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Message From The
Principal

[t is with great pleasure that [ write for the 3rd
volume of MERAKI, our student-led e-magazine.

MERAKI Vol. 3 is a result of the literary and artistic
expressions of our Senior Section students. It took
them a good full academic year to work on this
steadily; managing the editorial work, the design, the
collection and the scrutiny of submission along with
their regular studies. It took a lot of effort on the part
of students to come up with this beautiful version.

This e-version is not only a result of consistent efforts
from our publications team from the students but also
from the patron of the team, Ms. Faryal Zaffar and
the Senior Section.

I hope the readers will like this issue of Meraki.

Happy reading!

Fahad Haroon
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Message From The Senior Section Head

It is amazing to see another year of successful completion and publishing of our
student-led e-magazine, Meraki Vol. 3.

Our creative team of students and members of the editorial board have yet
again done a wonderful job from the collection and proof-reading of all the
content to designing this magazine. | would like to extend my sincere gratitude
to the editorial board and our magazine patron, Ms. Faryal Zaffar, for their
tireless efforts in making it a success, Alhamdulillah.

We look forward to more such accomplishments in the future, In shaa Allah.

I hope you enjoy reading this edition of Meraki.

Faxzeelat Shakir

Senior Section Head
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Editor's
Note

The word “meraki”, in every rendition of
its interpretations, signifies a sense of
deep thought and meaning regarding
one’s work.

Used to evoke a sense of something intrinsically beautiful that is crafted with
vigorous care, this term is a mark of the complexity of true creativity. |
confidently state that the featured works adorning the pages of this
publication, regardless of medium, are remarkably infused with its essence
and wish you the best of times perusing through them. It was the greatest of
honors to be the editor for Meraki this year and, as is the nature of such
things, an experience that brought with it much appreciated learning. Words
cannot express how gratifyingly wondrous it was to be granted this
opportunity and help yet another edition of Meraki come to life.

This venture would not have been
possible without a few people, to whom |
extend my utmost gratitude to. To Miss
Faryal, our patron, without whom this
magazine  would be a  mere,
unachievable thought, for her constant
encouragement and support; to the
language teachers for motivating their
students to participate and contribute to
the publication; and to Shanzhay Faizan,
my sub editor, for her invaluable insight
and irreplaceable aid throughout the
course of this endeavour.

Hafsah Tahir
Editor
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Editing anything at all, at
least for me always seems to
end up evolving into a
cumbersome and repetitive
task; mustering only half-
hearted enthusiasm at best.
This year, however, | am both
surprised and exuberant to
report that this might not
always be the case. In the
course of preparing the
magazine, | came across
multiple incredibly literate,
creative, and touching
responses that pleased me
greatly. Therefore, it is my
earnest desire that you, the
reader, enjoy this publication
every bit as much as me and
the editorial team did while
producing it.

FAIOr s
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In the early hours of a winter's eve, a
storm raged in all its divine fury. The
woodlands cowered under its wrath, as it
destroyed all that it encountered, leaving
nothing but death in its wake. It was a
force so ferocious that once mighty trees
bowed before it, swaying to and fro in
fear as it prepared to uproot them. The
winds' howls reverberated through the
ether, a cruel sound that snuffed out any
semblance of hope from the hearts of man
and beast alike. In the heart of these
woods, a raven sought shelter in the tree
that had been its home since a warm,
autumn evening; when it had settled onto
this branch with the first twig in its beak
that had built its nest. The nest. It eyed it
with a primal yearning, dreams of soaring
through the stars, in search of food for its
inhabitants, weighing down its heart. It
cried out to the winds to be merciful but
did so in vain; for the heavens continued
to weep as rain battered the tree the bird
sat in, making it as stable as a leaf on a
windy day.

Lightning split the sky and the branch
cracked, flinging the raven towards the
neighbouring bushes; something pierced
its body as it cried, the sound a sign of
another fallen warrior. As this fallen
warrior rose from its would-be grave, a
sense of wariness settled over its being.
The winds had somehow shifted, for their
howls were now soft warnings of immense
sorrow. The raven's neck snapped
towards the left as something fell to the
ground with a series of cracks and it
gazed down in sudden shock, as the world
started to spin uncontrollably, and a
singular tear escaped its eye. The tear, a
droplet, a mere peasant in front of the
storm’s royalty, splashed beside a bundle

Per Aspera Ad Astra
Through The Thorns To The Stars

WRITTEN BY HAFSAH TAHIR 11B

of twigs that had not been there a moment
before.

All around the bird, the storm continued
with the unrestrained malice of a crazed
drunk, but the raven remained rooted to its
spot. The nest was gone, and with it, it had
taken every warm feeling the raven had
ever felt. Gone was the exhilaration of a
long flight; gone was the jubilation of
seeing the three blue eggs in its nest every
day; and gone was the trivial delight of
waking up to the sun as it rose from the
horizon. The departing souls of its eggs
cried out to their mother one last time, their
voices enchanting, the only pieces of hope
in this cold land of grief.

The raven, now but a shadow of its former
self, shivered and shook with misery, but
the storm did not find it in its heart to be
kind. A gust of the coldest wind the woods
had ever experienced dragged the bird
through the thorns the ground was littered
with, leaving it near a shallow pit where
the roots of an upturned tree had once
been. Frail and bloodied, the raven lifted
its head, trying to make out its nest, which
was quite impossible.

And there, in that clearing crafted by the
hand of death itself, the raven teetered
and fell, the weight of this torment too
much for it to bear. Now that all hope was
lost and the eggs were no longer, the cold,
merciless fingers of suffering caressed the
raven into a collapse where it fainted,
leaving the anguish behind.

There, in a world of no feeling that was so
utterly blissful, for the raven did not wish
to think any longer, it spent the rest of the
storm's reign.

As the roars of the winds subsided and
the skies stopped their mourning, stars
appeared in the night sky once more.
From the pit a few feet away from the
broken nest, the bird climbed out, shaking
water out of its feathers and gazing up at
the calm yonder with an emptiness so
deep, even the trees felt it, bowing down
as if to comfort this lone survivor
harrowed by the terror of war. But the
raven did not care, for it had just seen
something. Something that shifted against
the inkiness of the dark, something that
made it run towards where the broken
nest lay.

