
ساسکنلوتمکتت؟

مکناسیاکاتسککںہتہ؟
***

اشھاےسپسےتیاسکاپاشر،اہفن
کس۔اسکہتلنرہت۔اہتمےن،جاُسنبی
جینسسشسچیت،اببقبہکب

ن۔اہاسکمت۔۔۔اہاسکاارکستکنیس
ت؟اہاسکبتکأاہاسالناعکےتتیااپکس

نمہجت۔
نینہممکنہتہ؟اہجچڑجئ،یاہجچڑنیجئ؟
اپمبکنمےجساہایبافشت،
مکشکئاسبنیکاہاپاعہھراکگت،اُس
تاارمنیکاعہ۔اُسناعہخبایت۔
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ااریلم؟یتترےاعےکننتن؟ان
اعاںککہگ؟"

اہاسکسالودنشہگ۔چلیںہدنشک
ابغابہنکت۔تڑینںباُس نرہگ۔سرج

نےہسفمنیجئھچ،
" "کاہسکجٹت؟

لمکنلوجقلگت۔قابظک
تمحیپرکنلت۔کنںبخنکتلہئ،اُس
ناسکطفنیبکشاعک۔اہکانکاس

لکارنینچہت۔
جنہ،منےجتخنکشفنک۔م"
اپببکنےس۔جبمںکےنںمےننی
ہں،خنکقراارٹاتہں۔گشایسلساینن

بسنکننسپی۔ماپگکتتنک
س۔ماپدشانکرفہں۔۔۔متتکننا۔
یںمیضارتہ۔ہسہکاسطحمخنک
اسعاباارپاےکےگسےنانکسں۔م

"بجنتنمنچہ،سش۔
اہکںساسکنہتےنںکنیرہت،مباہمراسنی

کہاببنت۔مبکتمتپ
نیسبھکبکئاذیہسہ؟
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"متگہں،سش۔۔۔متگہں
،اپلڈںکیںاسللمنینی۔من

ممےنانیہرےلکیبہگ،ماتضارجنہں
ککئایبدشان

ھرےکھراپکنکسنیوقمنرکسگ۔"
سشناُسنشگمپبراتٹٹہانی۔ےجاس

کچےوماہنت،ےجصفملت،اار
ایاننخف،جسشککاشیےفکخنے

رہت۔
"تجسچرہہ،ایکنہگ،لم"!سشن

اشانمک۔ ناٹک
"خاکل،سش۔۔۔ضنکا۔ت،امںااربایںس

نجؤ،ججمہ۔"لمناسکہتتمل۔
سشنکئماحنک۔

باتےاانسہئت۔ ابکجاہ
کرم "منڈاکاقرکبتکتست۔۔۔اہ
ہتکرہہ۔تبامںاارباکلکچجؤ۔اہتس

کخلرکگ،میہ۔"
اسنلمکاساشانسنیجاہپگہگہ،پ
اسکٔفسہتچاکاپانساسکنیہئاھٹ

اتُریاارسمرکنی۔
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خناپقملہ۔ماہدنشت،بان
کرنسرنجڑےکیت۔نخابتنہت،

بنکلاقنرکرت۔
***

مرامناسلنخمیںسککباہا اساقا
ت۔راہاریںمبگناڑمت،ہطف

افاتیکعلت۔ڈاکنااربقعکتانننبنن
کہرہت۔لگہتومرت،اپپراںکےن
کلنشگکسریجھناارسرےخابٔایرکک،دل

جلںاارٹٹنللکچکرہت۔
اہایکبناسامینیرہت۔ککپساق
کت،کتپہاقکرفرسبہجچت۔اسک
ےنخنملیاشںوجت،ااراساپاالک

اذینکنتینےرہت۔جتننککےتنک
ب،بیرامنگرایسنسکوپنیگت،
ےنانیمرک"کسپہ جںانکلےسک"

