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Editor's Note
Causerie
/ˈkəʊzəri,French kozʀi/
noun
an informal article or talk, typically on a literary subject.

Literature is the name of yearning and striving to find the ideal implications,
diction, and nomenclature of life. It covers nearly all that comes throughout
everyday life, from living to non-living organisms, nature to states, societies to
politics, behaviors to cultures, traditions, heritage and legacies, philosophies and
ideologies, science to technology and last one but not the least, escapism.
(Ovais)
It helps earthlings to ponder and scrutinize themselves to make them better and
better every single day. This is the reason societies that flourish and progress
always seek guidance from writers, thinkers, and philosophers instead of taking it
from so-called celebrities, non-literary and illiterate people who never
acknowledge the worth of words, keeping or treating writers as if they are second
or third class category humans meant only to serve them.
That is the reason I emphasize on the nourishment and flourishment of
literature in the societies to life them up from ordinary living to higher and
noble standards.
As our website is now official and we are offering a lot of services which
include, graphic designing, content writing, and printing services in high
quality printer papers. So is there anything to wait for? Visit our website and
avail our services now!
To conclude, a huge round of applause and magnificent respect for our
editorial team members who stayed along with us, thanks to all of our
honorable readers as well as the writers who possessed great patience all
this time! You matter to us! We must say keep coming with your prestigious
work so we can publish them in our e-magazine.
A huge round of commendation and glorious regard for our article
accomplices who remained nearby us, because of the total of our reasonable
perusers likewise as the authors who had incredible steadiness this time! You
matter to us! We should state prop up with your renowned work so we can
publish them in our e-magazine.
Last submission date for the November issue is 30th of October.
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"Lonely Writer's Night"
By
Laraib Ashraf
(Pakistan)

Departure of an evening in a cold winter
spreads the melancholy in heart.
The gloominess, tickling of clock ; stridulation of cricket
The cold lazy breeze with the procrastination in heart.
Full brightens silver moon from her window gives her solace..
She awakes in her small cozy room;
With thousands of unbridled imagination in the company of poets;
The warmth of her breath ,cup of coffee, chains of the thoughts with
the deep soliloquies...
The long Winter night with many fears and yet the dreams..
The anxieties with healing thoughts..
The dim yellow light brightens her heart.
The repeat tracks with the memory in her heart..
The cozy room in which she wanders in long winter's night...
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"The Hollow Man"
By
Asifa Raza
(Pakistan)

The dried voices
Of our whispering
And the woeful sobs
Of our unsaid words
Sing a shrill of pain
The colorless shade
The shapeless form
Cast away the robes
Just split the throbs
Of this flame of pain
The broken images
Shape the senses
Of deformed stuff
And the hollow bluff
With a streak of pain
The hollow man
With hollow brain
The muffled eyes
And freezing sighs
Drenched in rain
Of the piercing pain.
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"A poem called ‘just paper and pen"
By
Shameen Mudassar
(Pakistan)

These words you read
have been felt
before being written
it has never been about
just paper or pen
It’s rather about
tracing my memory lane
and I’m back
to the moment of those excruciating laughters
The letters I’ve written to death
something as ridiculously normal
as a touch
Yet it has kept me
from facing so many nights
Even the stories you have ripped
away from yourself
leave memories of ripping it away
but
it is who I have come to be
And so I write it all down
with not just paper and pen.
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"All and More"
By
Mary Joyce Iquin
(Philippines)

You're all and more—
The one I desire for,
Who make the stars
Draw nigh from afar.
You're all and more—
Whose deep heart and soul roar
For the love it can’t obtain
In a way we can't remain.
You’re all and more—
A peace of a lifetime war;
A nascent love so profound ;
Home I thought I found.
You're all and more—
A sailboat I had to oar
Against a windblown sail
In an evening gale.
You’re all and more—
The one I thought I desire for
Who makes the star
Say…
“Should, you, be, all, and, more?”
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"Child Abuse
By
Aleezeh Muneer Khayol
(Pakistan)
Children are mooted flowers knitted in a bouquet beautifully. They are supposed to
smile, laugh, giggle, grin; anything which is related to felicity. The words like tension or
responsibility are beyond their names. The world where kids are treated like delicate
souls, at some edges are caught by vandals of sexual lech.
Here, I'm shedding some light on child abuse.
The other day a news rolled through my eyes about a 3 years toddler who was found
dead by extreme cold after brutally raped in Abbottabad. This news left me confound.
What was her fault? That she was a girl? Or that she could not stand strongly against the
barbarians? We all don't have any answer; your face must be blank now! Around the
globe child abuse is upsurging rapidly.
Some cases are reported in which two youngsters escaped rape attempts in the city of
Faisalabad. Earlier, a man tried to rape a woman in Chak no 84, Rahim Yar Khan. The
police said that accused Saleem barged into the house of woman while she was alone in
the walls. The culprit tried to sexually assault the woman but she raised a hue & cry. As
a result, people from outskirts reached the spot & tried to catch the crook but he
managed to flee the scene.
Some facts are collected from different International NGOs that are working for such
children. Those facts are as follows.
1. Approximately 5 kids meet death because of child abuse.
2. 1 out of 3 girls & 1 out of 5 boys are sexually abused before they reach the age of 18.
3. 90% victims of child abuse know the perpetrator in some way. Around 68% are
abused by family members.
4. In 2012, 82.2% of child abuse perpetrators were found to be between the ages of 1844, among them 39.6% were recorded to be between the ages of 25-34.
5. In Pakistan, 11 kids daily become the victims of child abuse.
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6. Boys (48.5%) & Girls (51.2%) become victims at nearly same rate.
7. 2.9 million cases of child abuse are reported every year in the developed United
States & in Pakistan around 3 thousand souls are devastated yearly.
8. Children who experience child abuse & neglect are 59% more likely to be arrested as
a juvenile, 28% more likely to be arrested as an adult, and 30% more likely to commit
violent crimes.
9. About 80% of 21 years olds, those who were abused in their childhood met
psychological disorders.
10. 14% of all men & 36% of all women in prison were abused as kids.
11. Abused children are less likely to practice safe sex, putting them at greater risk for
STDs. They're also more likely to experience teen pregnancy.
Daughter of nation should not be forgotten during this talk. Zainab, who lost her life after
being raped. Her case is considered to be the most famous case in Pakistan's history of
child abuse. Her felon Imran Ali was hanged on 17th Oct, 2018 at Lakhpat Jail. She,
according to us got the justice but in her parents' eyes she didn't get so. Because they
lost her, and through which both of them have passed, I wish nobody passes through
that, ever.
Children's bodies are not just targeted in such cases, but their innocence & souls are
fully scattered. May Allah rot their crooks' souls in hell! (Amen)

POSTER

veronica
roth
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"Who Killed Me"
By
Heymonth Ninja
(India)

Not, too long days ago, to forget
My decease in the mortal world,
I’ve faced many things to regret
As gloomy tales which are untold;
When I was living, I’d a nightmare
Of witches with a crippled cauldron:
O, that had a burning heart of desire.
Alas! ugliest sinful money to be won.
The envy of wealth had raged, nope,
From a murder to endless trauma--Uh-huh, my caged heart has a hope
In the coffin of scary wicked-drama;
I, um, know him well who killed me,
He’s none other than my greed, fie!
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"Reason"
By
Uzlifat Zahoor
(India)
When she will flower and in her very first glance,
Bud of the winter dew on lips grow,
She will cast her gaze towards the infinity.
And the veiled spring
night of tender full-moon, With millions of star thriving
will be reflected upon:
She will whisper to the sleeping morning breeze,
Gone to address the assembly of the Angels!
Therefore, accepting an invitation from the fairies,
Flowing, surrounded by.
and canopied by the sky Of glory garnished by the millions
of the divine artisans!
And now, she comes to the streams,
She will swim.
She will listen to the divine birds of joyfulness
Singing the songs of the blissful souls
Giving her warmth when she's cold
without he she wouldn't be the same
When he hides behind clouds
she's gloomy
The sparkle in her eyes
The light in her life
The purpose for thriving
The cause for living
The very generous and gentle
The loveliest of them all.
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"Bountiful blessings of present!"
By
Ambreena Jan
(India)
Love the current,
It's being here now that's important,
love nature,
love yourself,
today is blessing,
all there is ever, is the now,
start your journey right now,
don't let it slip away unused,
look outside the window
The grass so green,
the sun so bright,
Skies like blue oceans in paradise,
Life seems a dream,
no worries in sight,
crippling of birds everywhere,
honeybees on the red velvet,
joys continue to increase,
don't let it slip away unnoticed.
Yesterday is history,
tomorrow is a mystery,
today is a gift of Almighty,
it's present,
it's prettiest,
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get with the people
who love you,
let today be the day
you stop being hurt,
make someone laugh,
love, love and love,
don't dwell in the past,
focus on living fully in present,
clutch your past scars tightly,
let today be the day you stop
thinking about those scars,
live your life fully at present,
don't let it slip away.
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"Brutality and Revenge"
By
Fatima Toor
(Pakistan)
It was the 14th moon night
water was flowing with high waves
moon was shining and showing the unique shadow in sea.
She was sitting at the side of the sea
was seeing the moon, feeling the breeze
holding the red roses, smelling the fragrance
pouring her soul, expecting the shiny life.
Suddenly, she was traced by the brutality of devil man
just for the sake of his lust
the brutal man took the advantage of that night,
he created the fear by his devil eyes
heated the knives, burned the flowers
changed the fragrance of flower into smoky smell
turned the beautiful night into scary one.
He, the brutal man of this fake world had ruined her beauty,
covered her with blood
her voice trembled, her color turned pale.
She was losing her life,
leaving her breathe
memorizing her past
moving her hands
trying to speak
wanted to leave the stains of her innocence, before going to another
world.
Then,
she scratched the healing words with her
pure blood
Brutality is behavior
but,
Revenge is savior!
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"She and I"
By
Malika Ahuja
(India)
Dr. Rohini- with a happy smile, contagious to all; with a heart of gold that never falls.
A name that takes me back.
The start of my graduation.
A beautiful lady, draped in a maroon saree walked by me.
Dr. Rohini, her name itself is an inspiration for me.
I wanted to be a doctor and couldn't be. That's when I met her and thought, one day I will
be she.
As a role model, she sets the bar high, but she has taught me that all I can do is try.
Helping me achieve my goals, I never imagined I could reach. Enhancing my strengths
and keeping my weakness at bay, she taught me how and what to teach!
She held my hand full of inability especially, letting go of my insecurities.
Dr. Rohini- She reads minds, she understands hearts.
She can tell when I have problems, she knows when I am down, cheers me up and takes
away all my frowns.
She was with me when I got replaced amongst friends, being a constant rock, solid
support end-to-end.
Dr. Rohini- The lady firm on her decision, yet flexible to make things at ease, finding
solutions to problems like a quick breeze.
She didn't lose her hopes about me when I failed, she made me understand it's life and it
sails.
I remember times when she was there for me, staying up late night, witnessing my tears,
yet helped me really see the bright future years.
She helped me through it all, coming to save me every time I fall.
She stood close to me like a mother, encouraging me when there was no other.
I am glad that I lived under her guidance. She taught me with all she had, for all the
strength and sophistication I have is all because of her.
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Dr. Rohini- A lady so friendly, yet so professional.
It took me 5 years to say her I LOVE YOU and on 2nd Feb, 2018 when she accepted me
as her daughter, my heart found a peaceful laughter.
Dr. Rohini- The lady very strong, determined and disciplined, yet, cheerful, fun-loving
and calm.
She is someone you don't want to lose, she cares for me and I care for her, too.
Dr. Rohini- As I call her a gem, a craftsman, the one who made me who I am today.
She wants me to chase my dreams and helps me through my fears, till now after so
many years
I always know she'll have my back, the way she loves to help others learn is something I
will always yearn.
I love her for giving me strength to endeavor, for she is my most precious treasure.
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"Chemistry of emotions"
By
Aiman Shahbaz
(Pakistan)

Sometimes, we keep our emotions inside for a very long time so that we can pretend
how strong we have become. We lie to ourselves about being emotional as it is taken as
a sign of vulnerability and weakness in the society. We address women and [men] to be
at their strongest positions all the time irrespective of their mental capacity. When we
don't share our burdens with anyone, it becomes heavier with each day passing like we
are carrying cotton on our shoulders and drop by drop water is pouring over it everyday.
At first we don't care about the drop but lets say 20 years later, we don't feel anything
anymore but all of a sudden we collapse. So, before collapsing, share your burdens.
Place your cotton bags once in a while in sun, so that it's water-free. Let your heart
accept sometimes that you are vulnerable and let it beat without caring about your cotton
bags.

