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Dear Students,

As the CEO and Executive Principal of this institution, I am proud
to be a part of this vibrant and dynamic community that values
knowledge, growth, and character development.

Congratulations on another successful year! Your intellectual
curiosity, creativity, and resilience is inspiring. I am amazed by
your accomplishments in academics, sports, arts, and community
service. Each one of you possesses unique talents and potential, and
I encourage you to pursue your dreams with purpose and integrity.

It was a great moment of pride to see how you all rallied together
to raise awareness and collect donations for the Flood Relief drive
for your fellow Pakistanis. This was purely a student-led effort that
empowered you to take charge and create a positive impact in society
solely through your determination. Remember, education is not just
about grades; it is about acquiring the skills, knowledge, and values
that will shape you into well-rounded individuals. Furthermore, with
the introduction of the Student Wellbeing Department we hope to
improve our efforts at optimizing your mental and emotional health.

Once again, I was exceptionally proud of my students and staff
for hosting the Sonnu Rahman All-Pakistan Junior Debating
Championship 2023, which was a spectacular success. This is one of
the most prestigious

student competitions in Pakistan, and I must commend the efforts of
our school community to make this a remarkable experience for all.

My appreciation goes out to the dedicated teachers and staff
members. Their unwavering commitment to excellence has been the
driving force behind your achievements. I also want to extend my
gratitude to your

parents and guardians who entrust us with your education and well-
being. Their support and partnership play an invaluable role in your
success.

Asyou embark on this journey of learning and growth, Iam confident
that the future holds great promise for each one of you. I wish you all
an enjoyable summer holiday, and a rewarding academic year ahead,
InshaAllah.

Your sincerely,
Anjum S. Ahmed
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ADVENTURE TIME
COST ME BIG TIME

Abdul Rehman Umar Sheikh OIIls

On a cold winter morning, I was vacationing in Lon-
don with my parents and all I wanted was coffee. I
grabbed my jacket and stepped out as it was freez-
ing cold and snow was predicted. As I was walking
down the street to the coffee shop, my eyes caught
a mysterious alleyway. I was quite the adventurous
one and without a second thought, I went down that
alleyway. Unfortunately, it was a dead end. I frowned
and turned around to get out of the alley. I made my
way to the coffee shop which was warm and smelled
like espresso. I ordered my coffee and sat down to sip
it when a gentleman walked up to my table. He took

THE GREAT RED $POT

PACE
s

size is decreasing.

a seat without invitation. When I raised an eyebrow,
he gave me a charming smile.

“Hey, I saw you go down that alleyway. You're an ad-
venturous kid, aren’t you?”. I didn’t think my answer
through and just nodded my head enthusiastically.
“Yeah, I am! Why?”

So the person replied, “If you want some real adven-
ture, I know a historic place which you might want
to see” I quickly replied yes and wanted to hear all
about it from him.

A few minutes later, he told me all about it and as
soon as he finished, I drank my coffee to the last drop.
I rushed back to my hotel room to get my backpack
and set off on my adventure. I went to a nearby store
to get some goods for the adventure and it all began.
The old man had told me a very odd route to get to
the place, I had to pass through many tiny streets.
As soon as I started the adventure, I thought I was
low on information so I asked a passer-by about the
place and he guided me a little. So I began ambling
towards my mysterious destination. As soon as I got
there, I felt this odd feeling that told me the street
had been abandoned for years now. It was all grey
and dusty. The houses were rusty and crumbling.

I took one more look at the crumbling street and
sauntered forward to find the historic place I had
been promised. I walked and walked for another
forty five minutes but could not find anything. I was
so tired that even a fifteen minute break didn’t real-
ly help my cause. I muttered and loitered but found
nothing. I was so exhausted by the end that I just
gave up.

I had wasted the whole day on my adventure and
found nothing. I was tired and really furious at the
old man who had given me that false address. On my
way back to my hotel, I stopped at the same coffee
shop and grabbed a big cup full. It didn’t do me any
good so I just threw myself on my pillows a while
later and drifted into an uneasy sleep. This instance
taught me to never trust someone blindly. I was
tricked and pranked perhaps and it ruined my day.

Jupiter's Great Red Spot is a massive storm that’s been raging for over 350 years. Recent
study suggests a unique chemical mix gives Jupiter's Great Red Spot its color, and its




PEOPLE WE LIKE
AND PEOPLE WEDON'T

Ali Akber OIITh

I have two best friends in my school, Ahmed and Ali. I have known Ahmed since Kindergarten. We were

both enthusiastic four year olds who just happened to click. Later, when I was in grade six, we met Ali and the
three of us became the ultimate trio. Ahmed is every
bit like me and literally, no one can spot a difference
between us. Ali, however, has absolutely no similarity
to me.

Looks wise Ahmed is a short man with a heart shaped
face and he carries a strong jawline. He has ruddy
skin but the most beautiful part of his face is his eyes,
they are clear, bright, and blue. He has thin pursed
lips which makes you think he is always pensive. His
laughter exposes the gaps in his teeth. He also has
long silky looking hair. Ahmed’s personality match-
es his looks, he dresses up as the exiled king of the
world. His clothing is made up of rich stuff but it is
usually frayed in places.

He is very nice to everyone. He always meets every-

one politely and never treats anyone badly. He is very
shy as well, especially towards strangers and would be the last person to pick a fight. He is super funny but he
takes time to open up to people he has recently met.
On the other hand, Ali, my other friend, looks like a tall gentleman with a chiselled face. His skin is soft and
his complexion is creamy. He has almond shaped hazel brown eyes and he gives this haunted expression that
terrifies me. His mouth expressions would have been cruel had it not been for his baby pink lips. Whenever
he pulls off his helmet, crisp prickly hair is revealed from underneath. He has a chubby body with a really bad
posture. His taste in clothing is pretty good too.

There is something about him though that is unsettling. To his own people, he is nice and cordial but his be-
haviour with strangers is not very nice. He always has a very sour expression on his face when he meets new
people for the first time. He behaves absurdly so everyone feels sort of uncomfortable around him in public.
I adore both my friends but I just think one’s a better human than the other. But we can always work on our-
selves and make it better!



MY SUMMER BREAK LIFE

Ali Hussain Khan OIITh

The summer break had just started six days ago and I was ecstatic. My friends and I had run out of things to
do already, we had done everything fun. We were already bored of games that we were allegedly “going to
enjoy all day every day in the summers!”. We were extremely bored and out of ideas. All we could do was sit
around in my room and scroll through our phones.

This is when my friend, Ali, was suddenly struck by an advertisement on Youtube. The ad was from a local
travel agency and all you had to do was pay them and they would make your trip quite easy. We saved that
ad for future use and forgot about it completely.

A few days later all our WhatsApps began buzzing with messages from our classmates in the class group.
The message was about a meetup, a din-
ner, just us boys. Since no one had any-
thing better to do, we decided to go. We
arrived at the given venue and dinner be-
gan as always: slow and uneventful. Bore-
dom struck again but this time the silence
was disrupted by my classmate’s interjec-
tion: “Why don’t we all go for a trip to the
North where the weather is much better
and there are more things to do?”

Everyone liked the idea but then came the
question of planning the trip. That’s when
Ali suddenly remembered the ad that we
had saved and volunteered to plan the trip
for us all.

In a few days, we were all set. He used the
agency to plan the trip out, handed us all
a copy of the plan, and asked us to get
permission and money from our parents.
Within the next couple of days, everyone
paid Ali and the day of the trip finally ar-
rived.



When we arrived in beautiful Murree, we were greeted by the chilling breeze of early July. We headed to
our hotel rooms and decided to rest a little. We would go out to explore the city the next day, we thought.
We got up the next day, piled up in our cars, and headed to a nearby shack for some delicious breakfast.
One of my friends interjected, “Let’s head out to the tallest peak in the valley because there’s a small town
up there and it’s super rewarding to reach there!”. We all nodded in agreement and off we went. We decided
to meet at a popular restaurant atop the mountain after the hike and everyone went their separate way.

We all began a race and everyone began climbing frantically. I was sort of left behind because I was a slow
climber. I was split up from the group but it didn’t bother me much because we were going to meet up in
the popular restaurant up there anyway.

I climbed at my own pace and got to the top of the mountain but there was no sign of anyone. I walked
into the town that was atop the mountain but my friend was nowhere to be seen. I spent the whole day
wandering through the town among unfamiliar people and I could not find the restaurant that they had
asked to meet up at. I walked and walked until my legs gave in.

I decided to hike back to the hotel room and as soon as I opened the door to our room, I saw everyone
sitting on the bed. I asked them about the meetup at the popular restaurant and they all burst into laughter.
“What?” I asked, flabbergasted.

“There’s no popular restaurant in that town, man!” My chubby little friend snickered and I frowned but
instantly began laughing. I had been pranked but it was a good day anyway. So that was my summer ad-

THE GRAND LO$S

Arooj Asif OlITh
“Is this Lily’s mom speaking?”, the line on the other end of the phone spoke, “Yes, this is the” I replied with

venture.

a frown etched on my face as it had only been thirty minutes since lily left for school, I was concerned as to
why a random number was calling me concerning my daughter. “This is Mrs Lockwood, the vice principal
of Lily's school. I'm sorry to inform you that the school bus that your daughter left for school has got into
a car accident and your daughter didn’t make it, I'm sorry for your loss” As soon as those words reached
my ears, I dropped down to my knees crying hysterically, whimpering and sniffling loudly with one hand
on my chest and the other tightly holding onto the phone, as if it were the enemy as if it was the reason my
five-year-old isn’t with me right now and won’t ever be. Soon I found myself gasping for air, it was getting
hard for me to breathe, my eyes flooding tears down my face and my heart getting heavy with each passing
second. My husband ran out of our bedroom trying to reach for me but rejecting his touch and comfort
I weakly voiced out, “We lost her, she died, her bus got into a... a...” That's where I was unable to speak
further, it was too much for me. My precious five-year-old had so much more to achieve, to accomplish
and see in life. She was taken away from me too soon.



My husband, understanding what I had just
said, dropped down to the floor next to me
crying silent tears of his own reaching for
me with trembling hands he pulled me into
his embrace trying to console me, trying to
convince me to give him some of my pain all
whilst grieving in his own way. At that mo-
ment we knew we had lost everything that
day, everything we had, everything we built.
We knew that day with our daughter a part
of our marriage died, a part of our bond died
and so did a part of our souls. We knew that
nothing will ever be the same again. Looking
up at the ceiling, eyes full of tears my hus-
band weakly voiced out while giving me a
side glance “I'm sorry for our loss, I'm sorry
to your lily, I'm sorry that you didn’t get to
live the life that you deserved. I love you; I
wish I could ... I could say that to you one
last time.” As soon as he finished, I closed my
eyelids shut with all the force I had I grabbed
onto my husband’s hand tightly thinking that
it would help relieve my pain, I screamed and
cried with all the energy I had left while my husband brushed his other hand up and down my arm trying to
ease me, soon wearing myself out I fell into his embrace.

I stayed in his arms in silence for a few minutes before gathering the strength to go up to Lily's bedroom. I
took in her bedroom trying to be strong. I reminisced my memories of her, with her trying to recollect all of
them in my head, trying to revise them feeling as if I didn’t do so now, I would forget about the precious gem
in my life. The five-year-old that changed my life and of all those around her. The burden and the pain were
getting difficult to bear, it was difficult to go through this pain again, that’s when I decided to call my sister. I
hadn’t spoken to my sister for some time but on this occasion, I had to call her.

No one could understand my pain the way she did. No one could understand the death of a loved one and
that too by a car accident except for my sister since we lost our sibling in a car accident too when we were
teenagers.



I dialled the phone with trembling hands and she answered on the first ring.

A few seconds passed before she voiced out, “Hey... is everything okay?” and that’s when I gathered the
courage to tell her what had happened during which my husband entered my daughters’ room with blood-
shot eyes, he walked towards me placing his hand on top of mine. As I finished telling my sister the situa-
tion, silent sobs could be heard from the other end of the phone, “I'm sorry for your... your loss. I'm sorry I
wasn't there for you when the news was delivered, during the hardest few minutes. And I'm sorry for never
being a part of Lily’s life, I hope she can forgive me and so can you. I'm buying a ticket to New Jersey right
now. I'll be there tonight please take care of yourself till then, I'll be there soon”. agreeing and nodding to
what she had said I ended the call and managed to voice out,

“We should make our way to the morgue to collect her body” My husband nodding his head took my hand
as we made our way to the door to bid our daughter goodbye.

FREE $PEECH ON $0CIAL MEDIA

Ayaan Furrukh OIITh

Who doesn’t have social media? No one. Prob-
ably some hidden Amazon tribe but they don't
count. In my opinion, social media is everything
and everywhere. It is very important that no rules
be applied and people can say what they truly feel
on social media because isn't that what freedom
of speech is?

Allowing people to share their opinion unre-
stricted will lead to openness and creativity. Peo-
ple will share various points of view. Without
strict laws and restrictions, there will be an ample
exchange of ideas.

Not only this but free speech on social media will
lead us, as a nation, to discuss things that haunt
us: taboos! People today don’t talk about social
horrors enough. Removing restrictions may also
help us get the debate out to the common folk.
Self expression and healing may come from this.

Concluding what I've stated earlier, it is only a
dream for a country like ours to have unhindered
free speech on social media.



WHEN | $AW A KANGAROO FOR THE FIRST TIME

Eishmell Gull Asim OIITh
I live in a small village. I call it a countryside area. And believe me, when
I tell you, near my home, a few steps ahead, lies a vast jungle that has a
thousand mysterious creatures in it. If we start to
explore, nature never fails to leave us speechless.

For the past few days, I have been going out with

my friends to explore the magnificent madness that

is the jungle next to where I live. I am just nine

years old and the things I have seen are grand. I

saw a kangaroo the other day. We had gone to the

jungle many times but I had never seen a kangaroo

with our own eyes. It was such a unique moment in our

lives when we heard the thump of a jumping kangaroo. We got
scared and hid behind a bush to see what was coming towards
us. Kangaroos are common in my country. They are in abundance.

I saw one with a cute little baby kangaroo in its pouch. It was a very light
brownish coloured animal with really long feet and pitch black toenails. For a moment,
I wished I was a kangaroo’s baby and my kangaroo mom could take me all across the
grasslands and jungles.

A kangaroo’s snout is funnily similar to a deer’s and its ears are triangular in shape just like a deer's. I could
feel that the kangaroo could sense someone in the bushes and was very attentive so it could protect its baby.

All in all, it was a wholesome experience seeing such a majestic animal in all its glory.

THE RESCUE

Faizan Farhan OIIlh
It was a freezing Saturday morning and the clock struck five. My teeth were chattering in the extreme cold
weather. I was on an island with my friend, it was vacation time. My hands were vibrating due to -4C degrees
in the early morning. We wanted to discover different species of trees and plants that thrived in the extreme
cold of that island specifically.

At around six am, we had a warming soup and buttered bread for breakfast and my friends cracked jokes
throughout the breakfast. The island was mostly empty and our AirBnB was one of the only houses on the
whole island. We set out on foot to check the whole place out.

At around twelve pm, we were all ready to go and check the place out for ourselves. We came across some
gorgeous-looking plants and it was fascinating to see how life thrived amidst such cold temperatures.



We went farther into the thick woods and came across some
monkeys but we kept our distance because we didn’t want
to risk an attack. We kept going farther and examining the
plants while simultaneously taking samples.

It was sometime later that I saw two snow leopards softly
approach us. They were swift and they made absolutely no
noise. As magnificent as they were, I was very scared. I felt
as if my rib cage would come out of my chest. We began to
slowly retreat and one of my friends broke into a run. We
all began to run and lost them for some time. My heart was
skipping beats and I ran as fast as I could. I was panicking
and sweating buckets in the freezing cold.

We ran all the way out of the forest and found a sailing boat
passing nearby. We failed our arms and jackets to signal
them and soon they came close enough to the land that we
could jump on the boat.

A friend of mine had fainted and we threw water on him to
stabilise him. It was the worst journey ever as we were terri-
fied to death and really wet. But deep down I was thankful
to the sailing boat for saving our lives.

GULLIBLE OL' ME

Muhammad Raffay OIllh

I lived in an old village near Faisalabad which was built even before the partition of the subcontinent. My
family has been living here from the very start. My grandfather and great-grandfather died here. They were
buried in the graveyard just ten minutes away from the village.

I never really had any friends at school. I was the top scorer and spent most of my time immersed in books.
My dad would worry sick. He would scold me and want me to focus on my physical well-being. He would
even throw me out of the house to go play with the boys on the streets.

One day, I was sitting alone in the park when a boy popped up from nowhere. The boy was the goon of the
town and he bullied every kid around the block. He sat next to me and began telling me about this old and
spooky town nearby. I didn’t bother at first and ignored all his talk. He suddenly told me about a spooky
house near the graveyard. It spiked my attention a little.