دنشہگت۔
اہتقنںکستےکایبوبگ۔ذہاب

بتریمڈابہات۔اارکاش؟اارکوبنں؟
اساسللمنیک،سشکنلمٹاٹ
ت۔اہغمسطیساسکویبگ۔
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اُنکگمخشںااپلٹرہت۔انمی
کچہت؟

کسچہ؟مسبخیبکبینہ۔
***

ےنانیاببحویت۔منپسبنینہ
پجشنےتت،ملاتبتیسس
ہتجرہت۔ایطفےنانیکنےب

کناالمنت،تناسیطفانکےااناارجبک
نبنکسکناالہا۔پاہاقبےیجمنں
،جکتہخشاار ناپعیغمستںک

غمستکےرہت،نغکتنی۔
میںہنبجت،ےنانییںہنمجت۔ک

تسگہکےسکگماساقسگک
علکںہگ؟

"ن۔۔۔رنایککسہ؟اتبانھک۔۔۔یمے
ال"!نانںہتںمسٔائ،اہبربرنمسہرہ
ت۔نلولپچٹہنخسنینہتنیہ،اارظ
یکیصفنلتماننرہبنمغتاپ

راسبلہ،ااراسبمجکنیہ۔جاس
اقےسسچسسقصت۔

منتباانالامننےرہت،لاناہ
جنتکےسنینھکرنواشےاعنکک
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اسنجنبجکچاتنتباناسککنک۔
"ک!تریبتکرہہںم۔"

ابانںنےسکبطکجہہناہیہرہ
ت۔

"بااچرشہ،یکیھلہ،نابںکدشانہ۔مت
کہںنںکبتک؟بتچنیہ۔"

ےسانکبتغرسسل،پاینلمک
نیجابیگسکنکرہت۔

"اسکشنیبا،صفلہکاڈلمںیکم
بخنہانمنےچہ۔"

نانںخاتناسکیفرذقئکلت۔اس
نگکرککشاعک۔

"سشایکمبڈاکہ۔ماسکف
عصسجنہں۔ہں،ماجکتڑیسہج

ےپنانںخات،لنلکباچہ۔ہسکستنی
ہ۔اہاکرہہ،چربئںکنتکامنی
ہاسن۔منچہکابمیاہاک

رہ۔اہنابںکبیاچہگبا،للمکتباہبت
ہ۔"

اہبتمککاُٹگ،اارپنانںخاتاسگرترہگ۔
"چلںبےسن "سش۔۔۔نمتایاچہ،

ماتہئباجسک،تاہبمانی۔
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کبرکہکاسکستاچبتؤک “نتبا!
کا۔برانجنہرےبرےمکسچہگ۔یت
اسکخصہکلمکابکجنکباسن
نمںککمتلل۔اُجتبنلاارکمبکنی
ہ۔لمکتنکیتنیہ،ایماہکنسکن
ہرےل۔أاہکرہہکقہاتتیایہہاہگ۔"
ےسنبتمککانکلقمک،اارنت

باافسسسہکرہگ۔ےسایمطل
صفنلدتنت،اارصفنلاالںکستی
نناکباکنککہ۔کاُنکستبکئ

ککجرہت؟
***

اسرمصمنوخانبتااراہتںراتک
کنکنممافت۔لمنجسہش

تات،نتباکایگکفنکطحہپی
ت۔اہبربرلمکپمبڈالرہت۔
"ببا!مااننبےئگک،ککک؟"

ای بانویےکےہساسککنمک،"
باچرشہمینم،کتبتچؤں؟"
جج،بلچئبا،میطفسرضمیہ۔"

"یتبئ،کبڑھونلےگہےپک؟
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اقکراٹکتہں،کںسنی؟سمراچکاارنم
بیی۔رقنےکبیمسشمرفنفکہ،ارناہ