LYRICS

"They Don't Care
About Us"
[Intro]
All I want to say is that they don't really care about us
Don't worry what people say, we know the truth
All I want to say is that they don't really care about us
Enough is enough of this garbage
All I want to say is that they don't really care about us
(Overlapping voices)
[Verse 1]
Skin head, dead head, everybody gone bad
Situation, aggravation, everybody, allegation
In the suit, on the news, everybody, dog food
Bang bang, shot dead, everybody's gone mad
[Chorus]
All I wanna say is that they don't really care about us
All I wanna say is that they don't really care about us
[Verse 2]
Beat me, hate me, you can never break me
Will me, thrill me, you can never kill me
Jew me, sue me, everybody do me
Kick me, kike me, don't you black or white me
[Chorus]
All I wanna say is that they don't really care about us
All I wanna say is that they don't really care about us
[Post-Chorus]
Tell me, what has become of my life?
I have a wife and two children who love me
I am the victim of police brutality, now
I'm tired of being the victim of hate
You're ripping me of my pride, oh, for God's sake
I look to heaven to fulfill its prophecy, set me free

"Michael Jackson"

[Verse 3]
Skin head, dead head, everybody's gone bad
Trepidation, speculation, everybody, allegation
In the suit, on the news, everybody, dog food
Black male, blackmail, throw the brother in jail

LYRICS

[Chorus]
All I wanna say is that they don't really care about us
All I wanna say is that they don't really care about us
[Post-Chorus]
Tell me, what has become of my rights?
Am I invisible 'cause you ignore me?
Your proclamation promised me free liberty, now
I'm tired of being the victim of shame
They're throwing me in a class with a bad name
I can't believe this is the land from which I came
You know, I really do hate to say it
The government don't wanna see
But if Roosevelt was livin'
He wouldn't let this be, no, no
[Verse 4]
Skin head, dead head, everybody's gone bad
Situation, speculation, everybody, litigation
Beat me, bash me, you can never trash me
Hit me, kick me, you can never get me
[Chorus]
All I wanna say is that they don't really care about us
All I wanna say is that they don't really care about us
[Bridge]
Some things in life
They just don't wanna see
But if Martin Luther was livin'
He wouldn't let this be, no, no
[Verse 5]
Skin head, dead head, everybody's gone bad
Situation, segregation, everybody, allegation
In the suit, on the news, everybody, dog food
Kick me, kike me, don't you wrong or right me
[Chorus]
All I wanna say is that they don't really care about us
All I wanna say is that they don't really care about us
All I wanna say is that they don't really care about us
All I wanna say is that they don't really care about us
All I wanna say is that they don't really care about us
All I wanna say is that they don't really care about us
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"Soi Aegis"
By
Bint e Nadeem
(Pakistan)

There are certain people in your life who don’t love you, but how you make them feel; the
warmth, comfort and favor they get from you. And there’s a big difference, note that.
Once that light of yours tends to fade, you feel low, you’re no longer the same you, no
longer that cheerful caring person; they’ll be seen drifting away and reasoning the rift
between you and them, disregarding the phenomenal past you cherished together, and
the long chats you had with them, and the pure love you showered them with. They will
leave anyway. They will. And from then onwards, you’ll go on blaming yourself for their
departure, ruining your mental and physical health further.
Isn’t that pretty bizarre? And we all face this situation, isn’t it? In case you’re the one
facing this right now, know that this is how God channels those out of your life who just
don’t have the courage and fortitude to love and cherish your entirety, who can never
fully love you for who you ARE. This is how you get clarity in life. Have faith, be kind
forever, and let go of such folks!
Making this clear for you, if someone can’t afford to be with you, by your side in times of
trouble, they are simply not made for you, whatever relationship that be. I read this
somewhere on the internet,
‘How someone reacts to your sadness says a lot about how long they are going to be in
your life.’
So, do not hold on to people who don’t have the audacity to accept your whole, because
you don’t really deserve that. Life gives you this choice, and you suffer the
consequences; either you, or your beloved. Having someone in life at the expense of
your own self is not a good deal, man!
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"True reality makes a person
stronger and wild"
By
AmbivertQuki
(Pakistan)

The satisfied life is enough to live with true image
being deceiving and declaring the hatred to norms
resultantly lift up the rage and conclude the tears
messing with lies always makes a mind so freak
never let a soul stay comfortable with its all kind
true reality makes a person stronger to exist firmly
and keeping existence acceptable to feel the crux
the truth always hurt but let a person fix the reality
with a true image of circumstances and objections
and it makes a person fighter to bear the sorrows
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MINI POESY
Deep sense of tears
Pearl through the eyes
drained through the heart
taken from deep down soul
Patience doesn't mean
to stay affirm and strong
but the heart if took the burden
it may burst up into tears
better than giving up
©AmbivertQuki

Freedom
Eating what u like , is Freedom
Saying what u feel, is freedom
Walking on the street, is freedom
Touching everything , is Freedom
And finally....
Breathing fresh air, is Freedom...
©Nimisha Chandran

keep flicking through
the pages of my
heart
until you can see
nothing but
poetry engraved
on my soul
look through my dilating
pupils merely when
you can see you
and only your metaphorical
verses in my fistful flesh
©Aisha.K
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"Beyond Your Sense"
By
Sahnah
(Mauritius)

I feel what you don't
The smile appears is just for a few seconds
It's the best way to deceive the eyes
Happy moments give me the sense of forthcoming bad times
I hear what you don't
The flying of times need a thought
I can hear the crying of our own
Humanity is in danger overall
I perceive what you don't
This bright sun will disappear soon
I sense it's going to rain heavily
The earth appears thirsty since so long
I believe what you don't
No significance has the scenery, our wealth and gold
Spend in what really worth
Give self satisfaction to the soul
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Quotes

Reading gives you joy. But
writing
provides
you
happiness.

The happiest memories
haunt you once.

©Abhishruti Kataky

©Fazeela Kasim

Life is an autobiography
Though never published
Written and experienced by
ourselves.
But viewed and judges by people
perspex
©Saheba Sadaf

Salute gives a shoot to absolute.
©Ashlee

Have you ever wondered how the
world is?
Yeah, but only from experience,
thoughts & knowledge...
Your point of view
©Rituparna B.A

will
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"21st Century's Brain"
By
Ovais
(Earth)