I was a suspicious person, and never really trusted anything I heard but I listened to him. I didn’t believe in
ghosts though. He went on to tell me that the spooky house was fairly recently built. Just five years ago, a



man bought most of the huge graveyard and constructed a Victorian style house
on it. The graveyard was abandoned to make the house. It had been since then
that three owners had bought it and tried staying in it but one thing or

another made them flee. The house was empty then.

I was so curious. I didn’t show it to him but I wanted to see the house for
myself. After sunset, I found myself following the dying sun straight toward
where the old graveyard used to be. After walking for about 10 minutes, I

finally saw the house. I was amazed to see that the house was in the grave-
yard and the graveyard was so big that if one was to enter the graveyard, it
would take eight minutes just to get to the house.

I walked up to the house and stepped on the creaking stairs. I opened the
house door and something caught my attention... I never lived to tell
what I saw. Guess you will never know.

TWO FASCINATING ANIMALS

Musa Ali OIlTh

I live in a secluded valley surrounded by huge mountains where there remains

snow throughout the year. Due to snow, there are not many animals in this

region. However, there are some rare animals that can be found. They are very

commonly known as the “Snow Leopard” and the “White OwlI”.

By their names, one could easily acknowledge that they live in the northern ar-

eas and snow leopards are about to go extinct due to excessive hunting. But in

my area, they are very common. Snow leopards usually roam within packs and

can be noticed from a distance. They have a lot of stamina which helps them

survive through the cold days and nights and even makes them run faster. They

have a lot of speed and when it comes to hunting, they hunt within a blink of

an eye, they are spectacular at spotting their prey. They only hunt at night

because they have excellent eyesight and night vision. Mostly, snow leopards

are seen hunting cows and mountain buffaloes but sometimes smaller animals

also meet their needs. Their habitats are usually very far away from human set-

tlements and they tend to keep to themselves. Snow leopards have thick bright

white fur making them easily blend in with the snow. Its sharp sense of smell

also helps when it is hunting and its super sensitive hearing is also one of its best senses. Talking about the
“White Owl’”, they only appear at night when there is no light. Unlike its name, it does not have white feath-
ers but it does have white eyes which differentiate it from other owl species. It has light brown fur and is a
very shy creature. Their presence can be felt by the weird hooting sound they make in the night because they
don’t mingle with other creatures much. The white owl feeds on small creatures like rats and other rodents.
Sometimes it hunts insects and lizards as well. As soon as the sun rises, the white owl hides amidst the trees.
It does not have a specific abode and keeps changing from one place to another. Although the whole animal
kingdom is fascinating, it is these two animals that intrigue me a lot.



THE $AD GOODBYE

Shahmeer Aakib OIIlh

“These two are inseparable!” Everyone would remark when Ali and Raffay were
around. Ali and Raffay were born on the same day to mothers who were childhood
best friends. They played all the time and their bond was unbreakable. Ali was the

quieter one while Raffay was always active and confident.
For the past 17 years, this bond of friendship had gotten only stronger. Many of
their friends and classmates were so jealous and envious of their relationship.
This brotherhood was out of the world. On Raffay and Ali’s seventeenth birth-
day, they decided to write all of their secrets in a letter and give it to each other
on their eighteenth birthday. They had always shared all their secrets but what
they did not know when writing that letter was that they both liked the same girl.
Although they both had their doubts about the other liking Fatima, they never
really confronted each other about it. The idea of writing each other a letter was
probably a chance for them to face each other regarding this fact. Their birthday
arrived and a school play was arranged where all the students participated along
with the girl they both had feelings for. Even though they all enjoyed themselves a
lot, Ali was nervous about their friendship while Raffay felt pretty confident about it. The lifelong friendship
of both the boys was at risk due to this girl and only the message in the letter might be the true end of it all.
Soon the party ended and everyone left, in that silent atmosphere with an awkwardness about their demean-
our, they handed each other their letters. They both read their letters and walked in the opposite directions.
Raffay did not expect that this would happen, he was confident in his friendship while Ali was nervous from
the very beginning. Upon reading Ali’s letter, Raffay chose their friendship but Ali had already chosen the
girl. Without saying a word they realised the reality of their choices and a lifelong friendship was crushed to

THINGS 1 D0 FOR DESSERT

Shiza Mansoor OIllh

During the summer break, I went to London for my brother’s graduation. I was staying there for a month.
I used to ask a friend of mine living there about the great food places in the city. One fine morning, I woke
up and I had been craving some dessert so I picked up my phone and asked my friend for a great dessert
place. He told me about a place called NAC which was located at the back of Mayfair. I went out to run a few
errands and then I went shopping. When I was shopping, I realised that NAC would be close by so I decided
to go there. My mother had gone to Southall so I tried not to disturb her and went alone.

I opened Google Maps to check where it was and the maps told me I was ten minutes away. I decided to walk
towards it and after a walk of about eight minutes, I realised my phone’s battery was very low and I didn’t have
a charger with me. I thought I was smart enough to find it on my own so I kept walking about. I suddenly
reached a very narrow street where no one could be seen. I kept walking for about another hour as I had no
clue where I was and I didn't have Google Maps. After about an hour I was able to see a few young people
loitering about on the street.

AYEAR I$ SHORTER THAN A DAY

1 year on Venus is equal to about 225 Earth days, while 1 day on Venus (rotation period)
is about 243 Earth days. Recent discovery of traces of phosphine gas in its atmosphere
has sparked interest as NASA plans two missions, DAVINCI+ and VERITAS by 2030.




I pleaded with one of them if I could use his phone and call
someone but he was too cautious of me and did not allow me. I
was very worried that I had gone this far for dessert.

I spent the day wandering through the unfamiliar streets my
friend had told me about.

I decided to take a cab and go back home but I couldn’t even

find that. A dessert had done all that to me? Oh boy! Finally, I

decided to go back home and I prayed I would remember the

way back. It was dark and I could see some really creepy figures

starting to move about the street. I saw a group of boys com-

ing towards me and I turned around to leave but one of them

who was drunk and had bulging eyes did not let me go. I was so

frightened but they kept laughing and teasing me so I didn’t have a choice, I took out my pocket knife and
they scampered! Now I just think sometimes what made me go that far for a dessert? Guess, we'll never know.

$UCCESS AND ALL THAT COMES WITH IT...

Zara Imran OIITh

Over the years we have seen that success comes from money and the same. I mean

just look at the Kardashians as an example. With all the money in the world and

no talent let them be the most followed celebrities on Instagram and other social

media. Not to mention, they have two hit reality TV shows with millions of

reviews. People who prosper with hard work and determination are left un-

noticed. The same was the case with Nathan Scott, who spent most of his life

chasing the dream of being an NBA player, and sure enough, the hard work

paid off. Nathan was an average 16-year-old boy who loved playing basket-

ball. Nathan knew that he had to live up to his dad’s expectations because he

was a three-time champion. Dan, Nathan’s dad, had always pressured his son

into being the best or nothing. Nathan practised a lot. He got almost 4 hours

of sleep at night, 5 if he was lucky. Nathan had gone too far playing basketball

and he vividly remembered the day he almost lost his life. It was the semi-

finals and Dan mocked Nathan about his form and reminded him that he

could never be like Dan. This took a toll on Nathan’s mind and performance enhancers were his answer. Dan
cared more about the title than his son. At that point, Nathan knew he had to take charge of his own life and
live it on his own terms. Nathan fought for emancipation from his dad and got it. He went out on his own
and won the state championship.

After a successful party, one day, Nathan got into a bar fight and because of a tragic fall, he lost all feeling in
his legs and became paralyzed. Yet again, his dream to be an NBA player was put on hold.

After months of physical therapy, Nathan was still unable to walk. He lost all hope in his dreams and in him-
self. He gave up.

One night, as he sat wallowing in his misery, he was reminded of his dad’s stinging words: “You’ll never be
better than me!”. He got up that night and out in the yard, he walked, he walked with all the pain.

It was 4 months later when he walked onto the grandest stadium of his life and said to himself: “I have made
it!”



THE ORPHANS’ PLIGHT

Zoha Murtaza OIITh

Growing up my twin brother, Izea, and I
dreamed about having the picture perfect
family. A family in which shouting was not
common and neither was hitting. A family
in which everyone lived safely and happily.
But as soon as we turned twelve, we lost hope
and just accepted the fact that this dream will

always remain just a dream.

We weren't raised by our birth parents. They,
unfortunately, passed away a few months af-
ter we were born. My Aunt Selina and Un-
cle Ben became our legal caretakers. They
also had a son and daughter who, just like
their parents, treated us horribly. We were
in charge of doing all the house chores, and
making all the meals and if anything was
not done according to their expectations, we
would have to pay the price by getting beat-
en. Every night before going to bed Izea told
me that as soon as he turned eighteen, he was
going to run away. He was going to run so far
away that these horrific people would never be able to find him. Ever since he was a toddler, he loved to draw
just for the fun of it. Drawing helped calm him down. I could tell that he found peace in drawing and one

day, he would like to become the greatest artist the world had ever known.

On our eighteenth birthday, I woke up early to make Izea a birthday breakfast. By the time I came back into
our room, Izea was gone. I dropped the breakfast plate on the floor. I looked everywhere, I checked the bath-



room, the hall, the lawns, everywhere but there was no sign of him anywhere! Under the pillow I found

a note, I quickly grabbed it and read it.

He had asked me not to call the police and not to wake our caretakers up. He said that this was the only
way he could escape. He told me he had found a place where we could live because he was very guilty
about leaving me alone with the wolves. He had asked me to get some supplies and meet him there.

I grabbed the supplies and followed the location he had sent me. I walked and walked. On and on I went
but there was no sign of him. I wandered madly. I couldn’t find him. I have never been able to find him.

I don’t know if he lied to me or if he died before I could see him. I will never truly know what happened

THE DAY 15 $AVED

Ahmed Adnan OIIIs

It was 9 am in the morning. The alarm was beeping in my ears aloud. It woke me up and I stumbled
into the shower. I got ready for work as fast as I could. The
breakfast was delicious and it fixed my horrible mood all
of a sudden. But that wasn’t the end of it...
On my way to work, a stray dog crashed right into my car
and I hit my forehead straight into my windscreen. For-
tunately, I didn’t bleed or crack my head open. I survived
and there was no injury. I walked up to my chair in my
office, greeted everyone and got to work.
It wasn’'t until two hours later that my phone rang and
my boss called. “Ben, where are you?”. I looked around
and replied, “At the office, sir!”. He said, “Ben, I got a job
for you which has to be done within the next day” He
had a mission planned for me. I had to go to Los Ange-
les and in Beverly Hills, there was a jewellery shop called
“Beverly Jewellery Store” In that store, the last piece of
the diamond necklace was left and it had to be taken to

my boss’s wife.



I was in Orlando and LA was a three-hour flight from there. I went straight up to the airport, took flight
EK 303 to LA and got done with my boarding, and found myself seated in an aeroplane.

The flight ended within the next three hours and I was in LA. I collected my luggage and went outside to
fetch a taxi which was to take me to Beverly Hills. There was no taxi out there to hail and I stood clueless
for a moment until a black car pulled over and a man popped his head out of the window. “Ben, come sit
inside, we have to go to Beverly Hills” I replied in a shocked manner, “Who are you?”. He laughed and said,
“Dumb boy, your boss sent me to pick you up.” I sat in the car and we were on the way to Beverly Hills.

I reached a street in Beverly Hills and it was one with a lot of brand stores, cafes, and restaurants, and
somewhere in between all that the Beverly Jewellery Store was located. I started walking on the street for
about an hour and spent half the day searching here and there. I was finally able to locate the store and
popped right inside.

I went in and collected the diamond necklace. The payment was already made through an online transac-
tion. I was relieved when I finally found a taxi to take me to the airport. I took the flight back to Orlando
and drove straight to my boss’s villa to present the necklace to his wife.

He was pretty happy about the fact that I had completed my mission that quickly. He greeted me so happily
and arranged for dinner. It had turkey which is my favourite kind of meat. His wife was glad too and she
gave me a 50,000 $ reward. I went home a happy man to find my wife was sleeping so I slept too because
I was quite tired from the trip.

It started out pretty bad but finally, the day was saved.



ADIL’S ENDEAVOUR

Farhan Shahid Chishti OIlIs

Meet Adil, your quintessential well-groomed, alluring in-
dustrialist. Along with the fact that he owns the country’s
largest rice industry, he also has severe back pain which has
been stuck with him for the past nine years. This pain has
Adil sitting all the time and it has made him look like half a
dwindled man.

However, all of Adil’s problems would soon be fixed because
an old worker, who works in Adil’s industry, indicated to him
that there was a fix. But this fix was fifteen thousand kilome-
tres away in Ankara, Turkey. Adil had taken almost six pages
worth of data that indicated where this old Ukrainian man
resided in Turkey and how he could magically take away this
back pain, which Adil thought would never go away.

The old worker hinted that not only was the shop really small

but it was painted blue and it was tucked away in the back of
a narrow alleyway. With all of this new information, Adil got a ticket for Turkey from Florida. With a second
thought, Adil boarded the sixteen hour flight. He would do anything to fix that pain.

As soon as he landed in Turkey, he checked out with his tremendously small luggage.

Swiftly, Adil took to the ancient streets of Ankara, Turkey. These streets were filled with excessive stickers
and shutters in which little shops resided. He discovered the harsh reality that almost all the shops were blue
in colour. He kept looking for the shop until he ran into a young Russian who was of no help. He blurted

random Russian and Adil was at the end of his tether.

Putting all of this aside, Adil kept dwindling from one street to the next hoping he would find the Ukrainian
back healer but he got more and more disappointed. Now that it had almost been 9 hours since Adil left his
hotel, his operation came to an end because his back just refused to cooperate and he stopped. He found

himself at a local cafe where he had dinner. He rethought all of his life decisions and realised the absurdity



of what he had done all day. He was about to leave when something caught his eye: a small blue shop stood

facing the cafe with an old non Turkish looking man putting what seemed to be a one-foot-long wooden

nail into a man’s spine. Adil sm

TROVBLE TROVBLE

Hajra Faisal OIIIs

My favourite time of the year, winter break had just
started and I could not wait to travel to the US to
meet my best friend Adam. Adam and I had known
each other since we were children. We made super
crazy, scary, awful, and fun memories together. I
had been in London for too long for my studies but

now it was time to go to the US to unwind.

He picked me up from the airport and took me
straight to his go-to cafe. I guess the excitement was
kicking in already. “We’re going on an adventure to-
day, I'll text you the location.” Adam said and I was
shaken. “Wait,” I said, “I thought I was allowed to

'” <«

rest today!”. “No way!” he replied curtly.

I asked him what the adventure was about and he
told me we were going a few miles outside of town
to check out an abandoned hotel. The hotel had been

the same soulless and dark since 1888. “No way I'm

going with you, Adam, you can't be serious!” I snapped but he still found a way to convince me. He told

me that he would be at the exact location by 8.30. So at 8.30 I took a train and found myself there alone.

A feeling of regret crossed over me and I wished I had not come there. I texted Adam at the train station

that we could still back out of it. He gave me a quick call and said, “This is going to be fine, see ya in 15!”

He was late so I set out to find the damned hotel in that ghost town. There was no sight of a single soul. I

was exhausted by the end of it and my patience was running pretty thin. I admitted to myself that it was a

bad idea. I even lost my internet connection midway as well and it was hell from there on.



Finally, after 30 minutes I found the hotel but it was odd that Adam still wasn't there. I was worried. Just
when I thought I should go back, a car light caught my eye. I thanked all of heaven that it was Adam.

“I came all the way to the US and this is what you had to offer, seriously dude!” I screamed. He apologised a
million times and we walked into the hotel together. It was dark so we turned on the torches on our phone
and then we came across something I had not expected.

Blood...knives... and a dead man.

I guess we had a really big problem ahead of us and I'd be lying if I said Adam and I have never been fond
of problems.

I never knew I had it in me. But, I guess I did.

VICTORY OVER FEAR

Hamza Asif OIlls
Ever since I was born, I was scared of water. I used to cry during forced showers my mom would give me.
For me, it was the worst of the worst. I hated every bit of it. It was a nightmare. My heart would thump,
sweat would drip and I would be anxious because it was just that water that I couldn’t stand. Eventually,
I grew over my fear of water. It was a journey but it happened.
I was always fearful of drowning so my parents got me a swimming pool when I was 5. They would
make me sit by it. My cousins would splash about and have fun but I would sit by its side fearfully.
A time came when I got easy around the pool. I got a hang of it all. I started to
enjoy it even more. By the age of six, I would stay in the pool longer than my
cousins would. Since I had started to grow out of my fear, my parents would
take me to 25 metre deep swimming pools. I really liked the chilled water it
had and at first, I would play and play for hours in the water. I would get
so tired but I wouldn’t stop. It was one of those days when a coach stand-
ing nearby spotted me and told my parents he saw a spark
in me. From that moment, my journey to the nationals
actually began. I could never believe I had the strength to
do it but I did find it within me. My coach would counsel
me, he would tell me it was his dream to achieve what he wanted
me to achieve. He had failed but he wanted to succeed through
me. | started training and it was like hell. I had to wake up at 5
am before school and go train. I would go for training in the evening as well.
It took years and years of hard work but I got through. I made it. Today, at
sixteen years old, I'm the national champion for under-sixteen swimming in

my whole country. I feel accomplished and honoured. It has been quite the journey to conquer my fears
but I did it.