And from the ruins of death, like a
phoenix rising from its ashes, emerged a
tiny black head. As the raven looked on,
its heart welcomed the feeling of joy like
old friends reunited, and it cawed, the
sound echoing through the now-silent
woods. A warm breeze swept through the
woods, undoing the harm of its
predecessors; singing a melody of hope
that rang out, refilling the hearts deprived
of it. And the stars shone brightly through
the canopy of trees, their glow inviting
the raven to rejoin them once again. It
dragged the chick to the safety of its pit
and pecked at some berries for strength.
Blood still dripped from where the thorns
had so callously hurt the bird, but the
sight of the tiny black chick comfortably
resting against the pit was enough to
mend all wounds. It cawed in joy once
again, as it prepared for the flight it had
once deemed impossible.
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With a heart so light, it would not even
outweigh a feather, the raven spread its

wings and flew, into the sky and to the
stars.
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Learning Vs Age
By Umer Ozair 11C

The statement, “you are never too old to learn” is
repeatedly increasing in reverence as we enter an
era of matchless information, access and virtual
usage. A person can never be too old to learn
because humans are quintessentially identified by a
single characteristic; their matchless curiosity and
passion to achieve something. Feeling curiosity
surpasses all barriers and bounds, and if pondered
upon and linked to the leading statement, one would
be shocked to realize that learning is not a multiple
of age, rather it is a by-product of curiosity and
ceaseless yearning.

Learning is for all ages; the natural, ever-present
curiosity can never be tamed or manacled in chains
of ignorance, rather it is to be encouraged and
treasured. It is a very damaging and thoughtless
mindset of our society that education and learning
should be fixed only to a particular age and after that
you can rest in peace. More and more people are
surprising the world every few days; the astonishing
fact is that prodigies are not bounded by an age
bracket. Just recently, Marjorie Dursley of Queens,
aged 78 proved her outstanding memory by
memorizing the Guinness book of world records,
word by word.

The blanket of learning doesn't single out individuals
based on age; but becomes the proud mantle of
anyone who wishes to grasp it through sheer
curiosity and determination. Any such argument that
shun the ideals of pursuit of knowledge and confine
it within an age barrier are void especially when
history is etched with names such as Arfa Karim, the
10-year-old Pakistani girl, who became the world'’s
youngest Microsoft professional.

Critics owlishly claim the fact that learning ability
only peaks at a certain age, and hence, learning
should be age-controlled. Learning, exposure and
exploring is regarded with distaste, an ideal which is
not only damaging but studded on the path of
retardation and failure of a society. This is more in
relevance with older people as they are considered
incapacitated to grasp new ideas, learn new skills
and embrace technology.

Their deteriorating health also poses yet another
threat despite their willingness to learn, but Covid
era proved that when pushed into the tumultuous
waters of online world, the senior citizens and
especially teachers, learnt to stay afloat just as
effectively as their younger counterparts proving
that age is just a number!

A previously mentioned fact can be reiterated here,
learning is proportional to the desire and curiosity
present, not the age. Do such critics turn a blind eye
to the innumerable breathing contradictions to this
viewpoint? Additionally, some claim that too much
knowledge is harmful to your mental and physical
wellbeing. This concept is entirely pitiable, absurd
and simply laughable. The mind is a muscle, to be
trained and worked with like other body parts.
Neglect it and it will turn softer than mush. Such
people, also forget their ancestors who narrated
thousands of traditions from the beloved Prophet
S.A.W and were still at the peak of their abilities and
no finer model for humankind existed.

In conclusion, it can be said that this statement 'you
are never too old to learn' is as timeless as the
Fables of Aesop and will continue to be so till the
end of time. It is also a fine and amusing example of
verbal irony and works, be you a child, middle-aged
or a stooped person, steeped in age.

MERAKI
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Being The Youngest Child
By Sumaiyya Sabir 11B

Does our birth order define our sense of identity? It
is widely accepted that our personality is linked to
the order in which we come into our family. It is also
a common stereotype that the youngest child has it
the easiest with their parents. | grew up as the
youngest among five siblings and the experiences
and relationships that | have experienced in this
position have helped shape me into the person | am
today.

My life, being the youngest in my family, has its pros
and cons. The stereotype that the youngest child is
often the spoiled one, highlights a small part of my
life. Being the youngest, | always get what | desire,
and my wishes are more or less prioritised over my
siblings'. Being the youngest has always helped me
get my way around things. Whether | am responsible
for a certain action or not, my older siblings are
always scolded for not being "role models" or paving
the right path for me.

Life as the youngest child has also provided me with
several opportunities and experiences to learn from
my older siblings. This has enabled me to observe
and understand the mistakes along with the
consequences that my older siblings made and went
through. Furthermore, there isn't a need for tutors or
extra tuition for me as | have the wisdom and
knowledge passed down to me from my older
siblings.

Unfortunately, being the youngest child is not always
defined by ‘extra gifts, freedom and attention’. For
me, being the youngest meant | was my parents’ last
attempt at perfection. Being the youngest child, | am
expected to become a doctor, unlike my older
siblings who had the leisure to choose their own

preferred fields. | have to live up to the standards
that my older siblings didn't. | am supposed to be
the A* child of the family. This is a burden the
youngest child must carry.

| certainly don't dislike being the youngest as it
gives access to more privileges, but

| can't say | enjoy being pressured or living up to the
standards of my parents. Nevertheless, | still do and
try my best to please them.

The Unceremonious Taxi Ride
By Ayesha Gozail 11B

My head spun. | was going to be very sick very soon,
and | desperately needed to get home. Jumping into
the nearest cab, | blurted out my address and
clutched the seats as the ride started. Trying to
remember the details of what had happened was
difficult with my fuzzy memories, and all |
remembered was the sudden onset of a headache
shortly after finishing my meal.

| finally decided to take in my surroundings. |
noticed how nicely the light glistened on the sea as
the waves came to rest at the shoreline. The
unfamiliar screech of a seaqull reached my ears as |
realised, that the city | lived in was not connected to
the coast. | protested loudly to the driver and asked
him where he was taking me, but he just smiled and
said in a sinister voice, “where you belong".