What has happened to my brain?
Why is it acting so goddamn insane?
With everyone it wants me to fight.
It's not suggesting me what is right.
It is not working as it has to be
Urging me to take bribe and flee
What has happened to my brain?
Why is it acting so goddamn insane?
It warned me if in case I go and betray
I'd be responsible for every disarray
I cannot survive out of this dyspnoea
I don't know and I have got no idea
What has happened to my brain?
Why is it acting so goddamn insane?
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"اﺳﺘﺎد ﺟﯽ )اﯾﮏ ﮔﻤﻨﺎم ﺧﺎﮐﮧ("
ﺗﺤﺮﯾﺮ :ﻣﻌﺼﻮﻣﮧ زﯾﻨﺐ
)(Pakistan
آج ﮐﮯ زﻣﺎﻧﮯ ﻣﯿﮟ ﺟﮩﺎں اﻧﺴﺎن ﮐﺎﻣﯿﺎﺑﯽ ﮐﯽ دوڑ ﻣﯿﮟ اﺗﻨﮯ آﮔﮯ ﻧﮑﻞ ﮔﺌﮯ ﮨﯿﮟ ﮐﮧ اﻧﺴﺎﻧﯽ ﺟﺬﺑﮯ ،ﺧﯿﺎﻻت اﻓﮑﺎر
ﺣﺘﯽ ﮐﮧ اﭘﻨﯽ ذات ﮐﻮ ﺑﮭﯽ ﭘﯿﭽﮭﮯ ﮐﮩﯿﮟ ﭼﮭﻮڑ ﮐﺮ آﮔﮯ ﻧﮑﻞ ﮔﺌﮯ ﮨﯿﮟ ،زﻧﺪﮔﯽ اﻋﺪاد و ﺷﻤﺎر ﮐﯽ اﯾﺴﯽ
اور
ٰ
ﭘﺎﺑﻨﺪ ﮨﻮ ﮔﺌﯽ ﮨﮯ ﮐﮧ ﮐﺮدار ﮐﮯ ﺑﺠﺎﺋﮯ دوﻟﺖ اور ﻇﺎﮨﺮی ﺷﺎن و ﺷﻮﮐﺖ ذﯾﺎدہ ﺣﯿﺜﯿﺖ رﮐﮭﺘﯽ ﮨﮯ۔ اﻧﺴﺎن ﮐﮯ
اﻓﮑﺎر ،اس ﮐﺎ دوﺳﺮوں ﺳﮯ روﯾﮧ ،ﻣﺸﮑﻼت ﭨﻮٹ ﭘﮍﻧﮯ ﭘﺮ اس ﮐﺎ ر ِد ﻋﻤﻞ اﻧﺴﺎن ﮐﻮ ﺟﺎﻧﭽﻨﮯ ﮐﮯ اﮨﻢ ﭘﯿﻤﺎﻧﮯ
ﮨﯿﮟ ﻧﮧ ﮐﮧ وہ ﻣﺎدی اﺷﯿﺎ ﺟﻦ ﺳﮯ ﮨﻢ ﻣﻨﺴﻠﮏ ﮨﻮﺗﮯ ﮨﯿﮟ۔
اﯾﺴﮯ ﺣﺎﻻت ﻣﯿﮟ اﯾﺴﮯ ﮐﺴﯽ آدﻣﯽ ﮐﺎ وﺟﻮد ﺑﮍی ﻏﻨﯿﻤﺖ ﮨﮯ ﺟﻮ ﮨﺮ ﺣﺎل ﻣﯿﮟ راﺿﯽ رﮨﻨﺎ اور زﻧﺪﮔﯽ ﮐﮯ ﺟﺒﺮ
ﮐﻮ ﮨﻨﺴﯽ ﻣﯿﮟ اُڑا دﯾﻨﺎ ﺟﺎﻧﺘﮯ ﮨﯿﮟ۔ ﯾﮧ ﺧﺎﮐﮧ اﯾﮏ اﯾﺴﯽ ﮨﯽ ﮔﻤﻨﺎم ﺷﺨﺼﯿﺖ ﮐﺎ ﺧﺎﮐﮧ ﮨﮯ ﺟﻮ ﮐﮧ ﮐﭽﮫ ﮨﻤﺎرے
اﺳﺘﺎد ﺟﯽ ﮨﻮﻧﮯ ﮐﯽ وﺟﮧ ﺳﮯ اور ﮐﭽﮫ اﭘﻨﯽ ﺷﺨﺼﯽ ﺧُﻮﺑﯿﻮں ﮐﯽ وﺟﮧ ﺳﮯ ﮨﻤﺎرے رول ﻣﺎڈل ﮨﯿﮟ )اﮔﺮﭼﮧ
اﻧﮩﻮں ﻧﮯ ﮨﻤﯿﮟ ﻣﻨﻊ ﺑﮭﯽ ﮐﯿﺎ ﮐﮧ ﻧﺎﮐﺎم ﻟﻮﮔﻮں ﮐﻮ ﮨﺮﮔﺰ رول ﻣﺎڈل ﻧﮩﯿﮟ ﺑﻨﺎﻧﺎ ﭼﺎﮨﯿﺌﮯ( اور اﻧﮩﻮں ﻧﮯ ﮨﻤﯿﮟ اس
ﺳﺨﺖ ﮔﮭﭩﻦ ﮐﮯ دور ﻣﯿﮟ ﺻﺮف ﮐﺘﺎﺑﯽ ﻋﻠﻢ ﮨﯽ ﻧﮩﯿﮟ ﺑﻠﮑﮧ ﺗﺎرﯾﺦ ،ﺗﮩﺬﯾﺐ اور رواﯾﺎت ﮐﮯ ﮐﺸﺎدہ راﺳﺘﻮں
ﺳﮯ روﺷﻨﺎس ﮐﺮواﯾﺎ۔
ﯾﻮں ﺗﻮ اﺳﺘﺎد ﺟﯽ اردو ﮐﮯ اُﺳﺘﺎد ﺗﮭﮯ ﻟﯿﮑﻦ ان ﮐﮯ اردو ﮐﮯ ﻟﮑﭽﺮوں ﺳﮯ ﺑﮭﯽ ﺗﺎرﯾﺦ ،ﺣﯿﺎﺗﯿﺎت و ﻃﺒﯿﻌﺎت،
ﺟﻐﺮاﻓﯿﮧ ،ﻓﻠﮑﯿﺎت اور اﻧﮕﺮﯾﺰی ادب ﺟﯿﺴﮯ ﻣﻀﺎﻣﯿﻦ ﮐﮯ ﮔﻮﮨﺮ ﺑﮭﯽ ﭼﻨﻨﮯ ﮐﻮ ﻣﻠﮯ۔ ﻧﺌﯽ ﻧﻮﯾﻠﯽ ﮐﺎروں ﮐﯽ
ﭼﮑﺎﭼﻮﻧﺪ ﮐﮯ اس زﻣﺎﻧﮯ ﻣﯿﮟ ﺳﺎﺋﯿﮑﻞ ﭘﺮ ﮐﺎﻟﺞ ﺗﺸﺮﯾﻒ ﻻﻧﮯ واﻟﮯ ﮨﻤﺎرے ان اُﺳﺘﺎد ﺟﯽ ﻧﮯ ﮨﻤﯿﮟ اﯾﮏ وﺻﯿﺖ
ﮐﯽ ﺗﮭﯽ۔ اﮔﺮﭼﮧ آپ اب ﺑﮭﯽ ﺑﻘﯿﺪ ﺣﯿﺎت ﮨﯿﮟ ،ﺟﻮان ﮨﯿﮟ اور اﯾﮏ دو ﮐﻮ ﭼﮭﻮڑ ﮨﻤﺎرے اﺳﺎﺗﺬہ ﻣﯿﮟ ﺳﺐ
ﺳﮯ ﮐﻢ ﻋﻤﺮ اﺳﺘﺎد ﮨﯿﮟ ﻣﮕﺮ ﺧُﻮد ﮐﻮ ﺑﻮڑﮬﺎ ﮐﮩﮧ ﮐﺮ ﻟُﻄﻒ اﭨﮭﺎﺗﮯ ﮨﯿﮟ اور ﺑﻮڑﮬﻮں ﮐﮯ ﻣﺤﺎورے ﻣﯿﮟ ﺑﻮﻟﻨﺎ
ﭘﺴﻨﺪ ﮐﺮﺗﮯ ﮨﯿﮟ ،ﻣﺜﻼ َ ''ﻟﮍﮐﮯ ﻣﯿﺎں ،ﺑﭩﯿﺎ راﻧﯽ! ﯾﮧ ﻣﯿﺮی وﺻﯿﺖ ﮨﮯ ۔۔۔'' ﺳﻮ ان ﮐﯽ 'وﺻﯿﺖ' ﯾﮧ ﺗﮭﯽ ﮐﮧ ان
ﮐﮯ ﺑﻌﺪ اﮔﺮ ﮐﺒﮭﯽ ان ﮐﺎ ﺗﺬﮐﺮہ ﻟﮑﮭﺎ ﺟﺎﺋﮯ ﺗﻮ آﻏﺎز ﻧﻈﯿﺮ اﮐﺒﺮ آﺑﺎدی ﮐﮯ اس ﺷﻌﺮ ﺳﮯ ﮐﯿﺎ ﺟﺎﺋﮯ،
ﻣﺜﻞ اﻧﺎر و ﻣﮩﺘﺎب
ﯾﻮں ﺗﻮ ﮨﻢ ﮐﭽﮫ ﻧﮧ ﺗﮭﮯ ﭘﺮ
ِ
ﺟﺐ ﮨﻤﯿﮟ آگ ﻟﮕﺎﺋﯽ ﺳﻮ ﺗﻤﺎﺷﺎ ﻧﮑﻼ!