Our planet is on the verge of destruction, for decades scien-
tists have been warning us about the drastic results of our
actions for which Mother Earth will have to pay the ulti-
mate price. For centuries, mankind has been obsessed with
making new discoveries and advancements. This has
now resulted in a lifestyle where our actions are slowly
killing our planet. Yet, this craze for development and
advancement is still not taking a step back. In fact,
it is stronger than ever. Mankind will literally do
anything to get ahead in life even if it is at the ex-
pense of our planet itself. This is why I no longer
believe that individuals can make any difference
in saving the environment.
In addition to our gradually deteriorating plan-
et, our population is also growing at an alarm-
E wE D O ONE D ing rate. Today, the world population stands at
AR more than 8 billion people. The increasing glob-
al growth along with the high standards of the
FOR REA L? people can be detrimental to the planet. The global
demand for electricity is alarming and the cheapest
Kinza Naeem OIIIS way to generate electricity is with fossil fuel combus-
tion. Fossil fuels are limited and how far are we planning
to take their consumption?
The world will soon run out of coal and oil to burn.
Secondly, carbon emissions are showing no sign of slowing
down. With the expansion of humankind comes deforestation
and the need to cut down trees to accommodate the vast number of people in the world. The carbon cycle is
not taking place properly and hence, carbon is released into the atmosphere unchecked. Adding fuel to the
fire is our increased use of vehicles and jets. We have gone rampant with these forms of transport.
Lastly, I feel it is not one person’s job to fix the environment. It won’t happen if all of us don't try. We legit-
imately, as individuals, a single person, no matter how many of us there are, can not make any difference
because this problem is too big for a single one of us. At this stage, it really becomes a matter that must be
dealt with by governments, international organizations and the United Nations.

WINTER BREAK SHENANIGANS

Laiba Amir OIIIs

My cousins and relatives came to Pakistan as they had their winter breaks going on. They were three sisters
and a younger brother. They were the children of my aunt. My uncle, Kamran, couldn’t make it as he was
busy with his job and work in London. My family had come to Pakistan after 5 years and they wanted to
see everything. We visited the Faisal Mosque first and had a lot of fun exploring it. They all had so many
pictures and cousin Alayna got crazy after seeing the mosque, she sent a thousand pictures to her friends in
school. The other day we went to a local fun fair which was arranged by my mother’s best friend for charity.



We played so many games and Ali got so excited about the
game called paintball. He played it twelve times and did not
win one single time. I had so much delicious food at the fun
fair. The most delicious food was at the Nachos by Mariam
stall. I had four plates and wanted more but of course,

my mother didn’t allow me.

My cousins and I wanted to check out the most famous
foods in Lahore the next day. Didn’t know where to take
them so I asked my school friend, Ahad. He was a foodie

and a vlogger of the local food scene so he knew the best
places. He recommended me to go to Aslam’s Nihari.
Little did I know that I would never actually get to taste
that nihari he had built up so much in my head. He told
me where it was and the next day we set out to check it
out. We got to the most famous street of the clock tower.
We asked a guy about the directions and followed those re-
ligiously. We got nowhere, we asked another man who com-
pletely ignored us and munched on his samosas. We wandered
through the unfamiliar streets but never really got anywhere. We
were so exhausted by the end of the journey that we just decided to
call it a day and go back home. So much for the winter break shenanigans.

A TRIP NOT TO REMEMBER

Mohib Younis OIIIs

On 5th June 2021, my friends and I had given our exams and we were all set for our trip to Murree. We were
nine in number and we knew we were in for a great time. We booked a villa called Montana Villa. It is near
a hotel called Mont Cam and that was the place my friends Ismaeel and Mustafa wanted to stay at. We set off
on our journey in two cars. I found myself, Raffay, Shahmeer, and Mustafa in a white Corolla while Ismaeel,
Mustafa, Ayaan, and Shuja were in Ayaan’s black Fortuner. Ayaan gave us a pair

of walkie-talkies and throughout our journey, we communicated with each other

through those.

After an exhausting yet enjoyable journey of seven hours, we

reached our destination, Mont Villa was absolutely spectacular.

It was magnificent and looked gorgeous. The greenery and the

flowers really lifted our moods up. Our tiredness was swept away

with every step we took into the beautiful place. Moreover, we

walked up to the garden that had a breathtaking view. I called

my mom and showed her the view. She could not contain

her excitement and said, “Next time, we will go together

and stay here!” We were quite tired so we headed up to

our rooms and took a nap.

We woke up to a beautiful morning. Ayaan told us that

within some distance, there was a waterfall that would

make our evening even more enjoyable.



We planned to swim there in what we thought would be ice cold freezing water.
We took our shorts with us and settled in our cars as we were about to go to the waterfall.

We all tightly fitted ourselves in one car. We began travelling and even after travelling for one whole hour,

our destination was nowhere to be seen. We were all in a state of confusion.
I asked Ayaan, “Where is the waterfall, man?” He said that it might be far and there is a rest area nearby and
we should probably go and relax there for some time. Within two minutes, we reached the rest area. We
stepped out of the car and munched on some warm Mcdonald’s burgers. There was a sense of fear in every-
one’s hearts when we went back to the car. We didn't express that fear but it was very much there.
The sunset sometime later and evening fell. We had spent the entire wandering around the mountains but
there was still no sign of the waterfall. We were frustrated and enraged. Shahmeer and Ismaeel were sleeping
while the driver was instructed by us to turn the car around so we could all head back to the hotel. The trip
was not quite memorable because we had literally wasted the whole day piled up in a car and it just was not
fun. We decided to only check out places that we knew of the next time we came around.

A COMMENTARY ON TECHNOLOGY

Shujah Haider OIIIs

No one nowadays can go even a few hours without the use of some kind of technology. We are losing our abil-
ity to even think for ourselves as the world greatly depends on technology. Almost everyone wakes up in the
morning and checks their phones to check the time, the weather, and what kind of clothes they should wear.
We forget that after all it is artificial intelligence and might be wrong about a few things and we shouldn’t
depend on it too much. Technology is so big a part of our life that we can't even start our day without it. The
first thing we do when we wake is to make coffee in our coffee machines, heat the toast in a toaster and

even mix the eggs with an electric mixer. Even the stoves are electric and the old cooking methods
have completely changed. One of the biggest problems of the 21st Century is phones. People are
addicted to using their phones and the social media apps they have installed on them. They have
ruined the mentality of our genera- tion and it has been exposed to content that it was not really
supposed to see.

On the other hand, it has helped u s a lot as well. Technology has
greatly helped us with study- ing and modernised the way we
dealt with education. Accessibility is everything nowadays and
we can get information on just about anything with the internet.
Moreover, heavy bags have been re- placed with super light laptops.
Schools now use smart boards instead of the usual white and
blackboards. Digitisation has greatly re- duced the waste of paper
and other materials involved.

Technology has also made the world eco-friendly. It is great
to see that the world is shifting to elec- tric cars and that the carbon
emission rate has drastically dropped.

Despite the good side, I believe that our usage of
technology is still exceed- ing the acceptable and nor-
mal limit and we need to check ourselves. We should
use it for the greater good but not excessively.

THE LARGEST MAN-MADE STRUCTURE IN SPACE

The International Space Station is currently the largest man-made structure in space,
measuring approximately 357 feet long, travelling at a speed of 17,500 miles per hour.




THE ART

Zainab Magbool OIIIs

“What bombards your brain every two seconds?” asked the therapist.
“I don’t know anymore. It feels like my soil is just not there any-
more. Neither patience nor happiness, not even sadness, what am
I now?” replied Holy.
“Holy. listen up. Are you sure there’s nothing specific? Not even
about Brandon?”, said the therapist”
Holy stormed out of the room with a glowing face. She replied
to stop despite being called by the therapist many times. She
wondered to herself, is this what therapy does? Echoes the name
of the very person that fooled you? Repeat the very person who
rained down hellfire? Smudged into her darkest pits, holy sat
down in the toilet hoping to reach peace. What solution is there
to aid a tarnished soul? What refuge is there for a wandering girl?
What place is there for a lost yet mesmerised by the dark being?
The heart that refuses to love. Is it even love? Is love supposed to
traffic your brain with entities that bring you down, not hold you
up? Is this what ‘my pumpkin pie’ actually meant? Holy thought
to herself.
With some courage she gathered, she took out her lipstick. Pre-
tended to be fine. Tried climbing up onto hope. Step by step, she
reached that room again.
“Yes. I can never, when we wake, scream holy.
“Cut! Excellent job you guys. I might even have tears in my eyes,”
remarked the director, shooting a glance across his shoulders.

NEW YEAR IN PARI$

Fatima Ahsan OIlh
New Year had finally arrived. My friends and I were super excited as our school promised us an international
New Year had finally arrived. My friends and I were super excited as our school promised us an international
trip because we were grown-ups. We had anxiously waited for this trip throughout our middle school years,
for only seniors were allowed on the trip. We were so eager to be on the trip that we had already imagined the
trip in our delusional world. We were so restless that we couldn’t even wait a single day more.
The day of our flight had approached; it was our first ever flight together with all our friends. It was nothing
less than a dream for me. We finally reached the city of our fantasies; Paris!
We were tired due to the journey but we couldn't wait to explore the glorious place. Our most awaited
sight-seeing was that of the Eiffel Tower, but unfortunately, it was planned for the last of the seven days trip.
We didn’t want the trip to end this soon, yet, we all also wanted to visit the Eiffel Tower as soon as possible.



After spending six days travelling around the place, we

were to visit the Eiffel Tower on the seventh day.
The first vision of the Eiffel Tower was spell-binding.
The tower with the surroundings presented a glamorous, as well
as a fantastic sight. We used the elevator to get on top and have a
panoramic view of the city.
The chilly weather added to the goodness of the entire experi-
ence. Then we went to a nearby disco. We were all chatting and
laughing when I realised that Aliya was not in a favourable mood,
she was somewhat depressed and least able to enjoy the beauty of
the moment; there was good food, and loud music and each one
of us was in the best of their spirits.
My eyes followed her to the restroom and I kept waiting for her
to come back. After almost half an hour she came back and I
encountered her. I asked her what the matter was, and why she
looked so low, but she just said that she was down with a fever.
We all again got engrossed in the fun moments. An hour later my
teacher said that Aliya was missing, and she sent Zaynab to look
for her. Zaynab went to check for her, and when she came back,
I could see her shouting but couldn’t hear her. We requested the D] to stop the music for a while. Zaynab
then repeated in a trembling voice, ‘Aliya has jumped from the rooftop and there are paramedics and an
ambulance outside, she is no more’
The security later told us that Aliya had left a note before attempting suicide which said, ‘I don’t want to live,
and I have no one left in this world. All of my family members have died in a car accident. What is the point
of living without any loved one in the world? Please forgive me for ruining your trip, I was helpless.
We anticipated cheerful memories on the trip, who knew how horrible and painful it would get for all of us?
Aliya was a beautiful soul, but she couldn’t take the pain of losing her family. Somewhere I regret not talking
to her when she needed someone close to her.

A TAYLOR $WIFT CONCERT

Fatima Faisal OITh

It was a Thursday morning, and my friends and I decided to finalise our plan of attending a Taylor Swift
concert. We had already bought the tickets a month ago and we were all extremely excited. Our friends de-
cided to shop for new clothes to wear for the concert.

The shirt I wanted to buy was snatched by my friend, it made me annoyed, yet I continued shopping with
them all. When we moved to the next store, I found a shirt, all the more cute and much cheaper. I was elat-
ed to buy that one and felt sorry for my friend who had spent 50 dollars on a shirt with the least value for
money.

The concert was scheduled for Friday, and we decided to get together at my place for a sleepover. We cooked
food; baked pizza and cookies, did our regular skincare and watched ‘Gilmore Girls’ It was all enjoyable.
We slept around 2 am and got up at 10 am. We all had different breakfasts; pancakes with maple syrup,
oatmeal, and milkshake, scrambled eggs with toast, and cereal. Then we started to take showers one by one.



We completed our homework so that we don’t
miss it in case we come back home late. Then we
decided to get our hairdos from a nearby par-
lour, after all, we did a lot of preparations to look
chic. Then after getting pretty styles, we did each
other’s makeup. Around 11 pm, we all left for the
concert as it was located at a far-off place from
my house.

The stadium was overly crowded, I couldn’t com-
plain as it was a Taylor Swift concert, yet even
then, I hadn’t seen such a huge crowd ever before
in my life. We went through the security check
and were ushered to our seats. We couldn't af-
ford the front seats so we utilised our savings and
pocket money to purchase the tickets. Neverthe-
less, we were happy with that too as the mood
and aura of the concert and stadium were super
cool and over the top; the lights, sound system,
sparkling clothes of the dancers, and the mes-
merising fireworks.

The first hour of the concert was perfect fun; we
sang out loud and danced to our fullest. We were
enthusiastically enjoying the concert when sud-
denly we realised a few people on our left and
right had started running, meanwhile, a couple of them even got unconscious. We couldn’t understand what
was going on. As I regained my senses, I found out that there was a stampede, a terrible one, the crowd was
huge and so was the chaos. My friends started to run as well, I stopped them but they didn’t listen to me. I
was shocked to see that Taylor Swift never ceased singing, despite knowing of the anarchy in the stadium.

As I was trying to make my way through the row we were sitting in, I saw two of my friends on the floor and
people stepping on them. I hurriedly monitored them, they were immobile, dead. One of my friends was
carried by ambulance to the hospital as she was suffocated. I called her parents and asked them to reach the
hospital as soon as possible. I rushed to the hospital too. The doctors treated her to their capacity but fate was
cruel. She expired in an hour. Her parents were a heart-wrenching sight; they cried out loud and mourned
her death. The concert was a call to death for us. Had we known the painful reality, we would have never gone
to the concert. It is 5 months to the incident now, but it is still fresh as ever. I pray I see my friends someday,
soon.



OUR PLANS AND OUR FATE

Sami Shahzad OITh

Laying in the warm and cosy bed, Harry had taken a nap after successfully signing the deal with a police cop.
The feeling of security and relief cured him as he thought that no one would suspect him and he would safely
escape from the country in two days. A dimly lit chandelier hung above his head as he lit a cigar to smoke his
tension out while sipping the dark sweet red wine. Suddenly the doorbell chimed, sprinting him into action.
Panic shot through him as he spatted two police cops clad in blue starched uniforms through the peephole.

‘No it can’t be true; he thought, dazed and shocked.

Harry was a vicious thief who was on the hit list of the police cops.

Having committed almost a hundred robberies and burglaries, he was the most wanted robber who took part
in one of the longest cash heists where approximately US 1 billion dollars were robbed from Iraq. Fortunately,
he always managed an escape, but this time the case was taken up by the most sharp-witted police inspector
named John.

After committing the recent heist, he received a call. A person with a hoarse yet quivering voice said,
‘Wanna strike a deal? I let you escape and you give me money to pay off my debt’

This offer was like a golden ray amid all the darkness. He knew there were very thin chances of his getaway
as the police were heavily armed on their toes and leaving no space for him to save his life. Therefore, he ac-
cepted the offer and handed over the money to him in exchange for a huge vanity that was going to carry
him to Cairo through the barter.

There he stood flabbergasted wondering what to do next. Mixed thoughts bombarded his mind. Was he
betrayed by John? Why did I fall into his trap due to his tear-stained face? the way John had begged for
money by telling the story of his ailing daughter who was a cancer patient. How

could I believe him? With these thoughts, he took his backpack and jumped down

the balcony scrambling down the metal pipe. The only thing on his mind was

‘KILL JOHN.

RUSHING TOWARDS John’s house, he cocked his pistol as his blood boiled with
rage, like a bullet, he threw open the door panting and gasping. John stood there
dumbfounded with medicines in his hands that he was giving to his skeletal-faced
daughter laying beside him. Furiously, Harry snapped at him,

“You devil! How dare you double-cross me?’

Before John could say a word, he pulled the trigger, shooting his brain out. At
the same time, Harry heard a TV anchor’s voice which said, ‘In fear of a fire
spreading through the Grand Hotel, the police cops are evacuating
people from each and every room’

The realisation hit Harry hard as he was in that Grand Hotel. Bury-
ing his face in his hands, he looked at the lifeless face of John’s daughter.



A TRIP TO MIAMI

Shiekh Muhammad Ali OITh

On a hot summer day, my friends and I decided to take a vacation and go to the beach. All of us got our stuff
ready and got together at our house. We prepared some food for the journey and
started toward Miami. We had already booked a beach house and bought necessi-
ties for a party. We were playing blasting music in the car and jamming to each
song we knew until we got into a major problem.