Surprise set in, then confusion, and then panic
dominated as | mulled over what his words might
imply. With my heart beating faster than the taxi was
being driven, | pulled out my phone and turned on
my GPS so that | could ascertain what address to
give to the police when I called them shortly.
Impossibly, the thumping of my heart grew louder.

MERAKI
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| considered what | could do now. We hadn't been
driving long enough for us to get too far from the
restaurant, and | had been sick only a short while
ago. Maybe this was just some great prank, and |
would have to wait for it to unfold. With my guard up,
| played along and let the driver drive for now.

After a few minutes of silence, my head resumed its
spinning and made it infinitely harder for me to keep
track of where we were going. Suddenly, darkness
enveloped the car, which was suspicious as it was
too early in the evening for it to get dark. After a
series of frequent turns, ascents, and honks, |
determined we were in some parking lot. We passed
cars of every colour before some light appeared
again and informed me that we had reached its
uppermost story.

The car suddenly accelerated into an alarming speed
and before | could spot the plank resting on the edge
of the lot, it had already climbed it into the sky and
off the roof. The first difficulty this posed was
keeping my dinner inside my stomach as we
launched into the air. The second was keeping the
said dinner from spilling all over the car as it
conveniently exited my stomach. | had always
wanted to jump off a building or cliff, onto a soft
surface, just for the thrill of it. Yet the difference
between my imaginary bucket list and reality was,
that in my imagination, | knew beforehand when |
would do it, and that | would land on something soft.
Neither were true at the moment as the car landed
on a hard surface, that | assumed was a road, and
my head painfully thumped against the roof. The
brakes were pressed as the car skidded to a stop.
After regaining my bearings, | realized that the door
that now appeared outside the window was the
destination | had had in mind when entering the cab;
my apartment.

The Children Of Winter’s Destitution
By Awwaba Afzaal 9A

A blanket of mist hung in the air, blending perfectly
with the ominous silence in the deserted streets of
London. Cool gusts of wind attacked the region
every now and then, whistling vociferously, trying in
vain to terminate the perpetual silence. For miles,
neither a soul could be seen nor heard. It seemed as
if every living being, helpless at the power of nature
and the frailty of man, had gone into hiding, to be
safe in their burrows. Suddenly, a cry of despair
reverberated through the mist...

(the streets of London)

She dragged her feet, which, covered in layers of
leaves and leather, were numb. Wearing nothing but
a plain old white dress, she resembled a tortured
angel, her silvery blonde hair matted onto her face.
Her pale hands were entangled with the skeletal
ones of a child; her brother's, whom she had
enveloped in a tattered sack. The brother, innocent
as he was, kept expressing his fatigue. In a faint
voice, she replied, more to herself than him, “we
bear this pain together and we'll survive by doing
s0.” Soon, a panicky new vigour swept over her as
flakes of snow started falling from the misty sky.

She had walked for miles now, seeking shelter. She
walked with her brother on her back. She walked
until she couldn’t and fell to the ground

immobilised. Hope had left her, and death came
upon her. Drawing her last breath, she bade goodbye
to her brother and closed her eyes, the final glimpse
of the world was a murky blur.

(a few hours later....)
"Poor little souls, frozen to death. And to think that
no one helped them.”

MERAKI
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“We found them on the streets. They're homeless, |
suppose they were famished for days. Come on
Martha, let's let them sleep in peace."

“They deserve heaven. They really do.”

The two corpses of children, battered and bruised,
lay in their coffins.

The Incredulity Of Truth
By Marwa Azeem 9A

It was as dark as coal, and the streetlights flickered
as | returned home. | looked at my watch, it read
2:50 am . As | approached my house, | saw a
suspicious man standing at the corner of the parking
lot. Thinking about why the man was out this late, |
tried to make out who he was. Unsuccessful, | went
inside and directly proceeded to my bedroom.

Suddenly, | heard an ear-piercing scream. | ran down
towards the parking lot. And what | saw was
horrible. I knew | wasn't dreaming or hallucinating;
the rasping of the man's final breaths and the
crimson blood pooling around his body was all too
vivid to be a figment of my imagination.

| approached the body, my hands trembling. The
man lay in a pool of his own blood, his body
peppered with bullet wounds. My fingers were numb
as | called the police. | told the officer on the phone
what had happened. A moment. "Nice try! Don't joke
about such things,” he said, ending the call. The
phone fell out of my hand and landed with a thud on
the ground.

Something was wrong. Why had the officer hung up
so abruptly? | stood up and started to walk away
from the body. After a while, | saw a young man
walking by. "Please! Help!" I cried loudly.

The man immediately turned around and asked what
was wrong. | told him the story. "This isn't funny.
Joking about death is despicable." He shook his
head as he walked away.

Tears streamed down my face. | kept scolding
myself to stop crying, to stop being weak. | hurried
back to the scene of the crime. The knot in my heart
tightened as | saw those lifeless eyes. | grabbed my
phone from the ground, my mind swirling with
thoughts. | wanted to call the police again but what
if I got in trouble? My mouth refused to open due to
fear. | was weak. | couldn’t speak, my throat was
dry. I knew it wasn't a dream, it had to be real. But
why didn't anyone believe me? My reality felt
distorted.

Slowly, | dialed the police again with trembling
fingers that now had blood on them. They picked up
and | began telling the story once more. “Listen, |
know a prank when | hear one,” the officer said,
cutting the call off. | was left alone with my despair
and a corpse, wondering if my reality was actually a
nightmare that | was eternally stuck in.

The Israeli-Palestinian Conflict
By Hadiyah Marfani 10B

The Israeli-Palestinian conflict began in the early
20th century and is known as one of the world's
most infamously indissoluble conflicts. Israel is the
world's only Jewish state. Palestinians are the Arab
population that hail from the land that Israel now
controls known as Palestine. Essentially, this
controversial conflict between the two self-
determination movements - the Jewish Zionist
project and the Palestinian national project - is how
the land is distributed and controlled.

While this dissension is normally known as a
conflict, | believe it is done better justice by the
word “discrimination”. Keeping in mind the fact that
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Israel and Palestine fall under two completely
different categories - in terms of power, money,
capital, politics, military, etc. - Israel has harboured
prejudice against the Palestinians and has treated
them unjustly. Hence, the discrimination.