تبےہبششلگت۔"
ےسحتاارخفککماسکتمگ
سرہت۔انکبنچرہتکرنکڈھ

سرینعئنی،جناپجنخےمڈالکانک
نمےئت۔

"ابتنےئگناہااپ،رن؟"
"ےپبفرہ،رنکہتہئےپکنمںکک

نہگ۔اچب،ماجنتنی۔"
نراانےساشرےتنتبانایبارسنہاسو

ڈال۔سوگبپیمطسبشھرکت،لگناڑھکککک
اار تسسسساراگت،اچ(رااییبات(

نڈھڈےاپجمپہات۔رنبی
پبسکایمطجاااسمنت،جنت

باکایےننبتت۔
یجبتاسنمںکحبکبکلاتہ،"
ہنفاینکنتستہ۔اارتہبراسکبتںو
کلہ۔مکہںذراپتکا،یےنبککی

ہبابباسن۔ مجاکہ۔متاسشوذرن
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اسلک اہتکبتکبل۔نراانہبککاباہنانں
الالحںمڈیٹنیجرہت۔اہجم

ہتڈالنائطفئنلجلمنپسررا۔

من "مااارتراستہکہ۔۔۔اسنن
تاگننس۔ججمچؤکنقمگ۔۔۔ما

انبتہہگ۔"

یککاہبئطفئگ۔اارسشکلں
تاُسجتنیرہ۔اسکذہمابباہج
"اسلک منتاگننس۔ "اسنن ڈنرہت۔
نرانیارنناپکنھپماسکےنںکلب
کلسخہتنی۔اہاتبیبتاتےسنسک
کست؟سشکلاسشکبہنن

انھریت۔

***

اسبرتباننہگہ۔نمںوق "بج!
چاانکلاچدصرقاصلکلہاُنلڈںن۔

ابےپہبئ،مغی،جننمبای
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اارجننیبجبریلل۔۔۔اُسننککاں؟"
اہاپہرامسالکگت۔

"اُسننتمررسہ،مریاتمطنجتہ۔
ترےحمچراپںککنک ہراننببابن۔

غےیہاارمےحمایک۔طہس
تراخابرہہاارمباپببکاصاروچن۔ت
مککیںتپہ،اارمٔتساس
بمتےیہں۔لیبسہکتریطف

ہمکرُخماپطفنڑلںگ،تری ےناال
طفےناااہطفنتسپمساائگ۔اعہرہ"!
اہابباسکےنںمنیرہت۔بابپسن

نسچت۔

"اتبےاعےنکی،ڈاکلم۔۔۔جافن
کس۔"

اہاُٹہئہیماہلبل۔

ایمیامںک "بیشماجدتنااقہئہےپت!
ہکشماجیکںکگنب۔"

"پتےپکخشہنچہ۔۔۔ہراستہکن
ہگ۔"
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بیی۔رقنےکبیمسشمرفنفکہ،ارناہ
تبےہبششلگت۔"

ےسحتاارخفککماسکتمگ
سرہت۔انکبنچرہتکرنکڈھ

سرینعئنی،جناپجنخےمڈالکانک
نمےئت۔

"ابتنےئگناہااپ،رن؟"
"ےپبفرہ،رنکہتہئےپکنمںکک

نہگ۔اچب،ماجنتنی۔"

نراانےساشرےتنتبانایبارسنہاسو
ڈال۔سوگبپیمطسبشھرکت،لگناڑھکککک
اار تسسسساراگت،اچ(رااییبات(

نڈھڈےاپجمپہات۔رنبی
پبسکایمطجاااسمنت،جنت

باکایےننبتت۔

"یجبتاسنمںکحبکبکلاتہ،
ہنفاینکنتستہ۔اارتہبراسکبتںو

ےنبککیکلہ۔مکہںذراپتکا،ی
ہبابباسن۔" مجاکہ۔متاسشوذرن
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***