We ran out of gas. Luckily, we found a gas can in the car for emer-
gencies, so we poured it into the gas tank and headed toward the
gas station. When we arrived at the station, we laughed our hearts
out just filling the gas for we thought how stupid it was of us not
to keep a standby reserve of gas as we very well knew how far we
were travelling. We got some refreshments from the mart for

the rest of the way.

After a four hours’ drive, we finally reached Miami.

We invited people over for a party the next day.

We worked the entire night making arrangements

and preparing to execute a splendid party. We hit

the sack at dawn and woke up quite late. We all got

ready in matching beach clothes and took pictures in

the funniest poses. After a while, people started arriving

one by one. By midnight the house was full and people were
having the time of their lives.

As always, there was this one neighbour who started complaining about the noise; we handled him strategi-
cally and sorted out the matter soon so as not to disrupt the flow of the party.

The place got so crowded that we could not find each other. I could vividly watch my friend shouting but I
couldn’t hear what he was saying. I tried to follow him, and when I got to him, we witnessed a dead body
lying on the floor in one of the rooms of the beach house we had booked. We realised that it was one of our
guests whom we invited to the party, and just a few minutes ago, he was jamming hard with all of us. It was
difficult to process the entire scenario. We immediately called the police who arrived in no time.

The police instantly started to probe the case and asked so many questions but there were no leads. They
examined the dead body and took it for forensic investigation.

Later when the autopsy report came in, they described the cause of death as a medical illness. All of us were
relieved but extensively traumatised.

After that incident, we never went to a party alone.



LET'$ CHANGE PLACES

Zaynab Yasir OlTh

Isn't a princess’s life supposed to be perfect with ballgowns and tiaras just like it is in fantasy movies? If yes,
then why do I not feel like myself surrounded by these jewels, why do I want to tear apart these exquisite
ball gowns? My blonde hair, gentle smile, slim waist, and perfect posture does make me look like a princess
but does not make me feel like one, why? I want to experience the hardships of a common person, I want to
earn rather than just have everything given

to me. I want to live my life to the fullest,

but all this is just a dream I would never get

to experience.

To clear my mind of all of this, I did what

I always do, I went on a stroll dressed as a

commoner, to the village. This was my only

way of living my dream, camouflaging my-

self to fit in. The air was crisp and cool at the

same time and my stomach was growling

because of hunger. My eyes took in all the

hustle and bustle of the village; the vibrant

colours, the merchants giving each other

competitive looks, children playing in the

bazaar, and suddenly I came across a bak-

ery — ‘Selina’s Bakery. My famished body

took itself to the bakery. I was welcomed

with an aroma of freshly baked goods and

then I saw a young and slim body similar to mine. She had long blonde hair and green eyes, and the same
mouth as me, it was as if I had met my long-lost twin. For a whole minute we paused, staring into each other’s
eyes, we shared our souls and sensed an unusual familiarity between us. We asked ourselves if we had seen
each other before. Where have we met before? I didn’t know. My eyes scrutinised our body curves, the same
lines and frame, we even had the same beauty mark on our upper lips. The only difference was that of the eye
colour, hers were lighter shades of green, and mine were deep blue like an ocean.

She was the first one to break the silence,

‘Hey! Why am I seeing a reflection of me right now?” while hysterically laughing.

She didn't stop there and said,

‘Wait aren’t you the princess of Aldora?’

I replied, “Yes, I am, but please shush.

She replied, ‘Oh! How I wished I were a princess’

And I said, ‘And how I wished I were a baker.

This was followed by a moment of silence until something clicked and we both said in the lowest volume
possible, “You change places with me, no one will ever know’

The bell rang which was an indication of a customer entering the bakery, and our eyes disconnected. She got
busy with her customer and my guard called me as it was time to go. I never even got to ask her name, was
it, Selina? Would we go meet again and most importantly, will we act on this plan?



TALE OF A PANIC ROOM

Ahmed Hassan OIls

We, friends, were travelling to Islamabad to visit the grand opening of the ‘Panic Room’ Upon reaching Is-
lamabad, we decided to freshen up, have food first and then go
to the escape rooms. I was both afraid and excited about the
experience because it was my first time visiting such a place.
Moreover, the trailers I had watched of the panic rooms in
general did not largely give me a good vibe. These panic room
games aim to escape through a problematic or dangerous situ-
ation using analytical skills and it is a thrilling affair.

When we reached the venue, we didn’t see much of a crowd,
except for the staff and a game master who wore a mask on
his face and gave a considerably creepy look. He explained all
the rules of the game to us and told us that he will put us into
different glass rooms. We would all see each other but will not
be able to hear each other’s voices.

I was terrified right away as I didn’t want to be alone. And

neither could I express my fear as all of my friends were there

and I didn’t want to portray myself as a coward. The game be-

gan; everyone could see each other in the box and there was a

countdown too. The clock was ticking and we all had to do our

tasks. I had a little time left and had to open the cupboard using

Morse codes which were prescribed on the wall. I tried to find something and scouted a device on the roof to

see the code. I opened the cupboard and found a key which was used to open the door. Gladly I was the first

one to escape the room and still, there were twelve minutes left. All my other friends also managed to escape
one by one except for one who was still stuck and only sixty seconds were left.

We all started to laugh at him as he couldn’t escape in time. And within seconds of that, all our laughter
turned into screams as we saw a creature approaching him. We thought it would be a trick of the game master
to scare the hell out of us, but right then, something all the more frightening happened. I could see my friend
shouting at me but there was too much noise to hear what my friend was saying as the clock was extremely
loud. It was a terrifying sight to see our friend ripped off by the disastrous creature. He was torn into pieces
and his blood was splashed all over the room. And then the door opened and the creature started to march
towards us. It spread wide and opened its eerie wings which multiplied the trepidation. It scowled, roared,
and secreted a pungent smell with green saliva dripping out from its mouth. It devoured all of my friends and
kept marching forward toward my glass box. The entire vision was sickening. I ran here and there, my body
kept thumping on the glass box but it was of no avail.

I was about to pass out when I heard the game master’s voice cheering and applauding, ‘Congratulations on
being the first one to escape, and now you may live’

I was so traumatised that I could not process the entire incident. I could not bear what I had witnessed and
wanted to end my life right there. I ran out of the room, climbed the stairs, and jumped from the rooftop.
And it was a complete blackout!



WHAT HAPPENED AT THE CARNIVAL?

Fatima Gohar OIls

Children were shouting and laughing at the carnival while taking rides.
Every year a festival is held in the town of ‘Nevermore’ at the jolly time
of Christmas. This year a group of students including my
friend and I went there. Tyler had brought Wednesday
with him who was an extremely introverted girl. She al-
ways wore black and made pigtails; most of the students
were frightened of her. She had joined the school last
year and no one knew of her whereabouts, but it was said
that she had been expelled multiple times.

We hung out at the carnival and enjoyed the rides that made
our stomachs tickle. We had great food and good music. When
we were about to go back I told my friend and Wednesday to meet
me at the parking lot, but when I arrived, no one was there. It was
midnight and there were no cars around the place. I hesitantly
moved towards the forest. Rumours of a creature strolling in the
forest had recently been heard. Many people had been killed and

a curfew was being exercised as well. My feet trembled as I moved

forward stepping on the dried leaves and making a crunching sound. I

could see my friend behind a tree so I moved forward. I could hear my

friend shouting at me but there was an ear-piercing noise to comprehend

what my friend was saying. I went to him but he was alone and Wednesday was

nowhere to be seen. We both spent a great amount of time looking for her when we heard the howling sound

‘Owww’. The creature was in front of us and a person was with him. We could hear the police sirens and peo-
ple running from the carnival. Someone had probably reported seeing a wolf.

“Thump, thump, someone patted my back and rushed towards Wednesday and the other person whose
shirt was ripped and blood stains were on his face. The wolf was no wear to be found and Wednesday had
appeared instead.

The police investigated us and Wednesday who told them that she was there with the person. We all reached
home safely and an ambulance was called.

“That was the weirdest night of our high school journey; I said while everyone looked at me at the after-party
in the room. Wednesday had transferred to the school after a week and it is still a mystery that night where
she came from. There were rumours that someone saw a werewolf. Tyler and I are terrified to this day about
what happened that night.



MY FRIEND’$ BIRTHDAY PARTY

M Wasi Waqar Olls

On Thursday I was added to a group chat titled ‘Ahmad’s Birthday’ I was invited to Ahmad’s birthday party
after two days. I didn’t want to go so I stayed silent in the chat. But then my phone vibrated and it was Ahmad,
requesting me to be there. All of my friends insisted on me joining them at the party so I agreed. I lay in my
bed and thought to myself that I will go for a while only and come back sooner. Deep in thought, I fell asleep.

In the morning when I went to school, everyone was talking about the expected fun at the
@] party, how good it would be, and what activities and games we would have. They also dis-
\ cussed what to wear for the party.

i 3

My friend Ali said, T might just wear a hoodie and pants’
Another friend said, ‘T will just wear a polo shirt and trousers’

Then asked me what I was going to wear, and I replied, ‘Dressed
shirt and pants’

Everyone was very excited about the party. When the day end-
ed, I was contemplating how to back off. But I couldn’t come
up with any excuse or any plan as I hadn’t met them outside
the school for long.

The next day I went to school, studied, came back home, and took a
nap. After the nap, I finally made up my mind to go to Ahmad’s party. I wore a black dress shirt, black pants,
and blue Air Jordan.

I took 5000 rupees and put in a card so that I could give it to Ahmad and then I left.

I reached there around 9 pm. Everyone was already there, loud music was being played and everyone was
playing, singing, and dancing. They were all enjoying cocktails and appetisers. I called Ahmad, but he couldn’t
hear me. There was too much noise to hear what he was saying. Then I stood up and went to him, piercing
through the crowd, I wished him and gave him the card too.

Later I joined my friends on the dance floor; we sang from our hearts, danced like no one was seeing, and
laughed our lungs out.

Around 10 pm, I bid farewell to Ahmad and the rest of my friends. On my way back I realised how good a
party was and how cherishing the company of my friends was. I would have certainly regretted missing the

party later.

We all had good fun, and it was surely a boost to our morale, we were geared up for our CIEs.



$OLVING ADILEMMA

Meerab Haroon OlIls

Recently I joined Crown Lake High School for the summer campaign. This school is very famous all around
the world. My mother had also graduated from Crown Lake so she wanted me to do my summer camp at
the same school. I entered the long entrance of the school that had a traditional interior, and wooden tiles to
reach a mahogany front desk at a spacious foyer. The lady standing was dressed up elegantly. She spoke very
politely, “How can I help you?”

My mother responded, “My daughter is unable to find her class”

She noted my mom and dad’s cell number and then she escorted me to the course class. I greeted my class
teacher who was marking attendance. She introduced me to everyone. When I was going to my seat, I saw a
group of girls whisper, “We got a new friend”

During the break I was sitting on the bench, having lunch when they came to me and said,

“Hello! Do you want to be our friend?”

I was shocked at the offer as I didn’t expect that coming from them. However, I wholeheartedly accepted the
offer and soon we became friends. They gave me a friendship band that represented our group. Gradually we
became good friends sharing a wonderful equation; we used to sit under Magnolia trees and gossip about the
trending topics at Crown Lake. I remember, once I got stuck in the washroom and the girls helped me to get
out. Whenever I faced any issue, they defended me. To be honest, I was loving that support system.

On Wednesday after the break, Elaya, the group leader came to me and requested I put a bag in locker num-
ber 82. She instructed me not to open the bag. It was a very heavy, old leather bag. Without opening the bag
I put it in the locker and this became a routine. Now and then she gave me a bag to put in different lockers.
I had then become a bit curious about what was in the bags. I wanted to open the bag but then I thought
about our friendship. Yet, on Friday I couldn’t stop myself; I went to the washroom and opened the bag. I
shuddered to find out that there were forbidden substances inside the bag. My world had turned upside
down, for a minute I couldn’t process what had happened. I was betrayed by my friend. I was trapped and
exploited into the heinous act of forbidden substances. I thought I should report the school principal but I
also wanted Elaya to confess. After all, she was my close friend. The dilemma was that after all the monstrous
scheme I still didn’t want my friend to be in trouble. Yet, had she been a real friend, she would have never
put me through this.

For a week I was unable to decide what to do. I couldn’t focus on my studies nor could I sleep well at night.
A week later, Elaya gave me another
bag. After much contemplation, I went
to the principal’s office with the bag and
showed it to her. She probed me with
a few questions and then consoled me.
Elaya’s parents were called and she got
suspended from school. That day we
both met at the school gate, with a heavy
heart I asked her,

“Why did you do this to me?”
Brimming with embarrassment she re-
plied, “Sorry for betraying your trust.”

THE FATEST OBJECT IN THE UNIVERSE

The fastest known object in the universe is a pulsar which rotates at a speed of about
43,000 revolutions per minute emitting beams of electromagnetic radiation at regular
intervals.




IT WA$ TOO LATE TO DO
ANYTHING ABOVUT IT

Saad Ali Noorani OII

The night was dark, and the stars in the sky shone endlessly unlike anything else. Three of my friends,
Kashif, Muhammad, and Hassan, as well as I were on a road trip the night before our graduation. Little
did we know, that soon our ways shall be parted and that it would be a long time before our paths would
Cross again.

Fast forward to 10 years later (present day); I was on a business trip and during the day I headed for a
café, where to my surprise, sat Kashif working tirelessly on his laptop. The glee I felt at that moment was
immaculate and that was the exact moment we knew a friend

reunion was ought to happen. We caught up and were now

ready to gather the group once again which was done over

many days and countless efforts.

Slowly but gradually, it finally happened. As all of us stood
there, once again in one room, there was an intense feeling
of shock and happiness which can never be truly explained.
But something we did notice during the trip was that Hassan
seemed a bit off and perhaps it was because we had met him
after such a long time!

We didn’t think of it much until our much-awaited trip to Is-

lamabad, where during our stay, something truly bizarre took

place. A little backstory on it was that we were meant to go

to a concert and were getting late, so in that panic-stricken

moment, I stumbled upon a substance in Hassan’s bag. Being

addled I instantly confronted him and surely that “substance”

turned out to be none other than cocaine!

Hassan was in a bad condition. And it was then that he was

rushed to the hospital immediately where we found out about

his internal bleeding and lung cancer. Being despondent, we showed him to the best of the doctors around
the world. I took him to therapy while the others kept a frequent check on him.

We put the best of our efforts towards his rehabilitation and welfare but were nonetheless dejected by the
news of his passing. We put the initial blame on ourselves for not being capable enough of helping him but
soon agreed, it was too late to do anything about it.

YOU CHANGE PLACES WITH ME, NO ONE WILL EVER KNOW

Sonya Idrees Olls

Living a royal life can be a devastating problem. Not that I am being ungrateful for being the princess of
Eldorra, but just because of a million compromises I make. It makes my life difficult. I was not supposed
to be the next in line to the throne, my brother Nicholas was. He stepped down when he found his true
love. The royal rules required marrying royal blood only. He fell in love with a flight attendant, but no one
thought it was real and that Nicholas was serious. He was so sure of his love that he decided to leave the
throne. He has been training for the throne ever since he could walk. So just imagine how big of a blow to
my face it was him stepping down the throne.



I lived in New York with my share of duties and my bodyguard.
But his leave meant I was to become the queen which requires
my immediate shift back to Eldorra and the immediate train-
ing for the throne.
Ever since I was old enough to know not to learn slang from
the movies, yet another rule, I have been dreaming of a life like
the girls in the movies, going to a university in the public sec-
tor, to fall in love with someone in whose veins royal blood
was not running. The worst of all was that I was not told about
my brother’s leave, and I was not told my life would be ripped
off under my feet. The reason why I was then in Eldorra was
because of my grandfather and my father, the king’s cardiac ar-
rest. So the court representatives of the castle were glad to use it
as a way to tell me I was to be the queen upon my father’s death.
I would be lying if I said I wasn’t miserable the past week. I
honestly just keep hoping my life was all a nightmare and I
would open my eyes to see a bright sunny morning one day. I
kept on thinking of ways to reverse the situation and get out of
this mess but I could genuinely not think of anything.
My press day had arrived, and the world was all curious to find out who was the next ruler. I had my lines re-
hearsed and my gown ready. I wasn't the dressed type of princess. We stepped up the stage with the paparazzi
invited, ready to make the announcements. It took me fifteen minutes to have the courage and face the peo-
ple waiting out there in the hall for me. I was bombarded by texts from people but luckily my social handles
were managed by my manager. It was certainly a matter of chance when a text crossed my vision. It was from
a girl who looked exactly like me. I was rapturous. In her text, she had requested to see me in person for some
reason. I was the happiest, I knew exactly what I was supposed to do. I had hit upon a game plan and knew
what I was supposed to do. I whispered to myself, "You change places with me, no one will ever know".