After the Ottoman empire was defeated in

World War I, Palestine was controlled by the British.
This British controlled land was a Muslim and
Palestinian majority one. In the early 20th century
and the wake of World War Il, Jews started fleeing
persecution in Europe and looking to Palestine as a
potential homeland. The Jewish invasion of the
Palestinians seemed like the European colonial
movement and the two parties fought bitterly;
Palestine to defend their home and Israel to obtain
one. When the British failed to curtail this fight the
United Nations had to interfere which resulted in a
plan to divide the land between the two parties.

However, this plan failed because the UN had
allotted 56% of Palestinian land to the Jewish state
while the Palestinian population was roughly two
times more than the Jews. Upon the Palestinians’
rejection, the Israeli forces fought and defeated the
Palestinians and rendered 700,000 of them
refugees. The 1967 war further strengthened this
discrimination as it gave Israel control of the West
Bank and Gaza strip, two territories home to large
Palestinian populations.

Israel is subjecting Palestinians to massive seizures
of their land and property, unlawful killings, forcible
transfer, drastic movement restrictions, and the
denial of nationality and citizenship. Moreover,
Palestinians in the OTP (Occupied Palestinian
Territory) are denied basic human rights.

The Israeli government has categorised some roads
for Israeli use only and has prohibited Palestinians

from crossing those roads on vehicles as a result of
which they are forced to exit their vehicles, cross the
road on foot and find a mode of transfer on the
other side. As a result of roadblocks, barriers,
checkpoints and other movement restrictions, many
communities remain isolated and the citizens must
take alternate routes that are four to five times
longer than the blocked ones.

According to Israeli law, Palestinians who gain
citizenship status in other countries will be declared
threats to national security. Palestinians who leave
Israel to study abroad or for job opportunities will be
stripped of their resident status. Palestinian
families, communities and children are also being
horrifically targeted by Israeli oppression including
domestic violence, harsh corporal punishment in
homes and schools, sexual abuse, early marriage,
and child labour. Palestinian kids have been turned
into victims of war and, in addition to having lost
their loved ones, are permanently scarred with
flashbacks, nightmares, agoraphobia, depression,
anxiety and many more mental and physical
disorders. Children are being deprived of food,
water, healthcare, and education, and are routinely
being unlawfully executed and arrested.

Layan, a 9 year old Palestinian girl, wanted to go to
the beach and asked her mother, Hala, to take her.
During the family's journey, an area they passed was
targeted by Israeli fire. A shell fragment pierced
Layan’s neck and she bled out on the floor. When
asked if her death would make a difference, her
heartbroken mother replied in the negative and
added that people have unjustly died before Layan
and will unjustly die after her as these massacres
are the new norm here.

The best solution is the two-state solution which
would create an independent Israel and Palestine;
however, both parties have yet to reach acceptable
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terms for it to be implemented. The facts and terms
for a two-state solution still haven’t been negotiated,
leaving the Palestinians with a sense of dread and
hopelessness. The application of the one state
solution would merge Israel, the Gaza strip and the
West Bank into one big state and further weaken the
Palestinians.

By taking part in the consumer boycott of Israeli
goods and services, we as individuals, can oppose
Israel's prejudiced policies on Palestinians by
pressuring Israeli companies whose exports are
contributing to occupation and apartheid. Note that,
while this atomic support from our part will not
affect us negatively, the lack of it will bring about
dreadfully appalling consequences for the constantly
suffering Palestinians.

In conclusion, we must form immediate sympathetic
connections with our brothers and sisters in
Palestine and help ease and eliminate their
undeserved suffering by doing our part however
small that might be. The least we can do is pray to
Allah Almighty to help these tortured Muslims and
relieve them of their problems. May Allah make ease
for them.

A Murder In The Woods
By Zainab Rizwan 11A

The two men behind me in the woods are running,
oblivious of me sitting at the bus stop. A few
seconds later, | hear a loud gunshot. | gasp in shock
and flee away unseen.

(a few minutes earlier..)
It is the 18th of August, currently 4:01 pm and the

bus was due a minute before. | am impatiently
sitting on the bench of the bus stop in New Castle's

suburbs. Suddenly, | hear a movement in between
the trees from the woods behind me. | glance back
and see two guys running. One of them, who is dark
toned, tackles a fair skinned person and roughly
points his gun at the victim’s head. He mutters
something fiercely and then shoots. Horrified, | pick
up my bag and run away.

| am back at the bus stop the next day, and the
atmosphere is entirely different. Today, the place is
crammed, crowded with policemen, reporters and
investigators, along with the dark-skinned criminal
himself. | volunteer to report the incident to the
police and the reporters. After my account, the
family of the victim is visibly agitated. They crowd
the police and the accused, demanding answers.
The accused then introduces himself as John Marin
and then accepts the accusation. Further
investigation reveals that the victim, Arthur Collins,
was the murderer of three children, one of whom
was the daughter of John Marin himself.

After the victim is exposed, a lot of people come out
in support of John Marin, and due to public protest,
his imprisonment is pardoned by the city from 5
years to 2 years.

The Hypocrisy Of Man
By Abeera Kashif 9A

“Come on, lighten up! Stop souring the mood, you're
so insecure, it's getting old!" “Hey, don’t you think
you should tone it down a little? You just seem
fake..” “Being so confident isn't attractive, nobody
likes someone who's so full of themselves.”

“What do you mean you don't care about their
opinions? Please get this Western mindset out of
your head.”

This is a cycle that we are stuck in mainly because
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of the people who supposedly care about us. Being
insecure isn't appealing and “nobody loves someone
who doesn't love themselves”, yet being genuinely
happy seems fake. Being confident isn't attractive
but not caring about others’ opinions about you
means you are arrogant and apathetic? Society has
given its verdict: we can never be enough.

We are told that we have lifted the boot of
oppression off our necks, that we have stood up
against the unachievable beauty standards of the
world. Yet an individual's capabilities are still judged
by their looks. Moreover, when a woman is confident
about her looks, she is told to stop trying so hard.
When someone prioritises mental health and rejects
an invitation to socialise, it is impolite and rude.