یاُنننںکقہجنہمہامہنات
ےنانیک اپعاجوت۔ہگرتننمنںکاُنکخابم
ویکت،اارہننبشرمناسخابکت
مرامناسلمےئراننخ کلاپجنوبنکنی۔ا
یییبہکاپپراںکپس میںکہمرہ۔کئ揰ھ�و�
لٹجت،تکئہکلاپغننہگاالںکچڑک

رخہجت۔

کمےببابکنےئگ؟""

یممسساللمکےننکگ۔تینک
بپساسکبچت،تکبس

کنیرہت، اسکبپ۔اہنےنںمسالللم
بخکلمخنباکیسالاپنل اسبتس

ت۔ سککت

"ترےببضارےئگ،اارپہاہکےئگ؟"
اہنیسکہئبکسمےکبگ۔ببصی

سجابکمت۔
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جاہااپاارڈمےئتایمیکشئکت
ہئلمواُسکنیی۔

"Want to share?"

نجناککشںکباجنیشاُسکاشر
طفنںسکبخہجتت۔ ک

"No, thanks."
مسجاباسبتکاررہتکاہاسنضعوکئ

بتنکنچہ،ماہلمہکجہرمنل۔

" "نلکنخبنسکہتہ،سش۔۔۔انبنکا۔
کشک۔ اُسننملمےنک

"میںکعجک،ڈاکلم۔۔۔مان"!
سنمیسجابنےکاُسنخنکمکنں
ت۔ coping mechanism مالل۔یاُسک

جنرناارینیحسبھجتتاہیںہاُنناشان
لےخک ککاپےپکمافکل،

لماُسافسسنیرہ۔ ت؟؟

سشغرنغبنکسہنت۔
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خاجناسکنلماسقرنتکن
میکہجابنےگتاہبل۔اہک بنیت۔ج
بلت،مجبلتارنٔنکلگنمسنھست۔

یکنکشاعک۔ لسہبلںاال
"اصلتمبےپکعجنکنچہت۔انہنات

گ مأےپکگکایفنمرا
ہتمنباپچربئکئہ۔لکےپ

جنہ؟مہراناُنکنتکبک
اساسلمقمرکہںکنیںمبای

ڈاک"ونارنی۔ "اسنل" ڈاکہں۔

"جککمہمیںکعجکن۔ماپمسی
اضکتہ۔جبکہاکنیہںتمیےنں
کسماپچراںبئںکاذینکنتلا

جتہ،لمہبراسمکپمپڈالکاپ
کمخشاسبسانمنیہں،کنیمافضہ۔
أےپمسعجنکاانچہتیےپکمض
ہ،لمےبہاارمیتخکلےپ

ایالظاسلنکس۔"

پاہاہںرکن۔اُسنااشبکرُخک،سےئ
للسنلہئخنکنرمکنککشکترہ۔
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نشگمکنت،لہجباہتت۔
نتبانےنںسمارہتااراہاپےنمرت

سچتہاچگ۔اُننانںکمھراہچت۔

***

مرامناسلاُساقکمکیاسلںمس نہکا
اساقک ایت۔اسکبنس1930م
نرکت۔ااربیچسلبی7 مرامن ا ارڈ اااائ

اوی1936کاسکافحکگ۔اساقاہںایہم
لہاتااراسلکانمشمٹاکنککش

مت۔

ہمکبسراسبتہئےگبھتتاہنےئگ
۔اُسکےننمت،ڈکاُنمنبجرہت،ج
اسکنخخرنہنلکعنکتت۔لاسکاُٹ

ٔننیبرہتکاپتخواسرتبابب
شمگنت۔

ہامیابببےاانمچرہت۔"م
مجؤںگ،لکمنڈاکساپعجن

"نکااؤںگ!
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" "کللھچںےپک؟اچبتہ۔