GLUED TO BED

Emaan Hassan Ola

Have you ever been so lazy that you don’t want to leave your bed? It is happening to me these
days. I have realised how lazy I have become and it is somehow affecting my life as well. The
indolence has reached a point where not only do I not get out of my bed, but I also have started
procrastinating on urgent and important tasks. Some might think of it as depression. But to be
honest, I am fairly happy and content with my life.
Having food in bed is a gratification less would know. Moreover, I am perfectly fine with
talking to friends and family as long as it is in the comfort of my room. Netflixing is best done
in bed. And yes, the pleasure of merely staring at the void provides matchless satiety. Yet this
is also a fact that due to my laziness, I have been distanced from my people. I continuously
postpone and cancel plans with my friends who consider it unethical and obnoxious.
And the alarming fact is that this doesn’t bother me. I wish someone could tell me that I am
just being sluggish or perhaps shy. Nonetheless, I love my bed!



I$ THERE EVER GOING TO BE AN
END TO THI$ TRAUMA?

Fatima Salman Ola

A general rule of thumb; people should be hospitable and
welcoming to the guest and outsiders.

What's all that staring about? Are we aliens? Why are those
rubbernecks always turned around to gawk at us? Each time
we fix our clothes and check our skin and do our hair to make
sure that there is nothing wrong with our appearance.

They must at least have faith in their work. I mean what is
insecurity about?

The moment we enter the hall, we get to know that they cut
our names from the list and we have to fight for our due
rights. I question if we even belonged there. A moment never
passes by where we come back with eyes welled up and faces
hanging down.

Why are we destined to have such drawbacks where the judg-
es are exclusively indifferent about what we are saying?

Is there ever going to be an end to this trauma?

HAMZA ASIF - OUR CHAMPION

Hafsa Asif Ola
This 17-year-old boy born on 26th March 2006 is my brother Hamza Asif, an all-time national swimmer, a
real-life example of “never give up, great things take time”

He has many stories to tell, stronger ties to build with the flowing water, and minds
to inspire. Both his maternal and paternal families are fond of
sports, especially swimming. So the love of a glorious creation

like water was in his blood. He was a toddler when his mom
took him to a swimming pool for the first time and made
him float even though at that time he was frightened of
the water. He built his friendship with the waves slowly
and surely. He didn't know what he was going to pursue
further in life before he went to his first competition

and won. Then and there he learned that swim-

ming filled his heart with pleasure and joy. So he

started training for the junior nationals at a very

young age. He was super nervous and excited

about the race but his enthusiasm couldn’t cut it.

Thus he lost and came back home with

no award. He was a little demotivated but

his family encouraged him and he worked even harder



and won many awards and medals in the future.
He won a gold medal for 50 metres freestyle in the 2021 nationals. Nobody could believe it.

They didn’t even know that he existed because previously kids from cities like Lahore had the privilege of
wonderful facilities and thus won all the medals. And this was the first time they recognized him to be a
threat in the swimming community. Fast forward to open nationals 2023 he won a gold medal in 50 metres
freestyle by defeating people two to three times his age. Our family was filled with pride and honour.

He often shares that according to his experience, swimming is not only winning medals, but it is also con-
necting with your inner self and water, meeting a new set of diverse people, and most of all making friends.
He has many loyal loving friends in this field who genuinely admire him; Ahmed Durrani who participates
in representing the team army, and Rayan Adnan who participates in representing team Sindh. Even though
they were from different teams, they had an immense amount of brotherhood within them as Hamza says,
“Brothers in the air, enemies in the water” The way they all congratulate each other by hugging and wishing
the best is eye-tearing. Overall my brother believes that with hard work, dedication, and most importantly
consistency you can achieve anything in life. He believes that everyone should maintain a balance in life;
study, sports, and entertainment, because today we cannot be successful being a nerd, an all-rounder aces life
creating a balance in everything, and this makes life beautiful and treasured.

THE MYSTERIOVS $TRANGER

Emaan Hassan Ola

As the young detective was lost in her thoughts, she heard a firm knock on her door, she perked up, excitedly
as she didn’t usually get so many mysteries to solve, and she quickly said,” Come in.” A cloaked figure, who
smelled slightly like acid came in, the detective couldn’t quite see his face as he was masked, so her curiosity
perked, but through his stance and posture, she knew he was a man and one with great confidence. He had a
strange aura surrounding him. He seemed like a man who was quite wealthy due to his expensive cloak and
shoes, his shoes had specks of mud which showed that he had walked there.

He opened his mouth to say something when suddenly sirens could be heard
outside. The man’s posture went from relaxed to rigid in a second. He
quickly dropped an envelope on the detective’s desk and ran out
the front door. The young detective, Eden was startled, she didn’t
quite understand what just happened when her senses finally came
back, she quickly got up from her chair, making it topple down, and
ran outside but she couldn’t see the mysterious stranger anywhere,
she went back into her office and opened the envelope, she saw a
bunch of rusty old coins and some pieces of papers which seemed

to be burnt from some areas. She pocketed the coins and started

to examine the documents, while examining, her breathing started

to pick up, and she was in complete and utter shock.

The envelope contained pictures of her doing everyday things, her
washing the dishes, pictures of her walking, and even pictures of
her in her office.



She concluded that the mysterious stranger was following her, and she made up her mind. She knew
that she had to find him somewhere so she made a plan.
The next couple of days, she kept waiting for the stranger yet he never came, she stayed up many nights just
to catch him but she was empty-handed.
One day, then, he came to her office but this time he wasn’t cloaked. It wasn’t a he at all, it was a she. She was
confused at first but then realised that this was the mysterious stranger due to her unique posture, and the
way she presented herself. As the lady stood before her, she took a minute to evaluate her. Her round face
was covered with freckles, her fair skin had some wrinkles which showed her age, her almond-shaped eyes
were a beautiful shade of cobalt blue, her eyes were filled with mirth and joy and she wore a gorgeous dress
which was lined with lace. She adorned lots of different jewels which showed her wealth and rich stature, she
was the complete copy of Eden except for being a little older and wealthier. She opened her mouth and said,”
Eden, I am your mother.” and all waves crashed upon Eden’s mind.

ON SUPERMARKETS$

Aayan Tauseef OIb

Food is an interesting aspect of our daily life and it is bought from many different places such as local shops,
markets, and restaurants. The quality and standard of these places vary from country to country concerning
their statuses.

Developed countries such as the UK and USA have huge supermarkets and stores where people buy food
from. These markets cover a vast landscape and are technologically advanced. There is an overwhelming
amount of choice among a single type of food. There are numerous aisles for different food items and in-
gredients. The ceilings of these areas are high and everything is very well-lit with bright lights. The fruits
and vegetables section is well-kept with fresh stock, providing a wonderful sight filled with bright hues and
refreshing smells. Another counter serves a live bakery with aromatic buns, cupcakes, a variety of loaves of
bread, soft glazed croissants, and crusty bagels. There are other counters serving spices, nuts, dates, lentils,
and pickles. The meat section is full of variety with meat ranging from seafood to buffalo, chicken, and goat
as well. The seafood is a worthy sight; shrimps, salmon, lobster, and different

types of fish look quite beautiful on the ice counter which shines in the

LED lights.

Hygiene is of prime importance, all the salespersons wear head

covers and gloves, the packaging is clean and tidy, and the

products are all kept with utmost care. There is hustle and bustle

during the peak hours, but the soothing music balances the noise.

The customer care section is vigilant and attends to queries

and matters positively. The return and exchange policies are

also pretty much customer friendly. There are cash tills and

self-checkout as well, which makes the entire process has-

sle-free. These supermarkets are designed to provide ease

and comfort to the customers, with the latest technolog-

ical advancements to make the shopping experience effi-

cient and worthwhile.



NOTHING GOOD COME$ OUT OF ANYTHING BAD

Abdul Rehman Ahmed OIb

The sirens woke up the entire bank sending shivers
down Frank’s spine as he was shoving the money
into his bag. James was the boss, the mastermind, but
Frank was a weak criminal who had broken his leg in
one of the accidents while he was committing another
crime.
James was in a rage due to FranK’s silliness, his face
had turned red and he was fuming. Frank had put a
foot on the motion sensor and all the security was on
the way.
James banged the wall and yelled, “You Idiot! What
have you done?’
Frank was calculating the time needed to escape, an-
alysing each exit possible and in time. Meanwhile,
James escaped from the nearest exit making his way
back to the car.
He had left Frank behind for three reasons; first, it was
Frank’s blunder to place his foot on the motion sensor,
second, he couldn’t run and third James was a selfish
man and he was least guilty of it. He didn't care for
anyone at all, and he was habitual of it.
The police arrived at the bank in a few seconds.
The officer had cuffed Frank’s hands and stated, “‘What
a waste of life son, now you have to spend the rest of
your life behind bars’
One night, in the cell, Frank contemplated what he had done. He thought that though his intention was good,
he chose the wrong path. He committed theft for his sister; he needed funds for her medical treatment. He
could visualise her face, she was not only suffering from sarcoidosis but she was even alone now, helpless and
gloomy.
Frank in a final moment decided to set things straight. He requested a meeting with the police officer who
had arrested him.
When the officers arrived, Frank pleaded, ‘Sir I don’t want to spend the rest of my life here behind the bars. I
want to testify against James and start a good noble life. The officer took pity on Frank and agreed. He went
the extra mile to arrest James and investigate the duo.
One day, Frank was dejectedly sitting in his cell, his head buried in his chest and tears falling from his eyes.
As he raised his head, he saw a couple of policemen bringing James, the betrayer, to the cell. His hands were
cuffed and he was madly annoyed. He spitted out some insolent words for Frank and right then he was
thrown into the cell.
Frank was released. He thanked the officer and went back happily to his sister.



HARD WORK PAY$ OFF

Ahmad Zaman OIb

‘May it please the court? May it please the

court? May it please the court?” Angel prac-

tised as she was facing the toughest case of

her career.

Angel was a black woman and on top of that

a lawyer, so because of her race, she had to

prove her point in the long run, which was

more difficult for her than the others. Before

this case, she had handled many cases, but

they were not as significant as this one, be-

cause that would determine the fate of her

nine years old daughter. Angel was a single

mother, and her performance as a lawyer

was to define their life.

One evening, Angel and her daughter were

buying groceries from the supermarket with

the little amount of money they had. A man

was constantly staring at Angel which her

daughter noticed.

‘Mom, why is he staring at us? Lyla asked

Angel.

‘Maybe he wants to say something, Angel

replied.

The man approached them carefully in his

quite expensive looking leather jacket.

‘My name is Aaron, the man continued, ‘T have got an offer for you, he insisted.

‘What kind of an offer?” questioned Angel.

The man took a glance at her daughter and offered Angel to be his lawyer for a case and in return, he would
financially help them. Angel requested a few days to make up her mind. Aaron agreed to that indispensable
request.

After two days, Angel made a call to Aaron, Tam willing to undertake your case only if in return you commit
to giving us financial assistance. Aaron agreed.

It was a murder case Angel was to defend. She worked day and night to gather all the pieces of evidence to
defend Aaron. His entire struggle was for the sake of her daughter’s future.

On the day of the court hearing, Angel used all the information and evidence to defend Aaron, with her ex-
pertise and full command. At the end of the hearing, the judge gave the decision. It was in favour of Aaron.
Aaron and Angel, both were elated. Both achieved their targets and the needful was done.

The money Angel received was useful for Lyla to continue her studies. And Angel got recognition for her
success as a lawyer.



ROBERT

Hussain Ali OIb

One day I was driving my car near my home when I saw a
beautiful ice cream truck and stopped to buy some ice cream.
I bought a chocolate fudge waffle and headed back toward my
home.

One thing that stuck in my mind was the strange ice cream
man. He was considerably tall with a broad body frame. He
wore a black hoodie, and black cargo pants which looked
shabby and worn out, and most importantly, he covered his
face with a mask. His pufty and red-ringed eyes portrayed sus-
picion and hostility.

His entire image kept coming back to my mind that day so at

night I decided to talk to my friend and share the experience

with him. He suggested that we should look around for the

truck the next morning and buy some ice cream from him

again. The next day, around 1 pm we went outside to look for
the ice cream man. Luckily we found him in our street. We went to him and bought some ice cream.

My friend hesitantly asked, “What is your name?’

Removing his mask and without lifting his face, he replied indifferently, ‘Robert Clive, and he got back to
work. The next day we visited him again. He was wearing the same outfit, the same grim look on his face, and
an air of distrust swamped his entire aura. He gave us the ice cream and immediately shut the truck window.
After a week, it was a Sunday with a pleasant morning. We were all playing cricket in our street. The exhil-
arating game made us thirsty so we bunch of friends planned to fetch some ice lollies. We saw the same ice
cream truck on the nearby street and we rushed toward it. Robert sold all our required lollies flavours and
shouted in a hoarse eerie voice, ‘Go back, you stupid kids! You have already nagged me enough for days. I
will not tolerate this anymore. GO BACK!

His voice was so terrifying that we ran back to our street.

Coming back home, I narrated the entire incident to my dad. He was quite confused because he said that
the ice cream man had always talked very politely to him. He also instructed me not to buy any more ice
cream from him. That day he called his friend who was an investigation officer and told him about the entire
scenario. Just a week later, my dad’s friend was there at our door, with all the information he had collected
regarding Robert. He appreciated me for sharing the incident with my dad. He asked my dad, me, and my
friend to accompany him to the truck spot. When we reached there, Robert was in the same old attire with
the mask on and wearing a black Panama cap. His entire face was behind the mask and his eyes were barely
visible under the cap. Our friends did a senseless thing; as we knew he was a wanted criminal, we started to
laugh and mock him which infuriated him a good deal. He took out the pistol from its gear and shot blindly.
One of the bullets hit my father’s friend in his shin and he bled heavily. The police were called immediately
and he was arrested. The ambulance came to take away Dad’s friend; luckily he was saved.

Later we got to know that Robert was a serial killer and he had killed 60 innocent kids in three years. The
cops had been looking for him for a while but Robert was quite good at hiding himself with different guises.
It was a huge success for the cops’ department to arrest Robert. My friend and I were awarded a prize of 1000

dollars which was beyond our expectations. And my father applauded us too.



A MAN NAMED RICHARD

Malika Hamid OIb

I felt truly broken from the inside. A bunch of
strangers were in my house pretending to feel sor-
ry for me as if they understood what I was going
through. In reality, they made me feel sick. My en-
tire life it had just been me and my mom and now
she was gone too. Multiple agents from the child
protection bureau stood in front of me talking
about something I couldnt comprehend. Their
murmuring whispers made me come out of my
denial and the realisation of becoming an orphan
hit me.

“We are here for you,” they said. “Are you okay?
They asked.

“Like it even matters to you,” I thought.

Making a bunch of excuses, I ran upstairs and into
my washroom. Staring at the reflection in front of
me I locked eyes with a tired broken girl. I opened
my window and jumped outside feeling ecstasy
run through my veins, running away from that
house, a house deeply rooted in the gloom.
I went towards the only place that made me feel
safe; me and my mother’s favourite place, the for-
est park behind our house. It was getting dark and
it was probably not a good idea for me to go in but
I aimed at finding refuge in a cluster of trees in
front of me. Just before I went in, a flash of move-
ment in the corner of my eye caught my attention,
hearing my heart thumping loudly in my chest. I slowly turned around and it felt as if my heart had leapt out
of my body.

A man in rags stared back at me in a way that looked like he was staring straight into my soul, unlocking
my deepest secrets. Feeling goosebumps spread around my body, I took a step back from his malnourished
skeletal figure, turned around, and walked as fast as I could trying not to scream at the top of my lungs back
to my house. In my bed, trying to sleep, I still couldn’t erase the image of that man from my mind. There was
something about him deeply bugging me.



Books always made me feel at home, so the next day, I went to the library in our town. Walking up the
stairs towards the entrance of the library, I glanced back and I had to hold the railing to balance myself.
Backing away I thought of several things I could do if this man tried to attack me. At first, I thought I was
hallucinating but his hoarse voice brought me back into the world.

“Please don't be afraid, the other night you didn’t look okay and I know what it feels like to be lonely. Would
you be free for a game of chess?” he said. I practically stopped myself from laughing. Was he serious? Did
he expect me to just go with him? The disbelief must have shown on my face because he quickly added, “I
play chess to earn a living in the forest country park we saw each other in yesterday”

That was probably the biggest mistake of my life but it couldn’t get any worse than it already was, could it?
That one time turned into two weeks of playing chess every afternoon after which I had to move in with
my foster family. Chess slowly became the one thing I looked forward to, my only solace in a broken world.

The man was quite difficult to beat; however, I'd been solving puzzles and anagrams with my mother all my
life so I was somewhat of a child prodigy myself. I went towards what would be my last afternoon playing
chess but the man wasn't there. Still in shock, I started to ask people about him. Surprisingly, a park ranger
came towards me and handed me a letter,

“Your story has just begun, chess was just my way of preparing you for what’s about to happen next”
~ Arthur Feyo

Spending the next hour contemplating who in the world Arthur Feyo was... Because I was informed of the
strange man’s name “Richard” by the park ranger. Still having confusion etched across my mind I thought
of what he meant by those very words. Staring at the piece of parchment in my hand a bulb ticked in me.
Could Arthur Feyo stand for an anagram? But rearranging it only brought out one possible outcome.
“Your father!’