ﺧﯿﺮ ،اُﺳﺘﺎد ﺟﯽ ﮐﯽ ﺷﺨﺼﯿﺖ اﯾﺴﯽ رﻧﮕﺎرﻧﮓ اور ڈاﺋﯿﻮرس ﺗﮭﯽ ﮐﮧ ﺳﻤﺠﮫ ﻧﮩﯿﮟ آﺗﯽ ﮐﮧ ﮐﮩﺎں ﺳﮯ ﺷﺮوع
ﮐﺮﯾﮟ۔ ﻟﯿﮑﻦ ﭼﻮﻧﮑﮧ اُﺳﺘﺎد ﺟﯽ ﺧﻮد ﮐﮩﺎ ﮐﺮﺗﮯ ﺗﮭﮯ ﮐﮧ ﮐﺴﯽ ﺑﮭﯽ ﻋﻨﻮان ﭘﺮ ﺑﺎت ﮐﺮﻧﯽ ﮨﻮ ﺗﻮ اس ﮐﯽ ﮨﺴﭩﺮی
ﺳﮯ آﻏﺎز ﮐﺮﻧﺎ ﭼﺎﮨﯿﺌﮯ۔ ﺳﻮ آپ ﮐﯽ ﮨﺴﭩﺮی ﯾﮧ ﮨﮯ ﮐﮧ آپ ﻟﮍﮐﭙﻦ ﮐﯽ ﻋﻤﺮ ﻣﯿﮟ ﮨﯽ ﭘﮍﮬﺎﺋﯽ ﺳﮯ ﺑﮭﺎگ ﮐﺮ ﻓﻮج
ﻣﯿﮟ ﭼﻠﮯ ﮔﺌﮯ۔ رﻧﮕﺮوﭨﯽ ﮐﺎ زﻣﺎﻧﮧ ﺑﮍے 'اوﻟﻮﻟﻌﺰم' ﮐﺎرﻧﺎﻣﻮں ﻣﯿﮟ ﮔﺰرا ﺟﻦ ﻣﯿﮟ اﻓﺴﺮوں ﮐﻤﺎﻧﮉروں ﮐﯽ
ﺟﮭﮍﮐﯿﺎں ﮨﻨﺲ ﮐﺮ ﺳﻨﻨﮯ ،آوارہ ﮔﺮدﯾﻮں اور رﻓﺎﻗﺘﻮں ﮐﮯ ﻗﺼﮯ ﺷﺎﻣﻞ ﮨﯿﮟ۔ ﻟﯿﮑﻦ ان ﮐﯽ زﻧﺪﮔﯽ ﮐﺎ اﯾﮏ اﻟﻤﯿﮧ
ﯾﮧ ﺑﮭﯽ رﮨﺎ ﮐﮧ آپ ﺟﻮ ﮐﺎم ﮐﺮﺗﮯ وﮨﯽ ﺑﮕﮍ ﺟﺎﺗﺎ ،ﺟﺲ ﮐﺎم ﮐﻮ ﻣﺤﻨﺖ ،ﻟﮕﻦ اور ﺷﻮق ﺳﮯ ﮐﺮﮐﮯ ﮐﻤﺎل ﮐﯽ ﺣﺪ
ﺗﮏ ﭘﮩﻨﭽﺎﺗﮯ ،وہ اﯾﮏ ﺣﺎدﺛﮯ ﻣﯿﮟ ﺑﺪل ﺟﺎﺗﺎ۔ ﭘﮭﺮ ان ﺣﺎدﺛﺎت ﺳﮯ ﺑﺪدل ﮨﻮ ﮐﺮ ﺟﺲ ﺟﺲ ﮐﺎم ﮐﻮ ادﮬﻮرا
ﺑﻘﻮل
اﻓﺴﺮان ﺑﺎﻻ ﮐﯽ ﻟﻌﻦ ﻃﻌﻦ ﮐﺎ ﮨﺪف ﺑﻨﮯ رﮨﮯ۔۔۔۔
ﭼﮭﻮڑ دﯾﺘﮯ ،اُس ﮐﯽ ﺑﺎزﭘﺮس ﮨﻮ ﺟﺎﺗﯽ ﺳﻮ ﮨﻤﯿﺸﮧ
ِ
ِ
اُﺳﺘﺎد وہ اس ﻣﻌﺎﻣﻠﮯ ﻣﯿﮟ ﻗﺴﻤﺖ ﮐﮯ اﺳﮑﻨﺪر ﮨﯿﮟ۔
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ﮨﻢ اﯾﺴﮯ اس ﺑﺴﺎط ﭘﮧ ﮐﻢ ﮨﻮں ﮔﮯ ﺑﺪ ﻗﻤﺎر
ﺟﻮ ﭼﺎل ﮨﻢ ﭼﻠﮯ ﺳﻮ ﻧﮩﺎﯾﺖ ﺑُﺮی ﭼﻠﮯ!
)اﺳﺘﺎد ذوق
اُﺳﺘﺎد ﺟﯽ ﻧﮯ ﺳﺎدہ دل ﺻﺤﺮاﺋﯿﻮں ﮐﯽ آﻏﻮش ﻣﯿﮟ آﻧﮑﮫ ﮐﮭﻮﻟﯽ ،دﯾﮩﺎت ﮐﮯ ﺧﺎﻟﺺ رﺷﺘﻮں ﻧﮯ ان ﮐﮯ ﮐﺮدار
ﮐﻮ اﯾﺴﮯ ﺗﻌﻤﯿﺮ ﮐﯿﺎ ﮐﮧ زﻧﺪﮔﯽ ﮐﯽ دوڑ ﻣﯿﮟ ﮐﺒﮭﯽ اﯾﻨﭧ ﮐﺎ ﺟﻮاب ﭘﺘﮭﺮ ﺳﮯ ﻧﮧ دے ﺳﮑﮯ۔ ﮨﻢ ﻧﮯ اﻧﮩﯿﮟ اﯾﺴﮯ
ﻟﻮﮔﻮں ﺳﮯ ﺑﮭﯽ ﻧﮩﺎﯾﺖ ﻣﺮوت ﺳﮯ ﭘﯿﺶ آﺗﮯ دﯾﮑﮭﺎ ﮨﮯ ﺟﻨﮩﻮں ﻧﮯ ان ﮐﮯ ﺗﺎﺛﺮ ﮐﻮ داﻏﺪار ﮐﺮﻧﮯ ﮐﯽ ﮨﺮ ﺳﻮ
ﮐﻮﺷﺸﯿﮟ ﮐﯽ ﺗﮭﯿﮟ۔ ﺟﺐ ﮐﺴﯽ ﻧﮯ اﻧﮩﯿﮟ ﺧﺒﺮدار ﮐﺮﻧﮯ ﮐﯽ ﮐﻮﺷﺶ ﮐﯽ ﺗﻮ ﺣﻘﯿﻘﺖ ﺳﮯ آﺷﻨﺎ ﮨﻮﻧﮯ ﮐﮯ
ﺑﺎوﺟﻮد ﺑﮭﯽ ﮐﮩﮧ دﯾﺎ؛ ''اﯾﺴﺎ ﻧﮩﯿﮟ ﮨﮯ! ﻣﯿﺮا ﮐﻮﺋﯽ ُﻣﺨﺎﻟﻒ ﻧﮩﯿﮟ!''
اُﺳﺘﺎد ﺟﯽ ﮐﺎ ﻧ ِﮏ ﻧﯿﻢ اﻧﮕﺮﯾﺰی ﻣﯿﮟ ﮨﮯ ﺟﻮﮐﮧ ﻓﻮﺟﯽ زﻧﺪﮔﯽ ﮐﯽ ﮐﻮﺋﯽ ﯾﺎدﮔﺎر ﮨﮯ؛ﻏﺎﻟﺒﺎَﭘﮩﻠﯽ ﺟﻨﮓ ﻋﻈﯿﻢ ﮐﮯ
اﯾﮉﻣﺮل ﺟﺎن آرﺑﺘﮭﻨﻮٹ ﻓﺸﺮ ﮐﮯ ﻋﺮﻓﯽ ﻧﺎم ﺟﯿﮑﯽ ﺳﮯ ﻣﺘﺎﺛﺮ ﮨﮯ ،وہ ﺑﮭﯽ ان ﮐﮯ ﭘﺴﻨﺪﯾﺪہ ﮐﻤﺎﻧﮉر ﮨﯿﮟ۔ اﺳﺘﺎد
ﺟﯽ ﺟﻮ داﺋﯿﮟ ﮨﺎﺗﮫ ﻣﯿﮟ ﮔﮭﮍی ﺑﺎﻧﺪﮬﺘﮯ ﮨﯿﮟ اس ﮐﯽ وﺟﮧ ان ﮐﮯ ﺑﻘﻮل ﯾﮧ ﮨﮯ ﮐﮧ ان ﮐﮯ ﭘﮩﻠﮯ ﺳﯽ-او اور اﯾﮏ
ﭘﺴﻨﺪﯾﺪہ اﺋﺮ ﻣﺎرﺷﻞ ﺟﻮ ﺑﻌﺪ ازاں ﮐﺮﯾﺶ ﻣﯿﮟ ﻣﺎرے ﮔﺌﮯ ،اُن ﮐﯽ ﺗﻘﻠﯿﺪ ﻣﯿﮟ ﺑﺎﻧﺪﮬﺘﮯ ﮨﯿﮟ۔ اﺳﺘﺎد ﺟﯽ ﻧﮯ
ﭨﺎﻟﺴﭩﺎﺋﯽ ﮐﮯ ﻧﺎول ''وار اﯾﻨﮉ ﭘﯿﺲ'' ﮐﮯ اﯾﮏ ﻓﻮﺟﯽ ﮐﺮدار)ﺟﻨﺮل ،ﺷﮩﺰادہ آﻧﺪرے ﺑﻠﮑﻮﻧﺴﮑﯽ( ﺳﮯ ﻣﺘﺎﺛﺮ ﮨﻮ ﮐﺮ
ﭘﺮاﻧﮯ ﺗﺎم ﺟﮭﺎم ﮐﯽ وردی ﻣﯿﮟ اﭘﻨﺎ اﯾﮏ ﭘﻮرﭨﺮﯾﭧ ﺑﮭﯽ ﺑﻨﻮاﯾﺎ ﺗﮭﺎ ﺟﻮ ﮐﺴﯽ آرٹ ﮔﯿﻠﺮی ﮐﯽ زﯾﻨﺖ ﻧﮧ ﺑﻦ ﺳﮑﺎ۔
ﻟﮑﭽﺮ ﮐﮯ دوران ﺟﻮ ﮐﺒﮭﯽ ﻃﺒﯿﻌﺖ ﻟﮩﺮاﺋﯽ ﺗﻮ ﮐﺘﺎب رﮐﮭﯽ اور اُس زﻣﺎﻧﮯ ﮐﮯ ﻗﺼﮯ ﭼﮭﯿﮍ دﺋﯿﮯ! ﻓﻮﺟﯽ زﻧﺪﮔﯽ
ﮐﯽ ﻧﺎﮐﺎﻣﯿﻮں ﮐﯽ دُﮐﮫ ﺑﮭﺮی ﯾﺎدﯾﮟ ،ﮐﭽﮫ ﺧﻮﺑﺼﻮرت ﯾﺎدﯾﮟ۔۔۔ ﻻﮨﻮر ﮐﯽ ﺳﮍﮐﻮں ﭘﺮ ﻧﻮﮐﺮی ﮐﯽ ﺗﻼش ﮐﯽ
ﺧﻮاری ،ﮔﺰﺷﺘﮧ ادارے اور ﮨﻤﺎرے ادارے ﻣﯿﮟ ﺗﺪرﯾﺲ ﮐﮯ اوﻟﯿﻦ دﻧﻮں ﮐﮯ ﺣﺴﯿﻦ اور ﺗﻠﺦ ﺗﺠﺮﺑﮯ۔۔
اُﺳﺘﺎد ﺟﯽ اﮔﺮﭼﮧ ﻋﮩ ِﺪ رﻓﺘﮧ ﮐﯽ ﯾﺎدﮔﺎر ﮨﯿﮟ۔۔۔ اب اس ﮐﺎ ﯾﮧ ﻣﻄﻠﺐ ﻧﮩﯿﮟ ﮐﮧ اُﺳﺘﺎد ﺟﯽ رﯾﺨﺘﮧ ﮐﮯ ﭘُﺮاﻧﮯ