اہاُنچےبنرہس۔

انہتںناسکپلھسکجانکاارےج "نیرہہامں!
یہراللھچکبراانارنرہ۔سکہ،بجان

" ہجئتیںہگکررڈںکبلجتہ۔

نتباہبتڈرامئاشانمککعنیت۔بل
لم،أےنکببکایجئتنتباک

حیمانچڑکصفاُنکاشانوہہک
لٹھٹہجئگ۔

جںتمینہ،ےپخنکررڈںمشرن ""
کت،با۔یاننکہئ؟

ےساسکاسطحچنورکہیی۔

لمااربانانںیٹاُننیل۔مئجہہت
کخبرتلہن۔

""اچ،مچہں۔

اُسنےہسکاارسےلتےسناسکبلں
پا۔یبلانککینناتت،جابانک ونیسہت
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"ننتبا،ایبتمک۔سبانریچہ
منںکیفہجئ،رنسہرانلکرشہ۔

لمکبباسوخنسنینہاعنکتت،اسلاہہراب
افنارہ۔اونابخنہئ۔"

"نتباگیسنلکنابرہ "خاکےایہہ
اپکمممافہگ۔

ےسابےنبکتکنانےہےۂارہت۔
ایسلہنکےیتعاخکننسرخہئ،
میںمسہتتجاہکگہنہں۔عاخب
بسمنرہؤںکطحابامکزیک

لیت،لجہامہناتنشتاخرک
تانکنیبلگاارپانںناپنشگملک

لاقکنی۔

"المع"!بےھوڈال،سکٹپاارگ
و�تسپےئاہاجنجانکفعمل

و ی� ما��ن�
رہت.

ہاقگڑےوساررہہ،کٹکنا “ارےلممں!
گیاپنتباکللبھچلکا"۔انکبتواہ

ےہسمانی.
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ت،ملمکشتکہکمبنیلجن
االاسکببیںبپنلگت۔

کےکمںکخاٹںکذرینیونللبپکت
چڑکأناسےکےکرُخکاتاہںکللکمن
ےتت۔ہچسسرکہئت،جاُسکتسکڈاہ
نےرہت۔لیکالریمرکبشرکباُسکذاقم

انبکپنیت۔اہاساقبایکبک
قلمگت۔نرنراشماُسکچہااربمرہ
رہت۔بلییلاارنشوکت۔اہتیسص

پاارستہایڈائیمنٹلجرہت۔
کبطسمت۔غرسنیتنراانےکااٹم
و�تسپے

و ی� ایسکٹااراسکستایا��ن�
نےت۔کٹکنائحونرنکایٹلت،
جوجحافملت:ڈاکلمع۔

***

"ارےامں!متکہںابینمںکحبکب
تخننی۔کتاسرنکباسرہگ؟خا

جنیحبمکنانیںکتہگ"!
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ےخیق
س1947،ےنانیسچمہق

یکننہکمناکیعقچشنچکک
ایگکمساپسکےغنکتہ۔ےنھ

یں ین
و راتکاقت۔صمایالکسابقتم�ا
بہئت۔صساشرےؤتناکےنےتت۔پ

کہخاٹںسڈنرہت۔قرتنہاونککئن
کئہعکہتہ،اارلہکصفوننرانسئہئ

مسسبےاانمخاٹ نتباکنن
لکفبگت۔پسہایڈلموےنےگس

پناارچنکڈلںرکت۔رہہککےک
ناسامانڈلںکنںماثت،تکنکونےچنی

االخاٹںکباجنسنکنسرہت۔

کےکناسیمےسدتنت۔تیمےنانی
نانسکاپچلت،لاسےخیوبننان
سجکرمتچلت۔نشگمانںننابرعک
ت۔ایبراپرعمحتعاخس،اارناسیبر

خمجلمعاخس۔نانںسمیںت،
ملمکشتکہکمبنیلجناال

اسکببیںبپنلگت۔
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�مُ�ّنفہکترف

ثءجل
ای سف سل ب م ہ۔ ثء نم ما
اننکبلہںاارارُنااازییانبسمگی
نلچہ۔مانینہتاقکبںکرفقمگرتہ۔
اصفہ۔لما تریفمیپیہ اار سی