>

EARTH 2.0

Kepler-438b is the exoplanet discovered to have the highest Earth Similarity Index
(ESI) among known exoplanets. It has a similar radius, mass and rocky surface with a
potentially habitable atmosphere and water.




A REVIEW: NAMMOS$ DUBAI

Syed Meer Nazar Shah OIb

Dubai is a second home for luxury; a place where you are solely surrounded by extravagance. Just there, in
the heart of Palm Jumeirah, is located a splendid delicacy - Nammos Dubai, a stylish choice focusing on
seafood in a clubby setup featuring a shisha lounge with fabulous beach views. The finery of the ambiance is
nothing to be missed out on. Arriving at Nammos, you will be welcomed by multiple luxury and lavish cars,
the mere sight of these cars will give you a good idea of how magnificent the place is. A golf cart escorts you
from the entrance to the restaurants. On your way, you can enjoy a refreshing spectacle of huge palm trees,

stunning plantations, and an exquisite river.

Upon entering the restaurant you see a white marble floor stretched all
over the indoors and wooden chairs complimenting the interior, espe-
cially on a bright sunny day when the daylight is piercing through the
full-length glass windows. Indoors usually are not crowded as people
prefer sitting outdoors by the beach. The panoramic view of the beach
makes you realise that the money spent is worth it. The restaurant has its
Dior outlet which aggravates its opulence. The brand houses its execu-
tive articles, matching the richness of the place. Alcohol is prohibited

after 5:30 pm and kids under 16 aren’t allowed.

The entire setting offers a serene experience; artisanal

paintings, spell-binding interior, calming curtains flow-

ing with the breeze, attractive beach lounge chairs to re-

lax and absorb the beauty of the sea, and on top of that, each person is attended by an individual butler to

cater their needs.

The food served at Nammos is exceptional; the lemon garlic calamari, mussels and oysters, a wide range of
steaks, and the burrito pizza are all ultimately scrumptious. A unique dish presented is Risotto, a creamy
combination of rice and broth which melts like silk in your mouth. I also tried their molten lava cake with
Belgian chocolate chip ice cream; it was certainly a ride to heaven. They also serve top-notch dates with hot
milk. Meanwhile, non-muslims can enjoy wine at the shore.

The total expense for a visit may sound over-priced, yet the experience is worth the hype and money. It is a

must-visit for delicate food lovers and people who are fascinated by captivating surroundings.



A SILENT CRY

Khadija Amir and Malika Hamid OI

Is this our life? Is this what we call life?
Filled with abuse, drenched in terror
Shrouded with sadness, shredded with hatred

Staring at balloons, unable to hold them
Unable to hold books, much less read them
Colour pencils worth millions

A world filled with selfish civilians
Chained in endless monotony

Caged in torturous hunger

Stuck in a time loop

Of perpetual toil,

Of never-ending misery.

O, when will I welcome the days of rest?

Teary eyes, empty smiles,

Rough hands that should have been soft,

Suffocated screams that should have been heard,
Shattered dreams that should have floated like
streams

They have stolen my Future,

Stolen my wishes,

Broken my wings before they could take flight
Squeezed out my strength before it got to its might

Working instead of playing

What about our childhood?

Our accomplishments?

Every second is a reminder of our hopeless lives!

Tiny smiles dependent on well-off minds
Help us get our lives back
Help us get them on track

O! How I wish, to touch the blue horizon
Like that free-flying stringless kite
Like that weightless cloud

LOVE YOURSELF

Emaan Hassan OI

With every sunrise that sets the tone,
Comes the chance to love what’s already our own
Self-love and confidence are keys to a life of bliss

One that’s filled with love and happiness.

Caring for ourselves is a vital part,
To boost our self-esteem
And make us feel like a work of art

We are worthy of everything we want to be,
Our emotions deserve to sail and be free,
The world will never be enough,
Without the kind of self-love that helps us grow,
And keep our spirits tough.

It doesn't need to be perfect,
We don't need to be a certain way,



We just need to love ourselves every day.
So take a deep breath and appreciate what you
bring,
And let your self-worth be set free and sing
When you accept and love who you are,
The world is your oyster and you can reach far.

AM I NOT THE FLOWER?

Hafsa Asif OIh

You put me in the dark surrounded by all sorts of
demons,

Then I put up my neck into the light to see what's
beyond,

Giants of hues of green,

Which never say what they mean,

Days weeks months and no one stops by,

You water me sometimes to quench my thirst,

But never too much as I may burst,

Then a sudden shake a sudden shock,

As soon as I pop out a flower I am the talk of the
town,

Snares of trees filled with eyes of envy,

The carols and jingles the humans welcome me with,
They look, compliment, and fill me with joy with
there so lovely words,

But wait, eternal happiness is not real,

And demons have not gone extinct,

Why do you praise me so much if, in the end, it is
death ends that I meet,

You separate me from whatever I have,

And then forget about me as soon as you have an-
other laugh,

Am I, not a flower, do I not have any power?
Then should I let you devour,

My soft petals of rosy pink,

Forgot all the good times all in just one blink,
I have thorns that warn,

Bees around me that sting,

Then why through love and affection

Do you trap me in the depths of despair,

But I am left helpless,

I am left speechless,

And I am left useless,

Who is to help who is to yelp,

There I lie on some kitchen table,

All dry rotten and ugly,

When I shed will I cry,

Fear me not, I can't even try.

DELVSION

Aroosh Shams ul Zaman OI

Why cry for a soul set free

For this is a journey we must take all alone

Not to deny thy soul its rights

God knows how bizarre it is for a soul on earth to
wander in delusion



To lead a life of woe

But never leaving the uneven path

In the end, the soul is destined to lay upon the
path of God

Take it and walk away don't stand for me to revive
Or it is a sudden scene to occur

Can death be a dream when life is mere sleep.

SILVER BOW

Ayeza Samad - Ol

What is the use of a diamond necklace dangling
on a heartless chest?

A fabricated truth concealing a blind soul

Perfect mark sheets, perfect scores

But when God calls upon you, what will you know?

Blinded by desires, blinded by wants

She almost was a good friend and what not
In search of peace as if it’s a thing

She became unhinged.

Sitting in the darkness, fearing the unknown
When a light in her room shone,

“The angel of despair and death, I suppose?’
With a disappointed sigh and a hateful eye.

She realises it's the devil's advocate, her phone
The one responsible for taking away her faith, her
home,

She did know the devil was once an angel,

The same angel who masqueraded as her phone
And designed her cage in this world with a silver
bow.



BAPSI $IDHWA

ENGLISH ESSAY WRITING COMPETITION
THE EMERGENCY

Zainab Magbool OIlIls

I knew there was something wrong the moment I saw
his face. As my eyes glanced at the mirror, my hands
caressed my skin. My eyes couldn’t help but wander
through the tales that were reflected through those
red eyes. It's wonderful how tears can drip off with-
out any sound. It’s wonderful how the hands pressed
on the mouth that only wants to scream. Noticing
each pimple on my face, my insecurities built up in
a pile.

It all started that one day when I discovered that my
dad would beat up my mom every time an error was
made. The beating gradually grew in intensity and
led to the death of my mom. I believe that her pass-
ing away would add some sense to him. Little did I
know that it only made him worse. He started trad-
ing forbidden substances at our home and it was all
tolerable until he involved me in that disgusting bar-
gain. When I rebelled he would do exactly what he
did to my mother, beat me up. He would throw me

onto tables and smash glasses at my feet. The fact that
I was his only son could not stop him and every night
I had to drag myself into my bedroom to attend to
my wounds, calling on my mom to help me but she
was too far to come.

Looking through the mirror I knew I had to think
for myself. So what if he is my dad? I would ques-
tion myself. He had failed to be the father that I had
longed for and the husband that my mother was
promised to be given. I walked slowly to the kitchen
and opened the drawer with the cutlery. I took out
the sharp silver knife and saw my image reflected in
it, it was definitely not me. I walked to the lounge
where my dad had slept on the sofa.

“I'am sorry, Dad,” I muttered as I slit his throat slow-
ly. When I knew the job had been done, I dialled
911 and when they asked what my emergency was,
I looked in the mirror knowing that something in-
deed was very wrong. “There has been an emergen-
cy!” I replied.

MOVE AROUND
Kinza Khan OIIIs
Did you know that 90% of people die within a ten ki-
lometre radius of their birthplace? Mankind has the
tendency to always stay in their safe bubble, to always
choose the easy and reliable path in life instead of
stepping out of their comfort zone and diving into a
path full of risk. Many people were born in the same



place, grew up in the same place, and then even died
in that same place.

Most of humanity has lived in a vicious cycle and
routine throughout their life. I believe that people
should not live in the same place all their lives and
should instead move to various different places and
experience the world thoroughly.

It is crucial for humankind to be put into unexpect-
ed and new situations and circumstances in order
to allow our brains to further develop and mature.
For advancement to take place, the normal cycle
of everyday life has to be broken, someone has to
break out of the norm to allow our world to prog-
ress. The same is the case with us human beings,
we have to move away from what we have known
our entire lives in order to grow and mature as hu-
man beings. Different studies show how relocating
to a new place and living in a new surrounding al-
lows our mind and body to grow and learn to adapt
there and this further allows fundamental growth
of us as individuals.

Secondly, the purpose of humanity was not to just
stick in one place. The world is our OSS for us to
explore and make use of. Just imagine if Adam and
Eve and their offspring did not spread, and did not
move away from the place they were thrown on,
would all of humanity still be living in the same ex-
act region? Grounded the place also does not allow
for people to explore undiscovered opportunities
and they remain close to one place and among the
same people.

The opponents might argue that this can detach you
from your family and roots, but it can also be ar-
gued that many people might not have the financial
means to move away. The counter-argument to this
is that with today’s age and time, with the advance-
ment of technology, it is fairly easy. Money can also
be made along the way.

In conclusion, for the advancement of our world,
the maturation of humanity as individuals is direly
needed and absolutely necessary.

THE REALISATION

Ayla Aziz Ollls

I couldn’t hear my own voice over the obnoxiously
loud music as I yelled after him, as I tried to follow
him through the wave of people that had crowded
my living room. I was thrown out of the room and
my ears suddenly went into an eerie silence. I saw
him turn around and glance at the open door be-
hind me, at the hundreds of worry-free teenagers in
the house, and then his swollen eyes met mine. My
mouth went dry and I struggled to make a sound,
let alone stutter a word. He just stared at me.

“You came into the room and straight up yelled at
me in front of the people. I had begged you to be
nice! They knew you didn’t deserve it” I knew there
was something wrong when I saw his face as he had
come into the room. “I am sorry” He whispered. “I
am sorry that your old friend decided to get on my
nerves and I am sorry I just cannot be with you any-
more!”

It was like a slap on my face and a punch in my
gut. “What?” I questioned flabbergasted. My eyes
blurred as I tried to digest what he had said. My



head spun and his words did not make sense. I was
pushed back into a memory of nearly three years
ago. I remember standing on the sidewalk watch-
ing someone leave, someone I thought would never
leave my side till the day I died. He was leaving and
I had to watch.

I was brought back to reality when a phantom hand
grabbed me and hugged me. I opened my eyes just
to realise that they were closed. “Tell me you didn't
do it and that you don’t want him!” Still so confused,
I managed to mutter, “Just you, I want just you, I
always have” I don't know what lies my friend had
told him. I couldn’t help but let my mind wander
over the fact if they were lies at all. Torn between
two men, I forced my heart to stay with the one who
held me despite his doubts. But can I forever be hap-
py?

As I embraced him, I realised something hadn’t felt
right. Something was off, the years I had been with
him played like a movie in front of my eyes, as I saw
the years of manipulation, lies, and betrayals. Slowly
all the things he said sounded wrong, the way they
had to my friends. Instead of bringing it up, I left the
battle for another day. But this would make it worse.

THE REALISATION
Saad Ali Noorani OlIs

“Give a man a fish and you feed him for a day, teach
a man to fish and you feed him for a lifetime.”
Education, skill honing, personal development,
words of inspiration, words we have been hearing
for what seems like an eternity now. Terms have
been fed into our brain’s developing stages. But have
we ever truly thought about how these goals may
be achieved or how we are supposed to act on these
with no proper guidance?

Dependency is a concept of life that all humans in
some shape or form follow whether that be on a ma-
jor or minor scale. When we take into consideration
the common man, a man who has gone through life
with no actual knowhow of how the world moves,
how it twists and turns those who try to earn a name
for themselves, but if done right, anything can be
achieved, and this is exactly what I have learned to

accept over the years.

Towards the end of our college years, job hunting
and unemployment had become major causes of
concern among us (my friends and I). Our families,
at that point, just force us to create something rev-
olutionary. Use the knowledge we had gained and
invest it into something mind-boggling. That moti-
vation did work for some of us which included me,
who had found a legit way to earn my way up to
success. As for my friend, Abdullah, he always tried
to find an easier way out of a very sticky situation.
It must be noted, that even after we parted ways, we
stayed in touch which became the ultimate reason
for Abdullah’s helplessness; a circumstance where
he had unknowingly become financially dependent
on me. Although it was for a short while, I had start-
ed to become suspicious of his odd behaviour and
the side hustle he had adopted to earn a living with
my finances.

Everything seemed fine until one day, I decided to
follow Abdullah into his warehouse trying to go un-
noticed. And I wish I hadn’t because that was the day
I found out his horrifying secret source of income,
FORBIDDEN SUBSTANCES! Truly caring for my
friend and teaching him a lesson, I hollered out for
help and decid-

ed to cut all the

funds I had been

transferring  to

him. It was now

my sworn duty to

teach him how to

fish (earn) legally

so he could earn

a living rather

than just keep

eating from what

I had Ilearned
because that
would’ve never
actually  taught

him to survive in
the harsh reali-
ties of this world.



Although Abdullah did face some jail time on ac-
count of his actions, I wanted him to achieve some-
thing once he was a free man.

This is exactly what I did, having given him a place
in the company, I was now teaching him the true
value of money, how actual earnings can develop
your personality, how the knowledge you've gotten
can improve your lifestyle and change it into some-
thing no one could’ve expected.

And so this is how I was given the lesson; “Give a
man a fish and you feed him for a day, teach a man
to fish and you feed him for a lifetime.”

EDUCATION I$ ONE THING NO ONE
CAN TAKE AWAY FROM ME

Momina Rehman OIls

Education is acquiring knowledge through system-
atic instruction. It instils the qualities of rationality,
kindness, and understanding in an individual. Ed-
ucation is the pathway to a brighter future. Doors
of opportunity are always wide open for an educat-
ed person. It not only polishes your personality but
improves your character and the ability to compre-
hend. Once acquired, education is your strength
and no power can take it away from me.

Education alters your thinking and analytic skills.
It gives you the sense to differentiate between right
and wrong. The process of education never stops

as an individual is continuously learning new skills
throughout their life. Being an educated individu-
al, I find myself capable enough to comprehend in-
formation and this education allows me to live an
impactful life. My life would have been ordinary
like any other person on Earth if I wasn't educated
but my education allows me to dream big and have
goals and aims for myself.

Education is nothing tangible and neither is it a ma-
terialistic thing hence, my education is forever my
companion no matter what the situation is, it would
never be taken away from me. Being an educated
individual, you stay away from all kinds of inferior-
ity complexes. Education is my power which I can
use throughout my life whenever I wish. Acquir-
ing education is a long process and it could prove
to be extremely mind-numbing and tiring for some
but the individual that you become once you have
passed this stage of life is a strong, understanding,
authoritative, and kind individual.

Education does not only provide you with exten-
sive information but it also improves your per-
spective and alters your way of thinking as now,
you view things from a wider angle. These abilities
are instilled in an educated individual hence; these
qualities can never be taken away.

I, being an educated person, have developed great
communication skills over time. The power of my
education allows me to communicate effective-
ly and be able to express myself in words openly.
My education has shaped my personality in a way
that emits the confidence that I have within myself.
I have realised over time that the perspective of an
educated individual is never neglected because peo-
ple in my society have an understanding that the
words coming out of my mouth are the witness of
my education. Hence, my words have a strong im-
pact on the people around me. This strength pos-
sessed by me is my ability which is given to me by
education and it is not something that could be tak-
en away from me forcefully.