ﻣﺎﺳﭩﺮ ﺟﯽ ﮐﯽ ﻃﺮح ﺷﯿﺮواﻧﯽ اور ﺟﻨﺎح ﮐﯿﭗ ﭘﮩﻨﺘﮯ ﮨﯿﮟ ،ﮨﺎﺗﮫ ﻣﯿﮟ ﻟﮑﮍی ﮐﯽ ﭼﮭﮍی اور ُﻣﻨﮧ ﻣﯿﮟ ﭘﺎن۔۔۔
ﮨﺮﮔﺰ ﻧﮩﯿﮟ ،اس ﻣﻌﺎﻣﻠﮯ ﻣﯿﮟ اُﺳﺘﺎد ﺟﯽ ﮐﯽ ﺟﻤﺎﻟﯿﺎﺗﯽ ﺣِ ﺲ ﺑﮍی ﻋﻤﺪہ ﮨﮯ اور وہ ﺟﻨﮓ ﻋﻈﯿﻢ دوم ﮐﮯ
ﻓﻮﺟﯽ ﻓﯿﺸﻨﻮں ﮐﯽ ﺗﻘﻠﯿﺪ ﮐﺮﺗﮯ ﮨﯿﮟ۔ دﮬﻮپ ﻣﯿﮟ ﮨﻮاﺑﺎزوں واﻟﮯ ﺳﯿﺎہ ﭼﺸﻤﮯ ﻟﮕﺎﺗﮯ ﮨﯿﮟ )ﺟﯽ ﻣﯿﮟ آﺋﮯ ﺗﻮ
ﭼﮭﺎؤں ﻣﯿﮟ ﺑﮭﯽ ﻟﮕﺎ ﻟﯿﺘﮯ ﮨﯿﮟ( اور ذﯾﺎدہ ﺳﮯ ذﯾﺎدہ ﺗﯿﺎری ان ﮐﯽ ﯾﮩﯽ ﮨﻮﺗﯽ ﮐﮧ ﭨﺎﺋﯽ ﻟﮕﺎ ﻟﯿﺘﮯ ﯾﺎ اﺳﮑﺎرف
ﭘﮩﻦ ﻟﯿﺘﮯ۔ اب وہ ﺗﺼﻮﯾﺮ ﺑﮭﯽ دﮬﻨﺪﻟﯽ ﮨﻮﺋﯽ ﺟﺎ رﮨﯽ ﮨﮯ۔
اﺳﺘﺎد ﺟﯽ دُﻧﯿﺎ داری ﮐﮯ ﮐﺴﯽ ﻧﻈﺎم ﻣﯿﮟ ﻓِﭧ ﻧﮧ ﮨﻮﺳﮑﮯ۔ اﯾﺴﺎ ﻧﮩﯿﮟ ﮐﮧ اُﻧﮩﻮں ﻧﮯ ﮐﻮﺷﺶ ﻧﮩﯿﮟ ﮐﯽ ،وہ
ﺗﮭﮯ ﮨﯽ اﯾﺴﮯ۔ ان ﮐﮯ ﺑﻘﻮل ان ﮐﮯ اﯾﮏ اُﺳﺘﺎد اﻧﮩﯿﮟ 'ﺑﮯ ﻣﻮﺳﻢ ﮐﺎ ﺷﻠﺠﻢ' ﮐﮩﺎ ﮐﺮﺗﮯ ﺗﮭﮯ اور اُﺳﺘﺎد ﺟﯽ ﺑﮭﯽ
ﺑﮩﺖ ﺟﺪوﺟﮩﺪ ﮐﮯ ﺑﻌﺪ ﯾﮧ ﺗﺴﻠﯿﻢ ﮐﺮ ﭼﮑﮯ ﮨﯿﮟ ﮐﮧ وہ اس دﻧﯿﺎ ﮐﮯ ﻧﻈﺎم ﻣﯿﮟ ﻓِﭧ ﻧﮩﯿﮟ ﮨﻮ ﺳﮑﺘﮯ۔ ﻓﻮج ﻣﯿﮟ
ﻓِﭧ ﻧﮧ ﮨﻮ ﺳﮑﮯ ﺗﻮ اﻣﯿﺪ ﻟﮕﺎﺋﯽ ﮐﮧ ﺷﺎﯾﺪ ﺳﻮﯾﻠﯿﻦ زﻧﺪﮔﯽ ﻣﯿﮟ ﮐﮩﯿﮟ ﮨﻮﺳﮑﯿﮟ ﻟﯿﮑﻦ ﯾﮩﺎں آ ﮐﮯ ﺣﺎﻻت ﺗﻮ ﺑﺪﺗﺮ
ﮨﻮ ﮔﺌﮯ۔ ﻓﻮﺟﯽ ﮐﯿﺮﺋﯿﺮ ﮐﯽ ﻧﺎﮐﺎﻣﯽ ﮐﺎ دُﮐﮫ ﮨﻤﯿﺸﮧ ان ﮐﯽ ﺑﺎﺗﻮں ﻣﯿﮟ ﺟﮭﻠﮑﺘﺎ ﺗﮭﺎ۔
اُﺳﺘﺎد ﺟﯽ ﮐﺎ ﻟﮑﭽﺮ رﻧﮕﯿﻦ ﮨﻮﺗﺎ ﺗﮭﺎ ﻟﯿﮑﻦ اس ﮐﺎ ﭘﮩﻼ ﺣﺼﮧ ﺟﻤﺎﻋﺖ ﮐﻮ ﺧﺎﻣﻮش ﮐﺮاﻧﮯ ﮐﯽ ﮐﻮﺷﺶ ﻣﯿﮟ ﮨﻮﺗﺎ
ﮐﮧ ﮨﻤﺎری ﺟﻤﺎﻋﺖ ﻧﮯ آﺳﻤﺎن ﺳﺮ ﭘﺮ اُﭨﮭﺎ رﮐﮭﺎ ﮨﻮﺗﺎ ﺗﮭﺎ۔ ﺟﻤﺎﻋﺖ ﮐﮯ ﻟﮍﮐﻮں ﮐﻮ ُﻣﺨﺎﻃﺐ ﮐﺮ ﮐﮯ ﺳﺨﺖ ﻓﻮﺟﯽ
ﻟﮩﺠﮯ ﻣﯿﮟ ﮔﺮﺟﺘﮯ ،ان ﮐﺎ ڈاﺋﯿﻠﻮگ ﯾﮧ ﺗﮭﺎ:
“”!Keep shut your bonnets
“”!Close the dirty trash bins
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ﭘﮭﺮ اﭼﺎﻧﮏ اس ﻣﺼﻨﻮﻋﯽ ُﻏﺼﮯ ﮐﮯ آﺛﺎر اُڑ ﺟﺎﺗﮯ اور آپ ﻟﮍﮐﯿﻮں ﺳﮯ ﻣﺨﺎﻃﺐ ﮨﻮ ﮐﺮ ﻧﮩﺎﯾﺖ ﺷﺎﺋﺴﺘﮕﯽ اور
ﻧﺮﻣﯽ ﺳﮯ ﻓﺮﻣﺎﺗﮯ:
''ﺳﺒﻖ ﭘﺮ دﮬﯿﺎن دﯾﺎ ﺟﺎﺋﮯ۔۔۔''
ﭘﮩﻠﮯ ﮨﻢ ﻣﺼﻨﻒ ﮐﺎ ﺗﻌﺎرف ﭘﮍﮬﺘﮯ ﺟﻮ ﮐﮧ اﯾﮏ ﻣﻀﺤﮑﮧ ﺧﯿﺰ رزﻣﯿﮧ ﮨﻮﺗﺎ ﺗﮭﺎ اور ﻣﻤﮑﻦ ﮨﮯ اس ﮐﺎ آﻏﺎز ﺑﮭﯽ
ﺟﻨﺮل ﺑﺮاؤﻧﻨﮓ ﯾﺎ اﯾﮉﻣﺮل ﻓﺸﺮ ﮐﮯ ﺗﺬﮐﺮے ﺳﮯ ﮨﻮ اور ﺑﮩﺖ ﺳﮯ ادﺑﯽ ،ﺗﺎرﯾﺨﯽ ﺳﻤﺎﺟﯽ ﺳﻔﺮ ﻃﮯ ﮐﺮ ﮐﮯ
ﺣُﺴﻦ ﮐﮯ ﻣﻮﺿﻮع ﭘﺮ ﺧﺘﻢ ﮨﻮ۔ ﺷﻌﺮاء ﮐﺮام ﮐﯽ ﻧﺠﯽ زﻧﺪﮔﯽ ﮐﮯ ﺣﺎﻻت ﻣﯿﮟ ﺳﺐ ﺳﮯ ذﯾﺎدہ ان ﮐﯽ ﺟﻮاﻧﯽ
ﮐﯽ رﻧﮓ رﻟﯿﻮں اور ﻋﺸﻘﯿﮧ ﮐﺎرﻧﺎﻣﻮں ﯾﻌﻨﯽ ﻋﺸﻖ ﻣﯿﮟ ﻧﺎﮐﺎﻣﯽ ﺳﮯ ﻟﮯ ﮐﺮ وﺻﺎل ﺗﮏ ﮐﺎ ذﮐﺮ ﺑﮍے ﻣﮩﺬب
ﺳﻨﺎﻧﮯ ﺟﯿﺴﮯ ﺳﺐ ﮐﭽﮫ اﭘﻨﯽ آﻧﮑﮭﻮں ﺳﮯ دﯾﮑﮭﺎ؛ ﯾُﻮں اﺧﺘﺮ ﺷﯿﺮاﻧﯽ اﻧﺎرﮐﻠﯽ
اﻧﺪاز ﻣﯿﮟ ﮐﺮﺗﮯ اور ﻗﺼﮯ ﯾﻮں ُ
ﮐﮯ ُﻓﭧ ﭘﺎﺗﮫ ﭘﺮ ﮐﮭﮍے ﺳﮕﺮﯾﭧ ﭘﯽ رﮨﮯ ﮨﯿﮟ اور ﯾﮧ دﯾﮑﮭﯿﮟ ادﮬﺮ ﺳﮯ رﻓﯿﻖ ﻏﺰﻧﻮی ﺳﺎﺋﯿﮑﻞ ﭘﺮ آﺋﮯ ﮨﯿﮟ ،
اُﻧﮩﻮں ﻧﮯ ﯾﮧ ﮐﮩﺎ ،اﺧﺘﺮ ﺷﺮﻣﺎ ﮔﺌﮯ ،ﻣﺴﮑﺮا دﺋﯿﮯ۔۔۔ وﻏﯿﺮہ وﻏﯿﺮہ۔۔۔ ﺳﺒﻖ ﻣﯿﮟ ﻣﻮﺟﻮد ﮨﺮ ﺷﺨﺼﯿﺖ اور ﺗﻠﻤﯿﺢ
ﭘﺮ ﺗﻔﺼﯿﻼ َ ﮔﻔﺘﮕﻮ ﮨﻮﺗﯽ۔ ﻣﻘﺼﺪ اس ﮐﺎ ﻓﻘﻂ ﺗﻔﺮﯾﺢ ﻧﮧ ﮨﻮﺗﺎ ﺑﻠﮑﮧ وہ ﮨﻤﯿﮟ اس ﺑﺎت ﮐﯽ اﮨﻤﯿﺖ ﺑﺘﺎﻧﺎ ﭼﺎﮨﺘﮯ
ﺗﮭﮯ ﮐﮧ اﻧﺴﺎن ﮐﯽ زﻧﺪﮔﯽ ﮐﮯ ﺣﺎﻻت ﮐﺎ اس ﮐﯽ ﺗﺤﺮﯾﺮ ﭘﺮ ﮐﯿﺎ اﺛﺮ ﮨﻮﺗﺎ ﮨﮯ۔۔۔ ﻟﯿﮑﻦ اﮐﺜﺮ ﻃﻠﺒﮧ ﻧﮧ ﺳﻤﺠﮭﮯ ﺟﺲ
وﺟﮧ ﺳﮯ اﻣﺘﺤﺎن ﮐﮯ دﻧﻮں ﻣﯿﮟ ان ﺳﺒﻘﻮں ﮐﺎ ﻟﯿﮑﭽﺮ دوﺑﺎرہ دﯾﻨﺎ ﭘﮍﺗﺎ۔ﮐﮩﺘﮯ ﺗﮭﮯ ﮐﮧ ﭘﯿﺎرے ﺑﭽﻮ ،آﻧﮯ واﻟﮯ