We promote self-love and preach about how
confidence is the key, but then we turn our noses up
at people who aren't looking for validation. Who are
we to decide what being too confident, too happy,
too quiet is? We say we have eradicated the
stereotypes and have entered an era where
acceptance is the new trend, but we still live in this
small uncomfortable bubble filled with hatred and
self-loathing. We feel bitter towards the people who
step out of it since we are unable to. We feel
threatened by the brave individuals who are able to
accept themselves because they are free while we
are still trying in vain to claw out.

Thus, we choose to ridicule the very behaviour we so
desperately want to be accepted. Why? Because we
are our own enemies. And we judge, because judging
others while we hide behind the majority is always
so much easier than being judged.

Final Moments In A Battlefield
By Isra Jehanzeb 11A

[lluminating rays of the sun pierced their way
through the clouds like swords and reached out
towards the ever so gloomy streets of the city. After

weeks of dark clouds in the skies, the stage that
mother nature had laid out in front of us was
emboldening, misleading us to believe that hope
awaited shortly. Like a genie, the universe
manipulated our prayers, deceiving and conspiring
against us.

| held the bulky ammunition against my face, the
metal sending shivers down my spine. As my eyes
scanned the ground, a reflective object glistened
and blinded me. Following the distraction,
explosives and grenades came crashing to the
ground and a massive blast left the trenches
demolished. | was thrown into oblivion as |
collapsed. All | could hear was a constant ringing
but gradually, faded sounds entered my ears;
distressed screams, ongoing sirens, whistles of
gunfire. Instinctively, | tried to get up but to no avail;
| gasped for air, hyperventilating, as the realisation
of what had happened to me flooded my brain.

Havoc broke out among the disoriented soldiers as
they ran for their lives. | lay helpless, obscured from
my surroundings, becoming a mere spectator to the
brutality and barbarity the world had to offer. Smoke
filled the air, slowly engulfing the trenches into its
tenebrous aura. Blood had been painted and
spattered across the ground, its metallic smell
lingering in the air. Bullets, debris and mutated
bodies scattered the ground like shattered glass.

| was taken off guard as my gaze landed on several
rusted and tarnished barrels. A memory reminiscent
of the past unlocked and presented itself to me. The
now wrecked barrels had once served a group of
soldiers as chairs on a day when they had lost a
battle but still planned to win the war. We had had a
say around a fire much similar to the one within us,
flickering but warm enough to keep our hopes alive.
We were men who weren't afraid of going out in the
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rain again and fighting for our country. As we prayed
to the universe for a victorious return, little did we
know that we had just made a deal with the devil and
would soon suffer from the consequences.

Blocking Out The Background Noise
By Hashir Kashif 11C

As human beings, we often disregard the impact of
the people in our lives, on our personalities, our
lifestyle choices, or who we are as a person.
Throughout our lives we cross paths with millions of
different personalities, ideologies and people of
different upbringings and backgrounds, each with
their own unique and distinct way of possibly
impacting our life. The influence that even a random
person can have on our lives is purely unmatchable,
which begs the question, who are these people?

Are they all side characters in our movie? How do we
deal with them? and how can we make the most out
of our time with them? While there is not a definite
answer to those questions, we must acknowledge
that they can have a considerable impact on us,
good or bad; from the teacher who told us to always
be ourselves, to the professor who turned us into
cramming robots; the people who abandoned us at
our worst to those who stood by us when it mattered
the most; and all those people who challenged us on
our life’s journey. We can safely concur that in the
end, it is strictly up to us who we choose to idolise,
surround ourselves with and follow.

Nowadays, the harsh truth is that good, honest and
genuinely caring people are hard to find. People with
integrity are real gems. Those kind of friends, family
and mentors are what will ultimately shape our
future success, so it is imperative to make the

right choices. But there will always be those who are
constantly praying for our downfall and it is up to us
to cut out that toxicity from our lives. What people
think will never matter because although they are
entitled to an opinion, we are not entitled to follow
it.

On the other side of the spectrum, we also have the
potential of significantly impacting one's life. Thus,
the lesson here is to be with others, how you want
others to be with you as per the Prophet’s (saw)
teachings. When you can be anything in this world,
be kind. We cannot begin to imagine how our
kindness, empathy or appreciation may affect
someone. Just like ourselves, everyone has their
own unique set of problems and we can never know
what someone may be going through.

Our words, our actions or just our attention may
mean the world to someone else, so make sure to
be one of the random persons who has an
unmatchable influence on someone else’s life.

All'in all, our goal must always be to learn. Learn
from our experiences, studies and all those who
reside alongside us and co-exist with us on this land
of 8 billion humans because ultimately it is up to us
to make our own choices, and the best way to
accomplish that is to block out the background
noise and do what you know works for you.

A Celebration Unlike Any Other
By Zainab Bilgrami 11A

After Covid struck Pakistan, it took away countless
people, one of them being my grandfather who was
so very loved by family, friends, and especially my
grandmother. Due to his sudden passing,
celebrations in the family took a back-seat. It was
more of a grief-stricken and painful environment,
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but that was all to change this year. We decided to
throw a small surprise party for Daadi in hopes of
uplifting her mood.

On the 9th of November, we were to arrange the
surprise party. The hustle bustle in the Bilgrami
household had begun early in order to decorate and
throw a meaningful party for our sweetest Daadi.
Laughter and screams of joy echoed in the house
while attempting to decorate the garden with flowers
of all kinds which were planted by Daadi herself.
From jasmines to roses, the garden had it all. Tables
were set up with marble vases placed on top with a
bouquet of lilies, Daadi's favourite, gently placed in
them. To make the party even more special, we used
the same cutlery that was used on Daadi’s wedding.

There was a feeling of warmth but also nervousness
as everyone was thinking what Daadi’s reaction
would be. All sorts of thoughts were racing in my
mind but | kept my calm and glanced at the most
dreamy setup that | had ever taken part in. While the
sun set, the twinkling string of lights glistened in the
dark, gloomy sky. Hanging on the strings were
various photos of us with Daadi from different
events in the past years.