In conclusion, I am extremely proud to be an ed-
ucated person because all the miraculous abilities
like comprehension and communication that are



possessed by me are a witness of my education and
these are solely my possession. This proves that ed-
ucation is one thing no one could take away from

'EDUCATION I$ ONE THING NO
ONE CAN TAKE AWAY FROM ME

Minahil Zaheer OlIs
I was always a very focused student. When it came
to my studies, all through my childhood, I always
saw my friend and my relatives studying solely for
one purpose; for becoming a doctor, an architect, a
teacher or a businessman. But I always made sure
that I get myself educated for multiple purposes be-
cause my mother always told me that even if you
don’t be someone big, you will always think big so
education is very important, even for someone who
wants to be nothing.
One rainy night an enthralled girl was preparing for
her English test and her mother was scolding her for
not sleeping. Suddenly within a second, there was
a loud knock at our main door, my father opened
it and suddenly I heard him shouting and fight-
ing. We both ran to him and heard his uncle telling
him that we will have to move to Karachi for some
time. And I, being a highly emotional and sensitive
girl, was crying as if someone stole my phone’s sim
card and I had no one to call! I screamed out in a
piercing voice and told my father that I will never
leave my city even if I had to hang along the fan
for my lifetime. But when my father told me the
reason, my soul left my body! I was very sad but
surprised, a girl leaving her city because her father
had a huge loss of money and had to go to Kara-
chi to recover the loss.
Poor me went to my room and packed all my
stuff. This made me more emotional that I will be
packing my bag, rather than preparing for my test
tomorrow. My excitement shattered as if a glass had
broken, but I was curious to know that will that glass
ever be the same as it was. That suspicious moment
was like hell and that girl, along with her family
went to Karachi and lived at her grandma’s house.
Then a month later, when it came to my school and
education, the private schools were not taking me
because they had this weird and disgusting policy
that the student’s father has to have a stable and on-
going business, but we had just shifted a month ago,

and my father was just busy in his money recover-
ing process and no-one was in Faisalabad handling
the business and our business was not going to its
required success. We tried multiple schools but not
even a single school was accepting me as their stu-
dent because of their damn policy!

Finally, when six months passed, I thought that I
should do self-study and appear for my exams pri-
vately. I continued my education this way and got
8A*s in my O level exams! I was extremely proud of
myself and now it was time to go back after 3 years!
But I was not ready to go back and told my father
that I will get myself educated in Karachi because
this was the city which gave me the support I had
always expected. I finally completed my education
and became a famous architect in Karachi, I had my
own house, car and my own business. Today when-
ever I think of my friends who used to taunt me for
the time when I had no school, I had no education,
it makes me happier, the six months which I am still
doubtful about how I passed, it makes me a stronger
person day by day, after all, ‘God only tests the per-
son whom he loves and who he knows can handle
the hardship’

Believing in god and yourself with-
out giving up, will give you dou-
ble the reward that has been

waiting for you! Today

whenever I see people

telling me about their

difficult experiences,

I always share my sto-

ry with them, ‘Educa-

tion was one thing no

one could steal from me’

I could never have imagined

that God would test me by tak-

ing away a thing upon which

my future depended! Previ-

ously I was unlucky for those

6 months but today I thank my

glorious god for making me

experience these six months of

my life because I learnt a lot.

‘Sometimes the worst experienc-

es come out to be the best experi-
ences of your life’
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LEARN AND LIVE

Ayeza Samad OI

Serendipity in life is now the closest ever to achieve
yet still we are far from it. To live and learn you have
to first embark on a journey toward the pursuit of
genuine happiness. Thats something Enid under-
stood. She learned for the sake of living and lived for
the sake of learning, but she never let anything else
come in between and get to her head.

Enid was originally from New Orleans, South Amer-
ica. Being in her teens, though she looked and acted
like an aristocrat, everyone in the town knew that
she was a parvenu. Socially she struggled her way
up with her ‘Enjoy your life, you only live once!” at-
titude because as Enid calls them ‘Allergic to posi-
tivity and growth, her community in New Orleans
were people who learned only how to exist not to
live. Enid didn’t blame them for it but for their belief
systems. Amidst this chaos, the most interesting and
life-changing thing that Enid ever read and which
turned her into the best version of herself was her
mother’s writings. Hers was a single mother, forced
by her circumstances to take up the job of a baris-
ta, but her raging love for literature was never hin-
dered by her conditions, no matter what, and that
was her mother’s biggest achievement in life. One
random afternoon Enid stumbled upon her mother’s
journal. The words written were not merely words,

BLACK HOLES

PACE
s

but rather an ornamented tapestry of life’s crests and
troughs. The strokes of her mother’s pen, the delicate
yellowed parchment-like paper of the diary, and the
vintage leather made Enid’s entire world move. Her
mother had a knack for communicating the pithi-
est ideas in the simplest words. The title of the jour-
nal was ‘End to an Eternal Suffering’ The forgotten
hardships and her mother’s prowess to always find
a way out seemed so in sync with the journals title.
Enid eagerly read the whole journal. Her pulse rate
rose and suddenly it became so hard to breathe that
she preferred holding her breath and dropping on
the couch nearby. In a matter of a few minutes, she
processed everything she had witnessed to that day
which started making real sense to her. To Enid’s
utter shock, her mother had penned a whole system
of chemical manipulations in the brain; the power of
positive thinking and how we can execute it on our-
selves to change our life for the better. She realised
the strength of the quill over the sword and that life
itself was the most prized possession of anything else
in this world. Adopting her mother’s wisdom and
implementing it in her practical life brought about
many challenges in her life; the New Orleans com-
munity started calling her crazy, but Enid never quit.
And soon it was the time when these same people
started praising her for her genius and acumen. Enid
wrapped up three valuable lessons from her mother’s
journal and followed them for life; ‘Mama has always
been right about the hidden strengths we possess; life
is short, hence one should live rather than exist; and
that there is no happiness devoid of knowledge’

A PLACE WHERE EVERYONE 15 EDUCATED
Malika Hamid OI

Staring at the blank wall above me, my heart sank.
‘Black’ and “White’ are the two words that are the
perfect opposite of each other, and also the perfect
reflection of my feelings. “White’ is a plain wall of
void and ‘Black’ is an endless pit of melancholy.

For some unknown reason, I was not ready for yet
another day at school, to walk through those fancy,
yet caging double doors, and look at the emotionless

Black holes absorb matter and distort space-time. If you fell into a black hole, gravity
would stretch you out like spaghetti. Ton 618 has a mass over 66 billion times that of the

sun. HR 6819 is the closest black hole to Earth (1,000 LY away )




faces of everyone who seemed yearning to go back
home instantly. Sitting in my black Civic, I started
my journey to school and glanced through the win-
dow as the outside world zoomed past me, only be-
ing able to see the flashes of green along the way.
Just as my car started to slow down, I heard people
shouting, no rather screaming. There were people
everywhere, people staring with pain-stricken faces
as a man was beaten to death by metal rods. Nobody
did anything, rather stood indifferent, their arms
pulled back as if they were held back by chains. Any
flicker of hope that was left in me vanished and my
heart felt as if it just got stabbed.

Slowly light escaped through my eyelids and they
fluttered open in a place I didn't recognise. Turning
my head, I saw myself in a dreamlike mirror. The five
feet one inch, long-haired girl was no more there.
Instead, a girl stared back at me, with short pitch-
black hair, a subtle smile, and wearing the weirdest
clothes I had ever seen in my entire life. The face
seemed alien to me. It wasn't pale, but rather shining.
I pinched myself, trying to make myself believe in
everything happening.

I stepped out of the room to explore the surround-
ings. There were high-rise buildings in front of me.
The skyscrapers; were so tall that they looked like
they were piercing through the sky. Looking up-
wards, the building with ginormous marble pillars
felt never-ending. As my mouth fell open, my eyes
couldn’t believe what they were witnessing. There
were blue cars with silver-like wings in the sky. There
were happy students, with gleaming faces, strolling,

chattering, and laughing their hearts out. While
taking a tour of the place, to absorb everything it
had to offer, I came across two brown doors. Open-
ing and walking through it, I found myself in heav-
en, never beheld before.
There were books on endless shelves. Children im-
mersed in pleasure reading with prominent smiles
on their faces. No face was burdened and there was
an unexplainable peace in their demeanour. They
were all studying because they ‘wanted’ to study;
the motivation was nothing else but education it-
self. I realised that it was a place where everyone
was educated. Education had refined these people,
exercising peace and harmony among different
communities, and respecting each other to the full-
est. There was no hatred or jealousy, and they were
all working for a mutual cause - the amelioration of
the masses.
The blaring horn was an epiphany. I opened my eyes
and found myself at the gates of my school. Kin-
dling that flicker of hope, I entered through the gate,
knowing that I would try my best.

HOPE NOT LOST

Fatima Salman OI

Problems! Problems! Problems!

Driving through the humdrum of a cosmopolitan
city, I kept observing the evident hardships of people
and their gut-wrenching struggle to cope with them.
Living in a city where a high AQI may result in deaths,
where corruption is the new common, and where
the rich are getting richer and the poor poorer. Each
morning, I see beggars lined up at the traffic signals,
some true beggars, some running a whole mafia. I
see overly crowded government hospital gates, with
poverty-stricken human-being-like figures, mani-
festing unrealistic hopes and waiting for a messiah to
bring a cure to their never-ending sufferings.

In a confused state of mind, I entered my office (an
NGO formed by a team of ten students) and called a
meeting right away. I proposed to my fellows to come
up with a strategy with which we could make a dif-
ference and work for the betterment of our society,
be that a drop in an ocean.



Days went by, and we were losing hope. We knew so
much was to be done, could be done, but we lacked
a scheme. Yet eventually, after days of contemplation
‘Hope Not Lost, our organisation, decided to aid dis-
abled students’ education. We knew we were short
on funds, and we also actualised the amount of work
we would have to do, but we were extremely moti-
vated.

It was our first day executing the design; a state-
of-art desk and chair specially planned to facilitate
physically disabled students belonging to humble
circumstances.

‘Be careful Zainab!” I shouted as she carved the wood
and the flying particles bruised her hands. We were
all standing in the scorching sun, and hammering
every piece together as sweat poured down our faces.
‘Come on guys, this is our only chance. We have to
do what we can. And what if we are not here tomor-
row, our efforts will stay alive, encouraged Abdullah
as our legs hurt like hell.

Teamwork gave us the spirit we could exploit to
complete our invincible project, running back and
forth, and doing everything in our capacity to con-
vince those children that they did not have disabili-
ties, rather they just had different abilities.

‘Are we mad? This is not going to work, remarked
Ahmed.

‘Of course, it will. A great mind never existed with-
out a touch of madness, I replied and he never spoke
negatively again.

Just as we walked down the streets with our hair and
clothes covered with wooden fillings, and boots cov-
ered in mud, those adorable ‘unique’ children were
delighted to have us and so were we. Doing our best,
providing them with comfortable furniture, with ap-
propriate infrastructure, and teaching them the ba-
sics, especially a skill that could provide them with
some earnings in the future was our prime motto.

Education is not only about bookish knowledge; it de-
velops self-control, nurtures emotional intelligence,
and exposes an individual to the hidden truths of the
universe. The awareness, both of practical and divine
worlds is necessary. Life can be a whirlwind and take
you anywhere anytime, requiring you to stay patient.
This project not only inculcated the purpose of life
within us, but it also taught us the affirmative attitude
of those young children who learned to count what
they had and not to curse what they didn’t.
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THE MOON

The temperature on the moon ranges from -173°C at night to 127°C during the day.
The moon is gradually moving away from Earth at the rate of 3.78cm per year. Without
it, Earth could slow down enough to become unstable.
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Jupiter is a gas giant with the shortest day of 9 hours and 55 minutes. It's gravity acts as a
vacuum, attracting and deflecting many asteroids and comets that could have hit Earth.
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A MAGICAL WORLD

Abubakar Zia Vllla

Harry Potter, when you think of a magical world, surely
Harry Potter would come to your mind. In this magical
world, there is a magical forest, which holds power to mag-
ic and can make someone super powerful also it holds a
treasure to make anybody the richest man/woman in the
world, some rumours say there is infinite money present in
the treasure of the magical forest but to get these presents
you have to complete several tasks as per the rumour says,
there are various other countries throughout the world, but
the magical forest is present in Kahndaq.

Some people believe it is a normal forest and some think it
is magical, but only the government knows as only the gov-
ernment has control over it and residents are not allowed.

Kahndagq is as large as Russia which holds a population of
1.7 billion people, the country is not advanced like modern
earth, and the country was just like 1800’s London, En-
gland. Amongst these 1.7 billion people, there are two
young men named Ali and Hassan, both are old friends,
they did not believe the rumour of the magical forest even though they have heard some stories about it. They
believe these are all fairy stories but still, they both are curious about the forest, so they try to approach the
forest every time they are stopped by the heavily armoured guards. So this time they plan to approach at
night and break through the barrier of the forest. As planned they both breakthrough successfully after
sneaking away from the guards. In the forest there was a perpetual loop, after walking miles and miles they
finally found an abandoned temple.
They entered the temple; it was unclean and looked like no one had been there for 1000 years. Still, Ali and
Hassan went deeper into the temple, and BOOM! Spikes had attacked Hassan as he went through the path,
he survived but it was a close call. Ali frightened and excited for a new adventure goes even deeper into the
path to explore the powers they encountered another trap in which the floor beneath them opened like some
gates still they both survived while running for their lives, after a while they saw an opened door darkness
surrounding it and they both could see a dark figure inside it, as they turned their torch on, there they saw a
creature crying, with big claws large teeth and he was on his feet with a large smile and smiled like a psycho-
path. He tilted his head sideways and stared at both. Hassan and Ali were scared and ran as far as they could
not care about the traps around them, they were shocked and now knew why the government didn't let any-
one in the forest. As they ran they saw gold light coming from a room, the light was as bright as the sun. They
thought they had lost the creature.
The light was coming from a gold coin. As soon as they touched the gold coin, they both felt a huge force of
power coming inside their body, their body started feeling heavy after a minute, and as the transfer stopped
they looked at each other with their glowing eyes. They both got delighted, they saw that disgusting creature
staring at themselves from the other end of the hall. Both of them, joyful of their powers, tried to fight the
creature, fire, water, light, electricity, everything's power was available to them, they struck at the creature.
While the creature was not easy to defeat he gave a hard time to Ali and Hassan to defeat and kill him.

RED PLANET
’ ACE Mars is a cold desert world. It is hit by thousands of tiny meteorites every year. The day

ACT$ sky on Mars appears brownish-pink, while the night sky is dark blue due to the planet's
thin atmosphere. Mars' two moons, Phobos and Deimos, are not round-shaped.




Still Ali and Hassan felt pain but their body regenerated quickly.

They fly from over the barrier to their home. The next day they reveal the powers they had and that they
were going to donate money for charity and even fight for elections so they can improve their economic
growth and make Kahndaq a better place.

At last, they now rule Kahndaq and destroyed the barrier and the temple, and made the forest a tourist lo-
cation for people to come and see. And both Ali and Hassan lived happily after.

TO HER SURPRISE....

Ammani Zeeshan VIIIa

One hot and sunny afternoon Jasmine was bored relaxing at home. She had summer vacation till the next
month. She wanted to make these days adventurous and productive. Bored with nothing to do at home,
Jasmine decided to go for a run in the green co-

lourful park near her house.

She got dressed up and left the cold, air-condi-

tioned room to go outside in the hot sun. With a

cool bottle of tangy orange juice in her hands,

she made her way to the park on her black bicy-

cle. The park was crowded with people of all

ages enjoying quality time, some with their pets,

others with families and friends. Jasmine started

jogging with determination. After ten rounds,

sweaty and out of breath Jasmine took a break.

While she was sipping on her bottle of juice she

was approached by a school friend, Jamie. They

hadn’t seen each other in two months so they

greeted each other in a friendly way and sat

down for a chat. They were talking peacefully

when Jamie remembered something interesting

and mysterious he had seen the day before. He told Jasmine about it and she gasped, astonished, “A treasure
chest!” Jamie told her that he was taking a stroll through the forest when he spotted a light, something as
gold as glitter, and when he checked it out it was a “CHEST” hidden behind a few trees. Jamie asked Jasmine
if she would like to go and explore the dark woods with him and she agreed as she was bored at home and
was willing to do something adventurous. They made their way to the forest which took them an hour on
their bicycles. The woods were huge and packed with tall, old trees. There was a sinister feeling coming into
Jasmine’s head but Jamie comforted her saying that it was all in her head and that the woods were safe as he
came there often. They went exploring trying to find the chest and after two long hours of searching they
finally found it, it looked just like Jasmine had seen in the movies, as bright and golden as the sun. The chest
was beautiful but Jasmine still did not have a good feeling about the woods and regretted her decision of
going there. Jamie was overhyped and opened the already unlocked chest. To their surprise, the chest was
filled with rich, delicious chocolates. Jamie was disappointed because he had already manifested himself as
a millionaire, expecting the chest to be filled with expensive gold coins. It was a very adventurous day and
one Jasmine would never forget.



A HERO'S DEATH

Arham Ali VIIIa

Walter looked out the train window, thinking

about what the war had done to his once beautiful

country.

Wherever he went he saw trenches, broken hous-

es, and separated families. He sat and pondered

when the overcrowded train came to a sudden

stop. There were murmurs everywhere, making

hysterical assumptions about the sudden stop.