دﯾﻮان ﻏﺎﻟﺐ اﭘﻨﮯ ﺳﺎﺗﮫ رﮐﮭﻨﺎ اور
وﻗﺘﻮں ﻣﯿﮟ اُردو ﺳﮯ ﺗﻤﮩﺎرا رﺷﺘﮧ ﭨﻮٹ ﺟﺎﺋﮯ ﮔﺎ ﻟﯿﮑﻦ اﯾﺴﺎ ﻧﮧ ﮨﻮﻧﮯ دﯾﻨﺎ،
ِ
ﻣﺸﮑﻞ ﻓﺮﮨﻨﮓ ﮐﻮ اﭘﻨﮯ اور اردو ﮐﮯ درﻣﯿﺎن ﮐﯽ دﯾﻮار ﻧﮧ ﺑﻨﻨﮯ دﯾﻨﺎ۔ ﮨﻤﯿﮟ ﻧﺼﺎﺑﯽ ﺗﻌﻠﯿﻢ ﺳﮯ ﺑﮍھ ﮐﺮ ان ﺳﮯ
ﮐﭽﮫ ﺳﯿﮑﮭﻨﮯ ﮐﻮ ﻣﻼ۔ ﮐﮩﺘﮯ ﺗﮭﮯ ﮐﮧ ﮐﺴﯽ ادارے ﺳﮯ ﺳﻨﺪ ﻟﮯ ﻟﯿﻨﮯ ﮐﺎ ﯾﮧ ﻣﻄﻠﺐ ﻧﮩﯿﮟ ﮐﮧ آپ ﺗﻌﻠﯿﻤﯿﺎﻓﺘﮧ ﮨﻮ
ﮔﺌﮯ ﮨﯿﮟ۔ اﮔﺮ ﯾﮧ ﺗﻌﻠﯿﻢ آﭘﮑﮯ ﮐﺮدار ﻣﯿﮟ ﻧﮑﮭﺎر ﭘﯿﺪا ﻧﮩﯿﮟ ﮐﺮ ﭘﺎﺋﯽ ،آپ ﮐﯽ ﺳﻮچ ﮐﮯ زاوﯾﻮں ﮐﻮ روﺷﻦ ﻧﮩﯿﮟ ﮐﺮ
ﭘﺎﺋﯽ ﯾﺎ آپ ﮐﮯ روﯾﻮں ﻣﯿﮟ ﻣﺜﺒﺖ ﺗﺒﺪﯾﻠﯽ ﻧﮩﯿﮟ آﺋﯽ ﺗﻮ اﯾﺴﮯ ﻋﻠﻢ ﮐﯿﻠﺌﮯ ﭘﺸﺘﻮ ﻣﯿﮟ ﺑﮩﺖ ﺑُﺮا ﻟﻔﻆ ﺟﻮ ﻣﯿﮟ
آپ ﮐﻮ اﮔﻠﯽ ﺟﻤﺎﻋﺖ ﻣﯿﮟ ﺑﺘﺎؤں ﮔﺎ۔ ﭘﺸﺘﻮ ﺳﮯ ﯾﺎد آﯾﺎ ،ﮨﻢ ﻧﮯ اُﺳﺘﺎد ﺟﯽ ﮐﻮ ﭨﻮﭨﯽ ﭘﮭﻮﭨﯽ ﭘﺸﺘﻮ ،ﺟﺮﻣﻦ اور
ﻓﺎرﺳﯽ ﺑﻮﻟﺘﮯ ﺑﮭﯽ دﯾﮑﮭﺎ ﮨﮯ۔
اُاُﺳﺘﺎد ﺟﯽ ﺣُﺴﻦ ﺳﮯ ﺑﮯ اﻧﺘﮩﺎ ﻣﺘﺎﺛﺮ ﺗﮭﮯ ،وہ ﺣُﺴﻦ ﺟﺲ ﭘﺮ ﮨﺮ اُردو ﻏﺰل رﻃﺐ اﻟﻠﺴﺎن ﮨﮯ۔ ﺳﻮ ﻏﺰل ﻣﯿﮟ
ﺳﺒﻖ ﻣﯿﮟ ،ﺟﮩﺎں ﮐﮩﯿﮟ ﮔﻨﺠﺎﺋﺶ ﺑﻨﯽ ،ﺗﺎرﯾﺦ ﺳﮯ ﺟُﮍی ﮐﺴﯽ ﺧﺎﺗﻮن اور ﺗﺮﺟﯿﺤﺎ َ ﺣﺴﯿﻦ ﺧﺎﺗُﻮن ﮐﻮ ﻧﮑﺎل
ﻻﺋﮯ۔ ﺟﯿﺴﺎﮐﮧ اﯾﮏ دﻓﻌﮧ داغ دﮨﻠﻮی ﮐﺎ ذﮐﺮ ﺗﮭﺎ اور اُس ﮐﮯ اﺳﻠﻮب ﮐﯽ ﺑﺎت ﮨﻮ رﮨﯽ ﺗﮭﯽ ،ﮐﮩﻨﮯ ﻟﮕﮯ؛ داغ
ﻏﺰل ﮐﮯ ﺑﺎﻗﯽ ﺷﻌﺮاء ﮐﯽ ﻃﺮح ﻣﺤﺒﻮب ﮐﮯ ﻟﺌﮯ اﯾﮍﯾﺎں ﻧﮩﯿﮟ رﮔﮍﺗﮯ اور اس ﮐﮯ ﺳﺎﻣﻨﮯ ''ﯾﺌﯿﮟ ﺋﯿﮟ'' ﻧﮩﯿﮟ ﮐﺮﺗﮯ
)ﯾﻌﻨﯽ ﺧﻮﺷﺎﻣﺪ ﻧﮩﯿﮟ ﮐﺮﺗﮯ( اور ﻣﺤﺒﻮب ﮨﻮ ﯾﺎ رﻗﯿﺐ ،داغ ﮐﺴﯽ ﮐﮯ ﻟﺌﮯ ﺗﻮپ ﺳﮯ ﮐﻢ ﻧﮩﯿﮟ۔۔۔ ﺟﺐ وہ
ﻣﺼﺮع آﯾﺎ ﮐﮧ داغ ﻣﺠﮫ ﮐﻮ ﺣﺠﺎب ﻧﮯ ﻣﺎرا ،ﺗﻮﭘﮭﺮ ﮨﻤﯿﮟ داغ ﮐﯽ ﻣﺤﺒﻮﺑﮧ ُﻣﻨﯽ ﺑﺎﺋﯽ ﺳﮯ ﺗﻌﺎرف ﮐﺮاﯾﺎ ﮔﯿﺎ ﺟﺲ
ﮐﺎ ﺗﺨﻠﺺ ﺣﺠﺎب ﺗﮭﺎ۔ اﺳﺘﺎد ﺟﯽ ﮐﮩﻨﮯ ﻟﮕﮯ؛ داغ ﮐﯽ ﺷﺎﻋﺮی ﻣﯿﮟ ﺟﮩﺎں ﺑﮭﯽ ﻟﻔﻆ 'ﺣﺠﺎب' آﺋﮯ ،اس ﮐﺎ
ﻣﻄﻠﺐ ﭘﺮدہ ﻧﮩﯿﮟ ﮨﻮ ﮔﺎ ﺑﻠﮑﮧ ﺳﻤﺠﮫ ﺟﺎﺋﯿﮯ ﮐﮧ داغ ﻧﮯ ُﻣﻨﯽ ﺑﺎﺋﯽ ﺣﺠﺎب ﮐﻮ ﭘﻮاﺋﯿﻨﭧ ﻣﺎرا ﮨﮯ اور ﺳﺮاﺳﺮ
ﮐﻤﯿﻨﮕﯽ ﮐﯽ ﮨﮯ۔ اﯾﮏ اﯾﺴﮯ ﮨﯽ ﻣﻮﻗﻌﮯ ﭘﺮ ﻓﺮﻣﺎﯾﺎ ﮐﮧ ﻏﺎﻟﺐ ﺑﮩﺖ ﻟُﭽﺎ آدﻣﯽ ﺗﮭﺎ! آﭘﮑﮯ ﻗﻮل و ﻓﻌﻞ ﻣﯿﮟ ﭘﮩﻼ
ﺗﻀﺎد ﯾﮧ دﯾﮑﮭﺎ ﮔﯿﺎ ﮐﮧ ﺟﺲ ﻏﺎﻟﺐ ﮐﻮ ﻟُﭽﺎ ﮐﮩﮧ رﮨﮯ ﮨﯿﮟ ،اُن ﮐﺎ دﯾﻮان ﮨﺮ وﻗﺖ ،ﺳﻔﺮ ﮨﻮ ﯾﺎ ﮔﮭﺮ ﮨﻮ ﯾﺎ ﮐﺎﻟﺞ،
اﭘﻨﮯ ﺳﺎﺗﮫ رﮐﮭﺘﮯ ﮨﯿﮟ۔ ﮨﻢ ﻧﺎ ﮨﻨﺠﺎر ﺷﺎﮔﺮد اس ﮐﯽ وﺟﮧ ﮐﺒﮭﯽ ﻧﮧ ﺳﻤﺠﮫ ﺳﮑﯿﮟ ﮔﮯ۔ ﺧﯿﺮ ،داغ ﮐﯽ ﻣﺤﺒﻮﺑﮧ
ٰ
ﻣﺼﻄﻔﯽ زﯾﺪی ﮐﯽ ﺷﮩﻨﺎز ﮔُﻞ
ﺣﺠﺎب ﮐﯽ ﻃﺮح ﺷﺒﻠﯽ ﮐﯽ ﻋﻄﯿﮧ ﺑﯿﮕﻢ ،ﻣﻮﻣﻦ ﮐﯽ اﻣ اﻟﻔﺎﻃﻤﮧ ﺑﯿﮕﻢ اور
ﺟﯿﺴﯽ ﮐﺌﯽ ﺧﻮاﺗﯿﻦ ﺳﮯ ﻣﺘﻌﺎرف ﮐﺮواﯾﺎ ،ان ﮐﮯ ﻋﻼوہ ﻧُﻮر ﻋﻨﺎﺋﯿﺖ ﺧﺎﻧﻢ ﮐﮯ ﺟﻨﮕﯽ ﮐﺎرﻧﺎﻣﻮں اور ﺣﺠﺎب
اﻣﺘﯿﺎز ﻋﻠﯽ ﮐﮯ ﭘﮩﻠﯽ ﻣﺴﻠﻤﺎن ﺧﺎﺗﻮن ﭘﺎﺋﻠﭧ ﮨﻮﻧﮯ ﮐﺎ ﺑﮭﯽ ﮨﻤﯿﮟ اﺳﺘﺎد ﮐﮯ ﻓﯿﺾ ﺳﮯ ﻋﻠﻢ ﮨﻮا۔ ﻟﯿﮑﻦ ﺟﻮ ﻗﺼﮧ
ﺳﻨﺎﯾﺎ ﺗﻮ ﻣﺠﮭﮯ ﺑﮩﺖ
داغ ﮐﯽ واﻟﺪہ ﭼﮭﻮﭨﯽ ﺑﯿﮕﻢ ﯾﻌﻨﯽ وزﯾﺮ ﺑﯿﮕﻢ ُزﮨﺮہ ﮐﮯ ﺣُﺴﻦ اور زﻧﺪﮔﯽ ﮐﮯ ﻣﺼﺎﺋﺐ ﮐﺎ ُ
ﻣﺘﺎﺛﺮ ﮐﯿﺎ اﮔﺮﭼﮧ ﺑﺎﻗﯽ ﻃﻠﺒﺎ ﻧﮯ ﺧُﻮب ﮨﻨﺴﯽ ﺑﻨﺎﺋﯽ۔ ﻣﺜﻨﻮی ﺳﺤﺮاﻟﺒﯿﺎن ﭘﮍﮬﺎﺗﮯ ﮨﻮﺋﮯ ﺟﻮ ﺷﮩﺰادی ﺑﺪرﻣﻨﯿﺮ ﮐﺎ
ذﮐﺮ ﮨﻮا ﺗﻮ اُﺳﺘﺎد ﺟﯽ ﻧﮯ ﮨﻤﺎرے ﻋﻠﻢ ﻣﯿﮟ اﺿﺎﻓﮧ ﮐﺮﺗﮯ ﮨﻮﺋﮯ ﺑﺘﺎﯾﺎ ﮐﮧ ﺗﺎرﯾﺦ ﮐﯽ ﺣﺴﯿﻦ ﺗﺮﯾﻦ ﺷﮩﺰادی ڈاﯾﺎﻧﺎ
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YOUR AD HERE