ف�یّ��ن

ماپ ہ، مبمہ۔لکستبوان
کنںکبقعہرئکنکےغنمناسسل
جریمایویناسکمرےوک،جکم
أچماباس گ۔ رہں تحتنلسشگار
سماتپن،لماخابہکمے
نںت اار کے اث و نلں ج ہ تث ای م الظ

رہ۔ تقئ
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کیصفایفتجخہگ؟
اہسےجبنشہہ،حلپکنکخابانکت،تقکراہو

گمنپکنکخابہراہ۔
اہیبکگاببریےجکنجانکہ،
ہنہرنتتاقبلہ۔۔۔۔

اساقوبہنااانہت
بکرہگپکن
ےجکنہہنجانںکعکست۔

سرکابےگپکن
أمبلہتپخنکبلہ،سچبلم

سارنکل۔
نسچکبن،ےنانپکنکت۔

اہنجنںتہات،
راشخابکتہات،
ہاراںجنیجتبت

تکیمنںّںہات۔
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ہفقنیےۓہازیینبنک،
قینبننمکہ۔۔۔

ہاہسکرہہجییکنارمکرہت۔بنمک
ستےنانہتلیہ۔

سچایکباہماتوبن،المک
قم،اپچ،اارسسبھکپکنکلصکنک

ب۔۔۔
اسیرریپکن

غرافأاسنمسہشاعکجۓتےنےیص
یںسہجتہ،ااریاہحبںہجہکسنار

ہ
اقنہاپچلبلکسیہ،بیہکہکت،

کہ،اارہکہنچہت۔
ینہاہالرنجپکنپسپہاسنسن
االہراسکمنںکخنسلیگت؟اہچس

مہئسپلجملوپسپہاپملںوج
پ۔کبیجۓمؤںکاسصککجنےنانیک

ناڑماپشہ،اپبااراپبپکی۔۔۔
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عپانہت۔
ہےنانہکنہلکبلہ،

نٹجننجن۔
ہباتکتہ،

کنہرےحقہنیہنگۓ۔
ہاہعقمہججںمجتہ،

کنہغسےاانٹٹتہ۔
ال�تطکملکاسطحسنیہ، ہح�

رانگرکلمکچڑنی۔
یاطتراہ،تہپسںاسک۔۔۔۔

اقکستستہریاطکلمپجن
رہ،

ریانوبنںکبلگہ۔۔
یپنقریکرہہ۔۔۔۔۔

انرےںراایتکبشھہہجارثیہاسنسل
،ت
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کہےنانہ؟

ےنانیکہ؟
اہج1947کجمجنںکوبنکبلص

ہئ۔ےنانیجالاطکحلکنمت؟یپےنانیجازیاںک
ییسنتکنمت۔۔۔۔۔۔۔

ہےنانہکااق؟
یےنانہمصفنمک

ہےنانہصفسچکل،
عکنہرےلنہ،

ہےنانہمصفنیکل،
کنبلہنکسہن،

ہےااناںکنبنجنہ
ٹٹہئےااناںوڈٹجنن۔۔۔

ہنقبلہ،
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�مُ�ّنفہکترف

تیافر

تیافربایانکطہاارمنالسترک
ہ۔اہایمہنکستسترعہبہ۔

و�تلجمکمکہ۔
و انںننصفکبلبکفاای�ّ�

انکللصفلنباحستکااضکناال
راسہجپبمحسےتکااسہاارپ

بمککننبسہ۔



Soil of faithfulness

143

تس

صن م نشر

142 تیافر 1

137 جل ثء 2

106 مح 3

100 ناراہات 4

98 ائاررن 5

94 تیفان 6

89 غاس 7

86 نعام 8

80 عرفعب 9

78 وےیال 10

76 عئل 11
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�ّّ�ز یپبن ال� �ُ銰نرمحف

اف سنیم
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