The heavy feeling of nostalgia hit me, but | kept my
emotions in control. At last, it was time to finally
bring her out and surprise her. While frantically
thinking of an excuse to bring her out to the garden, |
stormed into her room and told her about her flowers
dying and, her being concerned about them, she
came out without any hesitation. Upon stepping
outside, she was in utter shock and bewildered by
the sight of her whole family standing in front of her
yelling “surprise!”. Everyone was there, from her
close family to her children and, of course, her

friends, whom she hadn’t met in a long time. Tears
of joy rolled down her cheeks as she went in to hug
her friends. It was a perfect moment. Everything felt
surreal then, just like old times, maybe even better.

There was a cheesecake for dessert, her favourite
kind. To cut the cake we gave her the same knife
she had used to cut her wedding cake. These
personalised touches were the elements that made
the celebration worth it and close to her heart. After
all, it was her day to commemorate. Seeing her
overwhelmed with joy and being her same old self
made us feel like we had truly achieved something,
which we had. There was constant chit-chat and
peals of laughter from the right people at the right
time. It was evident that she was missing Dada. To
make up for it, my sister had drawn a portrait of the
them, inspired by the first photo after their marriage.

The feeling of euphoria was unmatched and it was
safe to say that the party was a success. With a
contented heart, | took a family photo, captioned it
“Daadi’s surprise party 2022" and hung it with the
rest. It felt good to have the whole family present.

The Enthralling Sight Of The Beach
by Rafia Tahir 9A

One morning, | was riding my bicycle, enjoying the
cool summer breeze and the pleasant weather when
suddenly, my eyes caught sight of the serene and
tranquil beach. The sun slowly and gradually
stretched out of its cozy bed as the new day gently
unfolded before my eyes. Working its way up the
distant horizon, it shone happily on the cool rippling
sea, casting blaring rays of light all around.

MERAKI
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Cars could be seen driving up towards the nearest
parking space as if they would never get another
chance to see this exquisite scene. Children were
the first ones out of the cars, running frantically
towards the sea as if competing for a gold medal in
the Olympics.

Next were the parents holding onto the chairs,
umbrellas, and towels which they had brought with
them. Mothers screeched out to their older children
to be careful, while clinging to the younger ones as
they stumbled down the gold, sandy bay. Fathers
huffed and puffed out of the cars, grumbling to
themselves as they were left to carry all the bags on
their own.

Then, cries of joy drowned out all the other sounds
as the older children entered the deep turquoise
carpet of the sea. Some relaxed, letting water gently
lap at their bodies. Others ran, splashing about and
giggling wildly, while some stood at the shore to
enjoy the harmonious waves that gently caressed
their feet. Parents prepared for a sunbathing
session, leaving their younger children to totter off
and make sandcastles, or collect multi-coloured sea
shells that lined the seashore. Everyone seemed to
enjoy the warm sensation that cornered every part of
the beach.

Around midday, the sea appeared like a rippling
blanket of blue. The waves sang a dulcet tune of the
harmony between the ocean and the beach, adding
to the divine surroundings. However, the squabbling
seagulls that flew overhead harassed the
beachgoers, invading the sweet, soothing lullaby of
the waves.

The sky and the sea, which had met in many hues of
soft cool blue earlier, were now streaked with
colours of orange-red as the sun fell. Soon the day

came to an end. The minutes ticked by, and the sun
dipped itself into the pool of eternal light, bidding
farewell to the sea.

Hereafter, as hours whizzed by, people started
leaving the caramel brown bay. Parents dragged
their children as they shrieked "five more minutes!".
When the last person was leaving, the sea silently
whined for them to come back. It ran after them but
slipped and fell back to where it was. It attempted
this again and again and again, however, after
immense efforts, it gave up.

Now, the sea raged at being left alone. In anger, it
went wild, kicking over sandcastles, demolishing
each one after the other. Under the luminous glow
of the moon, the sea cried and mourned. Yet, as
morning neared, it forgot its sorrow and got ready
for another exciting day.

Regret
By Zayd Adnan 11C

It was a cold, dark and wispy morning. The sun
seemed to be chained back by the huge thunderous
clouds. The horizon, shrouded in darkness, was
barely visible under the dim light of the moon. It
seemed as if the night had forcefully taken over the
day, yet it was 6am. This day would soon be etched
in Mark’s memory forever.

The island seemed barren and desolate from Mark’s
window, with fog engulfing everything as far as the
human eye could see. There was a strange and
creepy silence all around. Mark took in the view one
last time as he knew he wasn't going to be coming
back to the academy for a long time.

Mark was a happy and jolly child before he was

MERAKI
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orphaned. After that, he had led a dark life for the
past 14 years. His father was a trained assassin who
had gone rogue and died on a botched mission,
while his mother met her fate when she died in a
plane crash. According to his father's will Mark was
sent to a private island in the Pacific known only as
‘The Academy’. In the following 14 years at The
Academy, Mark had learned, practiced and perfected
only one thing - the art to kill. By the time he was 16,
Mark had mastered several types of martial arts
including ninjitsu, karate and taekwondo. He was
capable of doing inhuman feats that most people
couldn't even imagine doing. The island had
awakened a beast deep inside of him, one that had
consumed his heart; transforming him into a cold-
blooded killer.

Mark descended down the oak stairs and strolled
through the stone passageway towards the foyer. He
stepped outside into the cold chilly morning as a
salty breeze brushed past him, parting his hair,
revealing the scars on his face. Waiting outside for
Mark was his teacher, who handed him a sealed grey
envelope. Both their faces were blank and
emotionless, their lips pursed as they knew this was
the last time they would see each other. Mark locked
eyes with his mentor one last time before
clambering inside the chopper waiting on standby.
The slow hum of the blades slowly turned into an
ear-splitting roar as the chopper took off and
disappeared into the misty sky.

It was the first time Mark had felt an emotion. It was
only after he opened the envelope that reality
grasped his mind, he was about to take a life.
Flashbacks of his mother and her teachings flooded
his mind. She had always taught him to be kind and
caring while The Academy had indoctrinated him
with something entirely different. Mark began to
panic; it was as if he had two forces inside him

battling for control. Mark recalled the punishment of
failed assignments and manned up. He was almost
there, Golden Creek Harbour. As soon as Mark
exited the chopper, he was a ghost, moving like a
ninja until his target was right in his sight. His
mother’s voice was still ringing in the back of his
head. However, he ignored the little whisper of hope
and did what he was trained to do. He took out his
Glock, aligned the crosshairs and shot his step-
father down in cold blood.