THE

EVENTALISTS

The Eventalists based in Sargodha. we offer wide range of the services under the category
of the social and cooperate planning.
We prioritize your choices, from start to finish ❤
So keep calm and hire us now!

Email: eventalistst@gmail.com
Call : +92 344 7482003

CAUSERIE

ﺳﭙﯿﻨﺴﺮ ﺗﮭﯿﮟ! ﯾﺎ ﭘﮭﺮ ﺛُﺮﯾﺎ ﺑﺨﺘﯿﺎری! اور ﭘﮭﺮ اﯾﮏ ﻟﻤﺒﯽ آہ ﺑﮭﺮی ،اﻧﺪاز ﯾﮧ ﺗﮭﺎ؛
”!!“Ah! Her Highness Princess Suriyya of Iran

ﭘﮭﺮ ﺷﺮﻣﺎ ﮔﺌﮯ اور ﻣﺴﮑﺮا دﺋﯿﮯ،
“But what do you Jahilz will know about her.... Your knowledge only confines to Princess
”!Rapanzul of Nowhere Land
اﺳﯽ ﻃﺮح اﯾﮏ دن اﻣﺘﯿﺎز ﻋﻠﯽ ﺗﺎج ﮐﮯ ڈراﻣﻮں ﮐﮯ ذﮐﺮ ﺳﮯ زﯾﺒﺎ ﺑﺨﺘﯿﺎر ﻧﮑﻠﯿﮟ اور ﮨﻤﺎرا اﯾﮏ ﭘﯿﺮﯾﮉ ﻏﺒﻦ ﮐﺮ
ﮔﺌﯿﮟ۔ اور ﺟﺐ ﮨﻢ اس ﭘﺮ ﮨﻨﺲ دﯾﺘﮯ ﺗﻮ اﺳﺘﺎد ﺟﯽ ﺑﺪ ﺣﻮاس ﮨﻮ ﮐﺮ اﭘﻨﯽ ﺻﻔﺎﺋﯽ ﻣﯿﮟ ﮐﮩﺘﮯ؛ دﯾﮑﮭﻮ ﻣﯿﮟ
ﻟﭩﺮﯾﭽﺮ ﮐﺎ ﺑﻨﺪہ ﮨﻮں ،ﻣﯿﮟ ﺣُﺴﻦ ﮐﻮ ﺳﺮاﮨﺘﺎ اور اس ﮐﯽ ﻗﺪر ﮐﺮﺗﺎ ﮨﻮں۔ وہ ﺣُﺴﻦ ﮐﻮ ادب ﮐﺎ ﺟﻮﮨﺮ ﺳﻤﺠﮭﺘﮯ
ﻣﺼﻄﻔﯽ زﯾﺪی ﮐﻮ ﭘﭽﮭﻠﯽ ﺻﺪی ﮐﺎ ﻋﻈﯿﻢ ﺗﺮﯾﻦ ﺷﺎﻋﺮ ﺳﻤﺠﮭﺘﮯ اور ﺑﺘﺎﺗﮯ ﺗﮭﮯ ﮐﮧ ﻣﯿﮟ ﻧﮯ ﺟﻤﺎﻋﺖ
ﺗﮭﮯ۔
ٰ
ُ
ُ
ﺳﻨﺎ ﺗﮭﺎ ﮐﮧ زﯾﺪی ﺻﺎﺣﺐ ﻧﮯ ﺷﮩﻨﺎز ﮔﻞ ﮐﮯ ﻋﺸﻖ ﻣﯿﮟ ﻧﺎﮐﺎﻣﯽ ﭘﺮ ﺧﻮد ﮐﺸﯽ ﮐﯽ ﺗﮭﯽ ﺗﻮ ﻣﯿﮟ ﻧﮯ
دوﺋﻢ ﻣﯿﮟ ُ
ﻋﮩﺪ ﮐﯿﺎ ﺗﮭﺎ ﮐﮧ ﺑﮍا ﮨﻮ ﮐﺮ ﻣﯿﮟ ﺑﮭﯽ ﮐﺴﯽ ﮐﮯ ﻋﺸﻖ ﻣﯿﮟ ﺧﻮد ﮐﺸﯽ ﮐﺮوں ﮔﺎ۔
اُﺳﺘﺎد ﺟﯽ ﮐﺎ ﮐﮩﻨﺎ ﮨﮯ ﮐﮧ اُن ﮐﯽ ذات ﻣﯿﮟ ﻓﻘﻂ اﯾﮏ ﮨﯽ اﭼﮭﯽ ﻋﺎدت ﮨﮯ اور ﺑﻘﻮﻻن ﮐﮯ وﮨﯽ اﯾﮏ ﺧﺎﻣﯽ ﮨﮯ
ﮐﮧ وہ ﮐﺘﺎب ﭘﮍﮬﺘﮯ ﮨﯿﮟ اور ﮐﺘﺐ ﺑﯿﻨﯽ ﮐﺎ ﺷﻮق ﻓﻮﺟﯽ زﻧﺪﮔﯽ ﮐﮯ ﺳﺨﺖ دﻧﻮں ،ﺑﮯ روزﮔﺎری ﮐﮯ ﻣﺎﯾﻮس
دﻧﻮں اور ﻟﮑﭽﺮاری ﮐﮯ ﺑﮭﻠﮯ دﻧﻮں ﻣﯿﮟ ان ﮐﮯ ﺳﺎﺗﮫ ﮨﯽ رﮨﺎ۔ وہ ﮐﺘﺎب ﮐﮯ اﻧﺘﺨﺎب ﮐﮯ وﻗﺖ اس ﮐﯽ اﺷﺎﻋﺖ
ﮐﺎ ﭘﺲ ﻣﻨﻈﺮ ،ﻣﺼﻨﻒ ﮐﺎ ﺷﺠﺮہ ﻧﺴﺐ ﻣﻌﻠﻮم ﮐﺮﺗﮯ اور ﻣﻄﺎﻟﻌﮯ ﮐﮯ دوران اﮐﺜﺮ اﭘﻨﯽ ﻧﻮٹ ﺑُﮏ ﻣﯿﮟ اس
ﮐﺘﺎب ﺳﮯ ﻧﻮﭨﺲ ﺑﮭﯽ ﻟﮯ ﻟﯿﺘﮯ ،ﮐﺌﯽ ﮐﺘﺎﺑﻮں ﮐﮯ رﯾﻮﯾﻮ ﺑﮭﯽ ﻟﮑﮭﮯ۔ ﮨﻢ ﻃﻠﺒﺎء ﻣﯿﮟ ﯾﮧ ﺷﻮق ڈاﻟﻨﮯ ﮐﯿﻠﺌﮯ ﺑﮩﺖ
ﻣﺤﻨﺖ ﮐﯽ اور ﻣﯿﺮی ﺑﮩﺖ ﺣﻮﺻﻠﮧ اﻓﺰاﺋﯽ ﮐﮧ ﮐﮧ ﭘﮍﮬﻮ ،ﭘﮍﮬﻮ اور ﭘﮭﺮ ﻟﮑﮭﻮ! اُﺳﺘﺎد ﺟﯽ ﻧﮯ ﻻﺗﻌﺪاد ﮐﺘﺎﺑﯿﮟ
ﭘﮍﮬﯿﮟ ،ﮨﺮ ﻣﻮﺿﻮع ﭘﺮ ﭘﮍﮬﯿﮟ اور ﭘﮍﮬﻨﮯ ﮐﺎ ﺣﻖ ادا ﮐﺮدﯾﺎ ﻟﯿﮑﻦ ﮐﺘﺎﺑﯽ ،اﻓﺴﺎﻧﻮی ﮐﺮداروں ﻣﯿﮟ اﭘﻨﯽ ذات ﮐﻮ
ﺗﻼش ﮐﺮﻧﮯ ﯾﺎ ﭘﮭﺮ ان ﺟﯿﺴﺎ ﺑﻦ ﺟﺎﻧﮯ ﮐﯽ ﮐﻮﺷﺶ ﻣﯿﮟ اﭘﻨﯽ ﺷﺨﺼﯿﺖ ﮐﮩﯿﮟ ﮔُﻢ ﮐﺮ ﺑﯿﭩﮭﮯ۔ ﺷﺎﯾﺪ ﯾﮧ ﺑﮭﯽ
ﮐﺴﯽ ﮐﺘﺎب ﻣﯿﮟ ﭘﮍﮬﺎ ﺗﮭﺎ ﮐﮧ ﭼﺎﺋﮯ زﻧﺪﮔﯽ ﮨﮯ! اور اُﺳﺘﺎد ﺟﯽ اﮔﺮ ﮐﺎﻟﺞ ﮐﯽ ﻻﺋﺒﺮﯾﺮی ﻣﯿﮟ ﻧﮩﯿﮟ ﮔﺌﮯ ﮨﻮﺋﮯ ﺗﻮ
ﮐﯿﻨﭩﯿﻦ ﭘﺮ ڈﮬﻮﻧﮉﺋﯿﮯ ،ﺑﮯ درﯾﻎ ﭼﺎﺋﮯ ﭘﯽ رﮨﮯ ﮨﻮں ﮔﮯ ﯾﺎ ﮐﻮﻟﯿﮓ ،ﺳﺎﺗﮭﯿﻮں ﮐﻮ ﭼﺎﺋﮯ ﺑﻨﺎ ﮐﺮ ﭘﯿﺶ ﮐﺮ رﮨﮯ ﮨﻮں
ﮔﮯ۔ رﻣﻀﺎن ﮐﮯ ﻣﮩﯿﻨﮯ ﻣﯿﮟ ﺑﮭﯽ ﮐﺮﺳﭽﯿﻦ ﻣﯿﮉﯾﮑﻞ آرڈرﻟﯽ ﮐﮯ دﻓﺘﺮ ﻣﯿﮟ ﭘﯿﻨﺎڈول ﮐﯽ ﮔﻮﻟﯽ ﻟﯿﻨﮯ ﮐﮯ ﺑﮩﺎﻧﮯ
ﺟﺎﺗﮯ اور وﮨﺎں ﭼﮭﭗ ﮐﺮ ﭼﺎﺋﮯ ﻧﻮش ﻓﺮﻣﺎﺗﮯ۔ ﻣﯿﺮا ﺧﯿﺎل ﮨﮯ ﮐﮧ اُﺳﺘﺎد ﺟﯽ ﺑﯿﻤﺎر ﮨﻮﺗﮯ ﮨﻮں ﮔﮯ ﺗﻮ اﻧﮩﯿﮟ ﭼﺎﺋﮯ
ﮐﯽ ڈرپ ﻟﮕﺘﯽ ﮨﻮ ﮔﯽ۔
اُﺳﺘﺎد ﺟﯽ اﯾﮏ اﭼﮭﮯ ﻟﮑﮭﺎری ﺑﮭﯽ ﮨﯿﮟ۔ ﺧﺎﮐﮯ ،اﻓﺴﺎﻧﮯ اور ﻣﻀﺎﻣﯿﻦ ﻟﮑﮭﺘﮯ ﮨﯿﮟ ،اﯾﮏ ﻧﺎول ﺑﮭﯽ ﻟﮑﮫ ﭼﮑﮯ
ﮨﯿﮟ ﺟﻮﮐﺮاﭼﯽ ﺳﮯ ﺷﺎﺋﻊ ﮨﻮا ﻟﯿﮑﻦ ﮐﺎﻟﺞ ﻣﯿﮟ ﺷﺎﯾﺪ ﮨﯽ ﮐﺴﯽ ﺳﮯ اس ﮐﺎ ذﮐﺮﮐﯿﺎ ﮨﻮ۔ ان ﮐﮯ اﻓﺴﺎﻧﻮں ﭘﮧ ﻣﺰاح
ﮐﯽ دﮬﻨﮏ ﮐﮯ ﺳﺎﺗﮫ ﺳﺎﺗﮫ ﻧﺎﺳﭩﯿﻠﺠﯿﺎ ﮐﮯ ﺑﺎدل ﺿﺮور ﻣﻨﮉﻻ رﮨﮯ ﮨﻮﺗﮯ ﮨﯿﮟ۔ اس ﮐﮯ ﺑﺎوﺟﻮد وہ ﺧﻮد ﮐﻮ اﯾﮏ
ﻧﺎﮐﺎم اور ﺑﮯ ﮐﺎر اﻧﺴﺎن ﮐﮯ ﻃﻮر ﭘﺮ ﻣﺘﻌﺎرف ﮐﺮواﺗﮯ ﮨﯿﮟ ﻟﯿﮑﻦ آﺋﯿﻨﮧ دﯾﮑﮭﺘﮯ ﮨﻮﺋﮯ ان ﮐﯽ ﮔﻮﮨﺮ ﺷﻨﺎس آﻧﮑﮭﯿﮟ
ﭼﻤﮏ ﺿﺮور اﭨﮭﺘﯽ ﮨﻮں ﮔﯽ اور وہ ﮐﯿﻮں ﻧﮩﯿﮟ ﭼﺎﮨﺘﮯ ﮨﻮں ﮔﮯ ﮐﮧ اس ﻗﺎﺑﻠﯿﺖ ﮐﻮ ﺳﺮاﮨﺎ ﺟﺎﺋﮯ ،ﭘﮩﭽﺎﻧﺎ ﺟﺎﺋﮯ۔
اُﺳﺘﺎد ﺟﯽ ﮐﮩﺘﮯ ﮨﯿﮟ ﮐﮧ ﮐﻤﯿﻨﮯ آدﻣﯽ ﮐﯽ ﯾﮩﯽ ﻧﺸﺎﻧﯽ ﮨﮯ ﮐﮧ ﺟﺐ اﺳﮯ ﮐﺎﻣﯿﺎﺑﯽ ﻣﻠﺘﯽ ﮨﮯ ﺗﻮ وہ اﭘﻨﯽ اوﻗﺎت
ﺑﮭﻮل ﺟﺎﺗﺎ ﮨﮯ۔ ﺧُﻮد اﭘﻨﮯ ﺑﮯ روزﮔﺎری ﮐﮯدﻧﻮں ﮐﯽ ﺧﻮاری ،ڈﯾﺰل اﻧﺠﻦ ﻣﮑﯿﻨﮏ واﻟﮯ ﮐﺎم ﯾﺎ ﺟﻠﺪ ﺳﺎزی ﮐﮯ ﮐﺎم
ﮐﮯ ﺗﺠﺮﺑﮯ ﺑﮭﯽ ﮨﻤﯿﮟ ﺳﻨﺎﺋﮯ ۔ وہ ﮐﮩﺘﮯ ﺗﮭﮯ'' ،ﺑُﮭﻮک اﻧﺴﺎﻧﯽ ﺗﺎرﯾﺦ ﮐﺎ ﺳﺐ ﺳﮯ ﺗﻠﺦ ﺗﺠﺮﺑﮧ ﮨﮯ''۔ اور ﯾﮧ ﮐﮩﺘﮯ
ﮨﻮﺋﮯ ﻣﺎﺗﮭﮯ ﭘﮧ اﯾﮏ ﺷﮑﻦ ﮨﻮﺗﯽ ﺟﯿﺴﮯ ﺗﻠﺦ ﻣﺎﺿﯽ ﮐﮯ ﮐﺴﯽ ﮐﺎﻧﭩﮯ ﺳﮯ اُﻟﺠﮫ ﮔﺌﮯ ﮨﻮں۔ ﻣﯿﮟ ﻧﮯ اﯾﮏ دﻓﻌﮧ ﮐﮩﺎ
ﮐﮧ ﻣﺠﮭﮯ آپ ﺟﯿﺴﺎ اﻧﺴﺎن ﺑﻨﻨﺎ ﮨﮯ ﺗﻮ ﺑﻮﻟﮯ،
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”!“Don’t follow failed men Goofy
ور ﭘﮭﺮ اردو ﻣﯿﮟ ﮔﻮﯾﺎ ﮨﻮﺋﮯ؛ ﺟﺲ ﺻﺪی ﻣﯿﮟ ﺗُﻢ ﻧﮯ ﺟﯿﻨﺎ ﮨﮯ ،وﮨﺎں ﻣﺠﮫ اﯾﺴﮯ ﻟﻮﮔﻮں ﮐﯽ ﺟﮕﮧ ﻧﮩﯿﮟ ﮨﮯ،
ﺗﻤﮩﯿﮟ ﺑﻮﻟﮉ ﮨﻮﻧﺎ ﭘﮍے ﮔﺎ۔ اﯾﺴﯽ ﻧﺼﯿﺤﺘﯿﮟ ﮐﺮﺗﮯ ﮨﻮﺋﮯ ﺷﺎﯾﺪ وہ ڈرﺗﮯ ﺗﮭﮯ ﮐﮧ اﭘﻨﯽ ﻃﺒﯿﻌﺖ ﮐﮯ ﮨﺎﺗﮭﻮں ﺟﻮ رﻧﺞ
اور ﺗﮑﺎﻟﯿﻒ اﻧﮩﻮں ﻧﮯ ﮐﺎﭨﯿﮟ ،وہ ان ﮐﮯ ﺷﺎﮔﺮدوں ﮐﻮ ﻧﮧ ﺟﮭﯿﻠﻨﺎ ﭘﮍﯾﮟ۔ اور ﻣﺠﮭﮯ رﻓﺘﮧ رﻓﺘﮧ اﻧﺪازہ ﮨﻮﻧﮯ ﻟﮕﺎ ﮐﮧ
اُﺳﺘﺎد ﺟﯽ اﻧﺪر ﺳﮯ اﯾﮏ ﻧﺎﺧﻮش اور اُداس اﻧﺴﺎن ﮨﯿﮟ ﻟﯿﮑﻦ اس ﮐﺎ اﻇﮩﺎر ﻧﮩﯿﮟ ﮐﺮ ﭘﺎﺗﮯ ﺑﻠﮑﮧ ﯾﻮں ﮐﮩﻮں ﮐﮧ
اﻧﮩﯿﮟ اﭘﻨﯽ ﮨﻨﺴﯽ ﭘﮧ اﺧﺘﯿﺎر ﻧﮩﯿﮟ۔
ﮐﺴﯽ ﻣﻮﻗﻌﮯ ﭘﺮ ﮐﮩﺎ؛ ﻣﯿﮟ اﯾﮏ ﺑﻮڑﮬﺎ ﮔﺪھ ﮨﻮں ﺟﻮ درﺧﺖ ﮐﯽ ﺳﺐ ﺳﮯ اوﻧﭽﯽ ﺷﺎخ ﭘﺮ ﺑﯿﭩﮭﺎ ﺗُﻢ ﺑﭽﻮں ﮐﻮ
دﯾﮑﮫ رﮨﺎ ﮨﻮں ﮐﮧ اﯾﮏ دن ﺗُﻢ ﻟﻮگ ﺑﮭﯽ اُڑﻧﮯ ﻟﮕﻮ ﮔﮯ!
ﮐﺎش وﻗﺖ اﯾﮏ ﺑﺎر ﭘﮭﺮ ﭘﻠﭧ ﺟﺎﺋﮯ اور ﮨﻢ ﮐﭽﮫ وﻗﺖ اُس'' ﺑﻮڑﮬﮯ'' ﮔﺪھ ﮐﮯ ﺳﺎﺗﮫ اﺳﯽ ﻃﺮح ﮔﺰار ﺳﮑﯿﮟ۔۔۔
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"ﺧﺎﻣﻮﺷﯽ"
By
Sana Khan
)(India

ﺳﻨﻮ ﮔﺮ ﺗﻢ ﺗﻮ ﮐﭽﮫ ﮐﭽﮫ اﯾﺴﮯ ﮐﮩﺘﯽ ﮨﮯ ﺧﻤﻮﺷﯽ
ﻣﯿﺮے ﮨﯽ ﺳﺎﺗﮫ اﻧﺪر ﻣﯿﺮے رﮨﺘﯽ ﮨﮯ ﺧﻤﻮﺷﯽ
ﯾﮧ ﭼﭙﯽ آﺧﺮش ﺗﻮ ﻣﺠﮫ ﻣﯿﮟ ﮨﯽ دم ﺗﻮڑ دﯾﺘﯽ
ﻣﮕﺮ اﭘﻨﺎ ﺳﻤﺠﮫ ﮐﺮ ﻣﺠﮫ ﺳﮯ ﻟﮍﺗﯽ ﮨﮯ ﺧﻤﻮﺷﯽ
ﺷﺐ ﮨﺠﺮاں ﻣﯿﮟ ﺑﮩﻢ رﮨﺘﯽ ﺟﯿﺴﮯ ﮐﻮﺋﯽ ﺳﺎﯾﮧ
ِ
ﯾﻮں ﺷﻮرِ ﮔﺮﯾﮯ ﭘﺮ ﻣﯿﺮے ﺳﺴﮑﺘﯽ ﮨﮯ ﺧﻤﻮﺷﯽ
ﺑﮩﺖ ﺳﮯ ﮔﻮﮨﺮ و ﻧﺎﯾﺎب ﮨﯿﮟ ﭘﯿﺮﮨﻦ ﻣﯿﮟ ﻓﺮ ﮐﯿﻮ
ﺳﯿﺎہ ﭘﻮش ﺳﮯ ﯾﻮں ﻣﺠﮫ ﮐﻮ ﻟﭙﭩﯽ ﮨﮯ ﺧﻤﻮﺷﯽ
ﮐﻮﺋﯽ ﺑﮭﯽ ﺷﻮر ﺗﻮ ﮨﻮﺗﺎ ﻧﮩﯿﮟ ﮨﮯ ﮐﻤﺮے ﻣﯿﮟ
ﻣﯿﺮی دﯾﻮار ﺳﮯ ﺗﭗ ﺗﭗ ﮐﮯ ﺑﮩﺘﯽ ﮨﮯ ﺧﻤﻮﺷﯽ
دﯾﺎ ﮨﮯ ﻣﻨﮯ ﺑﮭﯽ اﻟﺰام اﭘﻨﮯ ﻣﺴﻠﮯ ﮐﺎ
ﺳﻮ ﺧﺎﻣﻮﺷﯽ ﺳﮯ اب ﺳﺐ ﮐﭽﮫ ﺗﻮ ﺳﯿﮭﺘﯽ ﮨﮯ ﺧﻤﻮﺷﯽ
ﺳﮩﻞ ﺑﮭﯽ ﺗﻮ ﻧﮩﯿﮟ ﮨﮯ اس ﺳﮯ ﭘﯿﭽﮭﺎ ﯾﻮں ﭼﮭﻮڑﻧﺎ
ﻣﯿﮟ اُس ﮐﻮ اور ﻣﺠﮫ ﮐﻮ ﮐﮭﻮار ﮐﺮﺗﯽ ﮨﮯ ﺧﻤﻮﺷﯽ
اﺷﺪ آﮔﺎﮨﯽ ﮨﯽ رﮐﮭﯽ در و دﯾﻮار ﺳﮯ اور
درﯾﭽﮯ ﺑﮭﯽ ﺗﻮ ﮐﮩﺘﮯ ﮨﮯ ﮐﯽ ﺗﮑﺘﯽ ﮨﮯ ﺧﻤﻮﺷﯽ
ﺳﻨﺎ ﯾﮧ ﺗﻮ ﮐﺴﯽ ﺷﯿﺸﮧ ﮔﺮاں ﮐﺎ ﮐﺎم ﮨﮯ ﺷﺎﯾﺪ
ﮐﮧ ﺧﻦ ﺧﻦ ﺑﺸﮑﺴﺘﺎ ﺑﮭﯽ ﮐﮭﻨﮑﺘﯽ ﮨﮯ ﺧﻤﻮﺷﯽ
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"ﯾﮧ ﺑﺎرش ﮐﯽ ﺷﺎم اے دل ﺗﯿﺮے ﻧﺎم"
By
Rabeea Tariq
)(Pakistan
وہ اس ﮐﻮ ﺑﺎرش ﻣﯿﮟ ﺟﺎﻧﮯ ﺳﮯ روک رﮨﯽ ﺗﮭﯽ اور ﭘﯿﭽﮭﮯ ﺳﮯ آوازﯾﮟ ﻟﮕﺎ رﮨﯽ ﺗﮭﯽ
ﮨﺎدی ﯾﺎر واﭘﺲ آﺟﺎو۔۔۔۔۔
ﺑﮩﺖ ﺗﯿﺰ ﺑﺎرش ﮨﻮ رﮨﯽ ﮨﮯ ﻃﺒﯿﻌﺖ ﺑﮭﯽ ﺑﮕﮍ ﺳﮑﺘﯽ ﮨﮯ آواز آ رﮨﯽ ﮨﮯ ﻧﺎ ﻣﯿﺮی۔۔۔۔ ﮨﺎدی۔۔۔۔
ﮨﺎں ﺳﻦ رﮨﺎ ﮨﻮں ﻟﯿﮑﻦ ﺑﺎرش ﮐﻮ ﺑﺮس ﺗﻮ ﻟﯿﻨﮯ دو ﯾﺎر ﮐﺒﮭﯽ ﮐﺒﮭﯽ ﺗﻮ اﯾﺴﯽ ﺑﺎرش ﮨﻮﺗﯽ ﮨﮯ۔۔۔۔
آﺟﺎوں ﮔﺎ ﺗﻢ ﻓﮑﺮ ﻧﮧ ﮐﺮو۔۔۔۔
ﮨﻨﮧ ﺟﻮ ﮐﺮﻧﺎ ﮨﮯ ﮐﺮو)ﺷﻨﺎﯾﮧ ﻏﺼﮧ ﻣﯿﮟ ﺑﮍﺑﮍاﺗﯽ ﮨﻮﺋﯽ(
اﭼﮭﺎ ﺷﻨﺎﯾﮧ ﯾﺎر ﭘﮑﻮڑے ﺗﻮ ﺑﻨﺎ ﻟﻮ
ﻣﺠﮭﮯ آواز ﻧﮩﯿﮟ آرﮨﯽ ﺟﺲ ﻧﮯ ﺟﻮ ﺑﻨﺎﻧﺎ ﮨﮯ وہ ﺑﻨﺎ ﺳﮑﺘﺎ ﮨﮯ وہ رﮨﺎ ﮐﭽﻦ )ﮐﭽﻦ ﮐﯽ ﻃﺮف اﺷﺎرہ ﮐﺮﺗﮯ ﮨﻮﺋﮯ)
ﮨﺎﮨﺎﮨﺎ ﭼﻠﻮ ﭘﮭﺮآج ﯾﮧ ﻣﺎﺳﭩﺮ ﭼﯿﻒ ﺗﻤﮩﯿﮟ ﮐﮭﻼﺗﺎ ﮨﮯ)زﮨﻦ ﻣﯿﮟ ﺷﺮارت ﻟﯿﮯ وہ ﺑﺎﻟﻮں ﻣﯿﮟ ﮨﺎﺗﮫ ﭘﮭﯿﺮﺗﺎ اﻧﺪر ﮐﯽ
ﺟﺎﻧﺐ آ رﮨﺎ ﺗﮭﺎ (
وہ ﻣﻄﻤﺌﻦ اﻧﺪاز ﻣﯿﮟ ﮐﺘﺎب ﭘﮍﮬﻨﮯ ﻣﯿﮟ ﻣﺼﺮوف ﺗﮭﯽ
ﮐﮧ ﮐﮩﯿﮟ اک دم ﺳﮯ اس ﭘﮧ ﭘﺎﻧﯽ آﮔﺮا اور وہ ﺑﻠﺒﻼ اﭨﮭﯽ اور زور زور ﺳﮯ ﮨﺎدی ﮐﻮ ﮐﻮﺳﻨﮯ ﻟﮕﯽ
ﮨﺎدی زﻧﺪﮔﯽ ﺟﯿﻨﮯ واﻻ اﯾﮏ ﺑﮭﺮﭘﻮر ﺷﺨﺺ اور ﺷﻨﺎﯾﮧ )ﺧﻮد ﻣﯿﮟ ﺳﻤﭩﯽ اﯾﮏ ﻧﺎزک ﺳﯽ ﮐﭩﮫ ﭘﺘﻠﯽ(
وہ ﺧﻮد ﺳﮯ اﻟﺠﮭﺘﯽ اس ﮐﻮ ﺑﻮل رﮨﯽ ﺗﮭﯽ اور ﮨﺎدی اس ﮐﻮ دﯾﮑﮫ ﮐﮯ ﻣﺴﮑﺮا رﮨﺎ ﺗﮭﺎ اور اس ﮐﯽ ﺟﺎﻧﺐ
اﺷﺎرہ ﮐﺮﺗﮯﮨﻮﺋﮯ ﺑﻮﻻ
ﯾﮧ ﺑﺎرش ﮐﯽ ﺷﺎم
اے دل ﺗﯿﺮے ﻧﺎم
اب دوﻧﻮں ﮐﮭﻞ ﮐﺮ ﻣﺴﮑﺮا رﮨﮯ ﺗﮭﮯ اور ﺑﺎرش ﺳﮯ ﮐﻄﻒ اﻧﺪوز ﮨﻮ رﮨﮯ ﺗﮭﮯ
)ﯾﮧ ان ﮐﯽ اس زﻧﺪﮔﯽ ﮐﯽ ﭘﮩﻠﯽ ﺑﺎرش ﺗﮭﯽ(
وہ اﮐﺜﺮ اﭘﻨﯽ ﺣﺴﯿﻦ ﯾﺎدﯾﮟ اس ﻃﺮح ﭘﻨﻮں ﭘﮧ ﻗﯿﺪ ﮐﺮ ﻟﯿﺎ ﮐﺮﺗﯽ ﺗﮭﯽ
اور آج ﺑﮭﯽ وہ اﺳﮯ ﮨﯽ دﮨﺮا رﮨﯽ ﺗﮭﯽ اور دل ﮨﯽ دل ﻣﯿﮟ ﻣﺴﮑﺮا رﮨﯽ ﺗﮭﯽ اﺗﻨﮯ ﻣﯿﮟ ﮨﺎدی اس ﮐﮯ ﻟﯿﮯ ﭨﺮے
ﻣﯿﮟ ﭼﺎﺋﮯ ﺳﺠﺎﺋﮯ ﮐﻤﺮے ﻣﯿﮟ داﺧﻞ ﮨﻮا ۔۔۔
ﻣﺴﺰ ﮨﺎدی ﮐﺲ ﺑﺎت ﭘﺮ دل ﮨﯽ دل ﻣﯿﮟ ﻣﺴﮑﺮاﯾﺎ ﺟﺎ رﮨﺎ ﮨﮯ۔۔۔۔۔ﮨﺎدی ﻧﮯ ﺳﻮال داﻏﺎ۔۔۔۔۔
ﮐﭽﮫ ﻧﮩﯿﮟ ﺑﺲ اس ﺑﺎرش ﺳﮯ ﻣﺠﮭﮯ ﻣﺎﺳﭩﺮ ﭼﯿﻒ ﻣﻞ ﮔﯿﺎ ﮨﮯ اس ﻟﯿﮯ ﻣﺴﮑﺮا رﮨﯽ ﮨﻮں۔۔۔۔
ﭼﺎﺋﮯ ﮐﺎ ﮐﭗ ﺗﮭﺎﻣﺘﮯ ﮨﻮﺋﮯ وہ ﮨﺎدی ﺳﮯ ﻣﺨﺎﻃﺐ ﺗﮭﯽ۔۔۔۔
آج ﺑﮭﯽ زوروں ﺳﮯ ﺑﺎرش ﮨﻮ رﮨﯽ ﺗﮭﯽ
اور آج ﺷﻨﺎﯾﮧ ﮨﺎدی ﮐﯽ ﻻﺋﻨﺰ ﺑﻮل رﮨﯽ ﺗﮭﯽ
ﯾﮧ ﺑﺎرش ﮐﯽ ﺷﺎم
اے دل ﺗﯿﺮے ﻧﺎم
اور ﮨﺎدی اﺑﺮو اﺷﮑﺎﺋﮯ اس ﮐﻮ داد دے رﮨﺎ ﺗﮭﺎ۔۔۔۔۔(
)ﮨﺎدی ﻧﮯ اس ﮐﻮ زﻧﺪﮔﯽ ﺟﯿﻨﺎ ﺳﮑﮭﺎ دﯾﺎ ﺗﮭﺎ(
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