As soon as the bullet exited the chamber, Mark
realized what he had done. He was horrified. A pang
of guilt and self-hatred gushed through him. His
blank and emotionless eyes, for the first time in five
years, began to tear up. Mark wailed in agony, “What
have | done?” The evil inside him had taken the
better of him. He fell to his knees and began
weeping over his step-father’s bloody corpse. In the
distance he could hear the sirens of the authorities
who were enroute to his location. Mark got a hold of
himself knowing that he could no longer return to
that dark pit. Drenched in sweat, blood, and tears he
sprinted towards the creek and disappeared into the
dark night.

The Greatest Treasure
By Raiyaan Atif Gaba 11D

The box was light, a little too light. | suspected a
cheap present but didn't feel bad as | had already
received multiple gifts. As | untied the ribbon to
open the box, | felt my family watching me with
curiosity. | lifted the lid to unveil a key and a card.
The card read, “this is the key to the greatest
treasure of our family”. | was confused because no
one in my family was ever a pirate, so what sort of
treasure could it be? At the back of the card there
was a picture of a small wooden box, and when |
showed it to my family, no one recognized it.
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| saw my grandmother sitting alone, so | went to her
and showed her the picture. She saw it, bent low and
spoke in my ear that the box belonged to her father. |
asked her where it was and she said that she hadn't
seen it in years, but it had to be somewhere in the
house. | checked every room from top to bottom and
left no stone unturned. It was then that it came to
me that the box must be in the attic as we had a lot
of old family things up there.

| made my way to the pull-down ladder and climbed
it up to the attic. As soon as | switched on the light, |
saw many things from my childhood. There were
boxes upon boxes, all covered in dust. | made my
way to my grandmother’s old cupboard. Inside the
cupboard was my grandmother’s wedding dress, as
white as snow, hanging, and under it was the box
from the picture. | took it downstairs, where we
cleaned it, and then came the moment of truth. |
inserted the key to unlock the box and so it did.
When | opened it, | saw my great grandfather's
journal, a few hundred pictures in polaroid form and
a pen. We started going through the photos.

There were pictures from the day my grandfather
was born up till the last five years. My grandmother
started to cry as she got very nostalgic after seeing
the pictures. We all took a walk down our families
memory lane which made me realize that there is no
greater treasure than the memories of you with your
family. | never got to meet my great grandfather, but
| believe that he will always be in our hearts as
through these pictures we can all cherish the
memories of him.

The Middle Child Is The Role Model
By Ismael Ahmed Qureshi 11D

My role as the middle child in my family has more
disadvantages than advantages, but | will do my best
to be unbiased. | see the position of the middle child

as a special because | get to be a role model for my
younger siblings, and | also get to be respectful and
graceful towards my elder ones. I, as the middle
child, can act as a bridge between the siblings. The
middle child is also the closest to all the siblings as
| can be a partner to my younger and elder brothers
in their times of difficulty.

Another benefit of my being the middle child is that |
value love very much because | was never able to
get the love of my parents the way my eldest and
youngest siblings had. This also became the reason
for me to think deeply about things because |
thought of ways to conquer the hearts of my parents
the way my siblings had done. Hours spent thinking
helped me become more mature than my siblings.

However, being the middle child, also has some
disadvantages. Since my childhood, | wasn't able to
get the attention and love of my parents the way |
wanted; | cherished the warm hugs of my mother
which I could only get when | pretended to cry or to
be hurt; I cherished the lovely talks | had with my
father on the breakfast table as he fed me. Never in
a million years would | ever let go of those amazing
memories.

My biggest achievements were never really
recognized the way the achievements of my siblings
were. | mostly felt left out from my family as | tried
so hard to get my parents to recognize my hard
work and shower me with praises, but | was never
really successful. As | got older, | never had a say in
the family decisions. Although I go through this
every day, Allah (swt) has never let me face any kind
depression or anxiety. When | turn my face towards
Allah (swt), | feel like He has enveloped me in His
mercy and then | don't feel left out.

In the end, | believe that my situation has helped me
become mature at quite a young age.

MERAKI
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The Power of Teamwork
By Muhammad Muzzammil 9C

Teamwork is a powerful tool that can help us
achieve great things. When we work together with
others towards a common goal, we can accomplish
things that we never could have done on our own.
Teamwork helps us to build relationships, develop
our communication skills, and learn from each other.
It also allows us to share the workload, which can be
especially helpful when tackling big projects.

At school, teamwork is an important part of many
activities and assignments. Whether you are working
on a group project, playing a sport, or participating in
a club, you can develop your collaboration skills.
These skills will not only help you in your academic
and extracurricular pursuits, but they will also serve
you well in your personal and professional life.

So, the next time you have the opportunity to work
with others, take advantage of it. Use your teamwork
skills to build strong relationships, communicate
effectively, and achieve great things. Remember,
together we can accomplish much more than we can
alone. And, who knows, you might even have some
fun along the way!

Time
By Moosa Tayyeb Grade 10

Time is a treasure, don't let it slip away.

Use each moment, don't just waste the day.
Yesterday is gone, tomorrow's not here,
Today is the gift make it bright and clear.
Make memories, chase your dreams, be kind,
Time is precious, don't let it fall behind.

Just To Be Clear
By Sumaiya Zulfigar 11B

Just to be clear

Down to the marrow of the bone
To the monstrous unsavoury truth;
We breathe air in a world

Where the people

Are obsessed with

Gorgeous bodies

That one day, rot away

And gorgeous souls

That weep handsomely

Like violins, into infinity

My god,

Little precious creatures

We, yes we, you and |

He and she

Have gotten many things

Wrong

Life
By Hassan Sharif Grade 10

Life is but a race,

One which we all must face.

It is but a test,

In which we must give our very best.
Here's the gist of life,

Life involves focus,

It involves hardships,

It involves the way we roll the dice.
The way we pull ourselves forward,
The way we push our fears aside,

The way we help bring happiness to other lives.

This is the gist, the very concept of life.
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rozen Beauty in a Vignette"
.‘u Ayesha Hasan 1

mitching Worship" "Tranquil Disguise"
Zainab Bilgrami 11B Maheen Faisal 11A
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LET'S TALK

ABOUTIT

Is there a way to set boundaries with
people who find a way to walk all
over you?

It is understandable that it would be
hard to do so, specifically if one has
known them for a long time; perhaps a
false sense of comfort settles
between you and them that clouds
their judgement regarding such
matters. | suggest vocalising when
something they say or do hurts you,
and making it extremely clear that
this behaviour is unsolicited and
unappreciated; communication can
be extremely effective and you may
find that they will refrain from this
behaviour once they know your
feelings. Standing up for oneself and
emanating self-assuredness in one’s
decision to reject someone’s attitude
can often automatically build the
boundaries we so desire. Of course,
being polite while doing so is equally
important.
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How do | deal with low self-esteem and self-
worth?

| suggest identifying what is causing this lack
of self-appreciation and working from there to
actively improve yourself. It's important to
understand that everyone is absolutely and
utterly different and ‘success’ is different for
different people. Hence, being grateful for
your individual achievements, instead of
deeming them unsatisfactory by comparing
them to the achievements of others, is the key.
Take some time to reflect on what you,
specifically, want from life, and define goals
with regards to that. When striving towards
these goals, acknowledge that the journey is
more important than the end result. Do not
shy away from congratulating yourself on
victories, whether they be monumental or
trivial; treat yourself like you would a loved one
in a situation like yours. You'll find that even a
little bit of appreciation for oneself can build
up a comforting blanket of confidence. And of
course, realizing that the blessings come from
Allah and acknowledging them as blessings.
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Girls-
end of year

Afeerah Zaki:

S uwe dolw S Gz 9 Gl Gl Sol pU o
8S Gigy Jud Gl 9l S S

Anaya lbrahim:

OexisS S JoSwl xS Lo S3) gxo g L)
S8 Ut

Bisma Umair:
&y (93 09 S Sy 8

Elsa Faheem:
"Meri gismat hi sorahi hai toh main jaag ke kiya
karoon."

Hafsah Hamid:
"Saarey mazaaq aik taraf, school life bhi ussi
taraf."

Hiba Hamid:
DS Sy ablB Gl 9> pu 09 LOyo o)y

Isra Jehangzeb:

"Kaash jitna mainey is quote ke baarey main
socha hai, utna apney mustagbil ke liyai
sochti."

Maheen Faisal:
"If you ever feel safe, just remember that | am

out there."

Mahoor Kalimullah:

2Bl Js ues S
'l be alright o3 93 uw @5

Manaal Khabir:
"Everything is not worth mentioning....but it
should be mentioned."
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Girls-
end of year

Maria Ahmed:
_dbb lJ)Lo xdeg.))l

Noor Rauf:
"I wanna scream and shout, because school's

out.

Roushna Fatima:

oo e il libg) cowe iy S S

Satfa Noor Rauf:
"l am putting my grades for adoption, because
| can't raise them anymore."

Zainab Rizwan:
"At this point | don't know where I'm going, but
| promise it's not going to be boring."

Ayesha Gozail:
"Mujhy abhi tak woh ishaara nahin mila jo
aqalmand ke liye kaafi hota hai."

Ayesha Hasan:

"Every year you make a resolution to change
yourself. This year make a resolution to be
yourself."

Hafsa Maijid:
"Ahsaas e kamtari ki misalain ban chukai hain"

Hafsah Tahir:
"Ave Atque Vale"

Javeriah Abdullah:

IS5 23 9ok S Gl b3k gln
IS5 @S a2 282 Oloyl epe IS5
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Girls-
end of year

Leenah Husain:
"Long story short, | survived."

Nawal Igbal:
"When Zayn said, "I'd rather be anywhere,
anywhere but here", | felt that.

Shanzhay Faizan:
"Eheu fugaces labuntur anni."

Sumaiya Zulfigar:
"Isn't it funny how day by day nothing changes,
but when you look back everything is different."

Summaiya Sabir:
2 b @ ol 2isez il

Khadijah Misbah:

"l solemnly swear that I'm up to no good."

Zunaira Yasir:
"Mischief managed."

Zainab Bilgrami:
"Is this the Krusty Krab?"

Yasha Shehzad:
"No, this is Patrick."
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Boys-
end of year

Ata ur Rehman:
"If you think you are in darkness, don't worry,
for the light will be brighter than the darkness."

Daniyal Aamir Osawala:
"Just because you can't experience everthing

doesn't mean you shouldn't experience

anything."

Hashir Kashif:
"Another step forward, this time with
memories."

Hashir Siddique:
"Don't choose a happy life. Choose the
happiest death."

Raiyaan Bawany:
"Bawany. That's the quote."

Rayyan ul Hag:
"Goodbye school.....now onto the next
chapter.”

Rayyan Idris:
"Blowing out someone else's candles won't
make yours any brighter."

Raja Ayaan:

"Absence only makes the heart go fonder."

Umer Ozair:

08 SS9 Jgy Jow oS Oly 9> Joy Uy 09 Wlg>
S UtP Soww 95 Wil 9> L 09 93 Wlg> Sy

Usman Wasif:

"Do not judge me by my successes. Judge be
by how many times | fell down and got up
again.

Zayd Adnan: "hjkaihdbshsg"
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Boys-
end of year

Ismael Ahmed:
"Allah azzawajal is always watching!"

Mustafa Fawad:

The temporary satisfaction of quitting
outweighed by the eternal suffering of a
nobody."

Affan Ismail:
"The tongue has no bones, yet bones it shall

break"

Zahid Jamal:
"It's sad, but sometimes moving on with the rest
of your life, starts with a goodbye."

Umer Kapadia:
"Keep your face always toward the sunshine
and shadows will fall behind you.

Abdullah Altaf:
"Just when you think it's over, Allah sends you a

miracle."

Ahmed Memon:
"It's nice to be importance, but it's more

important to be nice."

Raiyaan Atif Gaba:
"No matter how hard or impossible it is, never
lose sight of your goal."

Yusuf Khatri:
"The thing | realise is that it's not what you
take, it's what you leave."
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