Then suddenly the lights went out.

Walter, concerned about the sudden stop, asked

the wrinkled sophisticated lady to his left. She

too, just as confused, replied, “I don't know.” All

of a sudden they heard a huge explosion. The

crowd arose in chaos, everyone eager to save

themselves one before another but to their sur-

prise, the doors and windows had been locked.

The train began to move but there were heavy

gunshots. Walter, who had just been honourably

discharged as an air force senior master sergeant,

started to look around. To his expectations, the

Germans had attacked the train. All of a sudden

three middle-aged German soldiers blew up the

door and stormed inside.

“Get down!” one of them shouted. They started miscarrying people left and right. Everyone trying to save
themselves caused even more chaos. There were bullets everywhere. Walter managed to get a pistol from a
dead guard's body. Walter shot soldiers in the leg disabling them and at last finishing them off. He called
the remaining survivors and with the help of a strategist they planned to advance forward.

Carriage by carriage they moved forward defeating the Germans, but the train stopped. They were sur-
rounded by battalions of the German army. The manpower of the Germans was a lot and without saying a
word they opened fire killing every passenger on board.

7 years later when the war was over, Walter was announced a hero and was awarded several military med-
als alongside the passengers who fought bravely beside him. His daughter who was thirteen at the time of
his death was inspired by his father’s bravery and enlisted in the navy.

I DIDN'T HAVE TO DO THIS

Hajra Ali VIIIa

“Something is not right!” I shouted at my mother. “I already told you Hajrah that you are not going on this
field trip with your class,” my mom shouted back. As I annoyed her about how my whole class is going, she
again shouted with rage, “Well you shouldn’t have cheated in your exam, now hurry up or you will be late
for school” After my tantrum, we got in the car and made our way toward my school.



The moment I walked into my class, everyone was talking about the trip, gossiping

to each other about how exciting it would be and most of the kids were giving their

slips which had their parent's signatures on them.
As I sulked in my seat watching my friends give their slips, jealousy had no limit inside of
me. “Everyone has given their slips except for Hajrah, are you not coming?” Miss Johnson
asked. “I definitely will, but can I give it to you later in the day?” I asked. “Of course but you have
to submit it by the end of the day because that is when the last submission can be taken before
the deadline,” she said merrily.
I kept thinking that I had to come up with a way to go on the field trip. I dozed oft in
every lesson with this thought but by lunchtime, I finally thought of an idea to forge my
mumss signature and if the school messages her for confirmation on her phone I will
block them. I spent the whole break practising the signature and I finally got it right. I ran with
excitement to the office and submitted the slip. As I gave it the principal said, “Thank you, now I
just need to call your mum for confirmation.” No, no , that isn’t necessary as she just got a new
number” I anxiously said. After convincing her I walked out to gloat to my friends.
As I sat in the car, smiling and gleaming, my mom asked,” Why are you so happy? Especially after
school” I replied, “ Nothing!

CLIMATE CHANGE

Janat Waqas VIIIa

The world is already 1.2 warmer than in pre-industrial times
and every fraction of the degree counts. Research shows that
with 2 degrees of global warming, we will have more intense
droughts and more devastating floods, more wildfires, and
more storms. What is climate change? Climate change is the
change in the Earth's weather patterns over the year, which is
usually caused because of human activities. There are many
ways to reduce energy consumption, but the most important
ones are using renewable energy, reducing deforestation, and
spreading awareness. One of the best ways to fight climate
change is to use renewable energy resources in our daily life. With the plunging price of solar power and an
increasingly diverse group of companies such as Tesla and advanced lab companies offering new products,the
toughest decision may not be to install, but which colour and style of solar panels to be placed on your roof.
Electricity can be produced by wind, light, and water. Renewable energy can have a great impact on climate
change, and it can reduce it. This can only happen if everyone works together. Another way to reduce climate
change is by stopping deforestation. Deforestation is rapidly occurring around the world mainly for fire-
wood. This will turn into a big issue for the environment in the future. The carbon dioxide in the air will in-
crease as the trees and other plants take in carbon dioxide and turn it into oxygen. Natural solutions such as
restoring degraded forests could create as many as 39 jobs per million dollars spent. The concentration of
carbon dioxide in our atmosphere, as of 24 July 2021, is more than it has ever been. Spreading awareness
about this issue among the people is also very important. If people around the world are not aware of what is
happening in their surroundings then how would any problem get solved?



Only 11% of the world has realised the impact and effect of climate change.
Even raising awareness among your friends, family, and relatives can have a positive impact. In conclu-
sion, climate change is only going to get worse in the coming years if we don't start working on it.

BEYOND THE VISIBLE IS INVISIBLE

Khadija Ahsan VIIIa
If I could be invisible for a day, I would make the best out of it. Twenty-four hours would not be enough for
the thing I have planned. It would give me a long desirable opportunity to be away from the
torments and tortures of bitter life.

If I were invisible for a day I would contain myself in a room where I knew the people
around me but they did not know whether I was there or not, I would be saved from the
humiliation of facing my creditors who come and ask for the money lent to me. I would
be able to feel myself, get rid of the humdrum of life, and enjoy roaming around like a free

delighted bird.
If I become invisible I would tease my mother by ignoring her calls, this would make
her search for me here and there without any success. This day would surprise and
upset her. She would perhaps shed a few motherly tears fearing that I am lost. I would
go to her and stand before her telling her how thrilling it was . She would be kissing
her lost property. She would hold me with her loving and tender hands and rain
kisses on my cheek. I would then enjoy the warmth of her breath and feel thrilled

at her suspicious searching.
I would help people and society. I would even strike my enemies to a position
where I would take a definite advantage over them. I would sneak into the
enemy camps with time bombs and destroy their arms.

During my second round, I would become invisible to unravel the mys-
tery of the world and see the role of the reputed generals or the three armed forces before their charming
housewives. I would enter their official residences unseen and unnoticed despite the tight security surround-
ing their houses. Oh! how much it would pain me to see these brave souls and mere shadows shed before

TRY THINGS ON...

Momin Yasir VIlla

I was passing by the street. I saw a quick movement. A creature ran as fast as a lightning strike. I started run-
ning. Something bit me. My neck was bleeding. I was going to faint. A car had hit me and when I woke up I
was full of blood. I felt really hungry. I went home and ate everything there.

I was still famished. I was dying out of hunger. A man's blood was oozing out.

I couldn't resist the hunger that was growing within me. I pounced on him and bit his neck, who knew that
was going to be the only one to give my stomach its need? A few seconds passed and the same feeling of
being famished came back. I was helpless and could not control the demon that had started to plant its seed
inside me. My sharp teeth dug inside his neck even more. I fed on his blood but no matter how much I
sucked, I was still unsatisfied until his pulse stopped.



I didn't know what to do. I ran as fast as I could. I was shocked at how fast I was
running. I was confused because not an hour ago I did not have any of these
qualities.
As I thought of it more, it finally struck me that only a vampire could have all of
these qualities.
At first, I thought this could turn out to be a blessing for me. Throughout the week
I learned more about the new creature I had become. I could not only run fast but
I had the ability to feel the emotions of others and by giving them a hard stare,
I could make them say whatever I wanted.
Over time I also learned how to control my hunger. Overall being a vampire
seemed a blessing.
Well, it was a blessing until I found out that I was immortal, I could not be killed and
would not age.
That's when I knew, things that seem like a blessing at first can turn out to be a
curse that you have to endure forever.

MY FANTASY

Musa Ashaar VIIIa

We all must agree that we all have had a fantasy of becoming invisible someday children and kids are still
living in this amazing fantasy of becoming invisible someday to do whatever there are no limitations to what
anyone can do if they become invisible for a day. For the most part, there will be no limits to a person with
this power entirely depending on what changes they want to see in themselves and in this world.

Since I live in a big city where crime has become an endless practice. If I become invisible for a day I will do
everything to end crimes like bank robberies, murder, and theft. I will arrest all the criminals and then call
the police to take them to prison. I would ensure that criminals are caught red-handed and punished accord-
ingly. Doing this will certainly reduce the crime rate in many cities.

I would probably visit my favourite places in the world by travelling for free.I will freely travel to see one of
my favourite wonders in the world, the Egyptian pyramids, moving freely everywhere. I will just float here
and there while enjoying myself like a delighted bird.

I will play different pranks on my friends and

family members including my mom and record

their reactions.I will gently tap their shoulder

when they walk and will not respond when they

look back. I would misplace things and put

them in the most unimaginable place.l would

misplace things and put them in the most un-

imaginable place. I would make things float and

scarce them badly.

In conclusion, with so many things to do and so

little time I will not be able to bring major

change to this world.



THE FOG

Shahzaib Zia VIIIa

A field trip had been planned at Clifton League. A prestigious University with various activities, events, and
yearly trips. Only the 1% get in. Luckily I had been accepted by a few of my
friends from high school. The teens were assigned to go to the forest where
there was a house situated there. The forest was next to a village. That's the
only information we gathered from the professor. We had to make a few
stops, to the train and another train. When we got to the forest. The view
was ‘nice’ for the time being. “Why couldn't we go to Paris or something
luxurious”, Jamal said while throwing his hand to hit the bugs.

“Well, it sure is big’, Percy said sarcastically. The professor showed us our
dorms and the dorms were separated by gender. At night a sudden thud
was heard from outside we all ran outside to investigate. A tree had fallen
due to the severe storm that was occurring while they slept. “That sure
scared me,” said Susan. We all headed inside the cabin to rest until the
morning. The next morning. all the teens went to the lake to swim. The
lake was right next to the village and the teens being teens, Eli tried scar-
ing the group, “I heard that the village lures people and kills them one by
one”. “Really El!” said Johan. In the far, fog was coming toward them.

“Sorry, guys, we have to head back now;” the professor said. Out of no-
where a giant tentacle came and snatched the professor out of the car.

“What was that!” said Johan by the time the fog had already covered the car and the surrounding area. They
all got out of the car, following the disaster that occurred a colossal six-legged creature came towards them
through the trees surrounding them.

Fortunately, they hid from the behemoth and all the teens hid behind the demolished cabins. “Is this... the
end of the world?" said Eli. “Don't be ridiculous,” said John. Suddenly a snap put utter fear in the teen when
he saw the half-body of Percy being lifted.

There was a secret bunker hidden in the cabin. They spent their time there. After what felt like an eternity

military arrived and wiped out the monsters.

THE MAGICAL BOTTLE

Abubakar Umar VIIIb

“Mom, I am going out, I'll be back soon,” Andy shouted. He went out of his house in excitement to meet his
best friend after age. While Andy was heading to his friend's house he noticed a gigantic forest full of green
colour, which was very deep. The strange thing about the forest was that it kept its darkness alive all the time.
Andy was curious to know the reason why it was dark.

Andy tried to get a little closer to the forest somehow, but Andy’s feet slipped and he straight fell into a cave
that was very dark and spooky. Andy noticed that the cave looked as if it was made of ages. Andy observed
the cave and tried to look for a torch or something which gives light.



Something unexpected happened, he was in search of light and somehow he
touched a bottle which was very old and on the bottle, the language of old
age people was written. Andy touched the bottle and he couldn’t see himself
as he became invisible. He thought that he came here to visit the dark forest
and this unexpected thing happened. Andy could even jump higher up in
the sky. Andy tried to jump out of the cave and find a way to escape the dark
forest. He managed to find an exit and escaped the forest. He distracted peo-
ple on the streets and enjoyed it a lot. He went into random schools and
disturbed the teachers and students. Andy leaked the papers and presented
them in front of students. However, students and teachers couldn’t see him
but could spot the test sheets which were pasted on the whiteboard. He start-
ed to feel nervous about that and thought he would never become a human
being again.

Later overthinking haunted his mind about this thought and he slept invisi-
bly. When he woke up the next morning he was turned back into a human.

He thought it was a magical dream. This was the most adventurous thing he had ever experienced.

WIZARD TELLING

Ahmad Sohail Khattak VIIIb

One dark night around 1 am, I was in my car
with my driver and I saw a board saying “Wiz-
ard telling available here” with an arrow point-
ing to a narrow street. It started raining after
five minutes and I decided to go in the street.
The street was too narrow for the car to fit in
so I had to walk to the wizard-telling place. I
started hearing strange noises like windows
breaking, babies crying and loud screaming
noises. I got frightened all of a sudden. Then 2
minutes later a scary woman appeared behind
me and said in an evil voice, “Would you like
to know your future young man?” I got so
scared that I forgot where I was and what I
was doing there. It felt like I was possessed by ghosts and evil things.
All of a sudden someone held me by my neck and threw me into a door that led to a wizard-telling temple.
There I saw a man who was around 7 feet tall and he had messed up hair and it looked like he was some sort
of ghost. He took me to his room and told me that he knew my name, when he said this I was surprised. He
knew almost everything about me even though I didn't tell him anything.

He then asked me if I wanted to know what my future is. He started reading some verses from his book. It
was a verse I had never heard in my life. I got very scared and didn't know what I should do. He finished his
mysterious verse and asked me in an evil voice, “What would you like to know?”



I was very nervous, but I asked what my grades would be in future exams.
He said, “HAHAHAHA, if you study hard you'll get good grades, if you don't, you'll fail every subject.” I
got very worried and he asked me if I wanted to ask anything else. I was still worried and didn't know what
to ask. He started telling me about my death and everyone else’s. I got so worried that I closed my ears and
started running out of his temple. He then pulled me back with his superpowers and said, “Where are you
going?” in an evil voice. I said, “I got frightened by all your information.

He then told me not to worry about anything. I was still scared for my life.

My wizard-telling session was finally over and I was so scared to go home. I encountered very weird things
on my way back home and I started hearing bizarre and unusual things. I definitely knew that I was pos-
sessed by some ghosts and I was traumatised and scared for my life. I rushed home and told everything to my
family but they didn't believe me because they believed all of this was fake. I was puzzled about my opinion
so I believed it was fake but I was still worried because of the things that happened to me. My family told me
not to worry about it and forget it. And so I didn't believe in all of this after a few days and was living my life

A FANTASTICAL
WORLD

Ali Sher Moeez VIIIb

The fantastical world in which I want to live in is a world where there
are so many adventures, superheroes, and peace. That world has so
much theme stuff over there, like some very cool superheroes that I
ever dreamt to live with. The beauty of that place was just on another
level. There were many several dimensions over there to travel. All the
planets are so close to each other that we can see.

There are so many different palaces for every king and empire. The

palaces are so huge and they are made of gold, silver, and diamonds.

Every day there are different types of superheroes and supervillains

fighting each other in the world. There is always a show going on every

day. But the only problem with this world is that there is no educational system. Some people don't have that
much knowledge. There are no schools over there and the children are having trouble finding knowledge.
instead, they learn from robots over there.

The city is in grave peril as more and more supervillains arrive every day from various locations and dimen-
sions. There are no hospitals there to assist the people, and more than 100 people perished from villains and
nearly 50 others were injured last week.

Superheroes like Iron Man or Doctor Strange should shut the portals to the various dimensions and the mul-
tiverse to prevent this kind of thing. More clinics are constructed for the benefit of the populace, and schools
are continually expanded so that children can receive an education.



REALM OF
CONSCIOUSNESS

Amna Shahid VIIIb

As the physiatrics glazed into my eyes with great disappoint-
ment I sat there. Reconsidering my life conditions while he
looked at me hoping to get an interesting response. My hands
were duct taped to the table and I was also reasoning my life
thoughts as I didn't know how I ended up in this present
situation right this moment. Had I committed my greatest
sin? There I sat having no other opinion but to tell the wicked
truth that lay in my dirty hands.

A few months ago, John was a simple and ordinary man who
worked as a security guard in a local mall. One day, while on
duty, a stranger approached him and bribed him with a large
sum of money to let them into the mall after hours. Desper-
ate for cash, John agreed to the deal.

The stranger’s intentions were far from innocent as John soon found out. He was instructed to turn off all the
mall’s lights and lock all the doors except for the entrance he had opened for the stranger. As John watched
in horror, the stranger brought in a group of people with sinister equipment and began to perform a ritual
that involved summoning another dimension creature. John couldn’t believe his eyes as he watched the crea-
ture emerge from a portal that had opened up in the mall. Its appearance was a grotesque sight, with tenta-
cle-like appendages and a mouth full of razor-sharp teeth. As it began to wreak havoc on the mall, John re-
alised the gravity of his mistake in taking the bribe. As the creature rampaged through the mall. John tried to
escape but found that all the doors were locked. The stranger. who had disappeared during the commotion,
was nowhere to be found. John was trapped and terrified, thinking about his family and regretting his ac-
tions. The creature eventually caught up to John. But instead of attacking him, it spoke to him in a dim sin-
ister voice, “Your agreement has brought me into this realm, and you will now pay the price” The creature
then consumed John, and he became a part of the entity’s being for eternity. From that day onwards, people
told stories about the haunted mall where a security guard committed a terrible crime and disappeared nev-
er to be seen again. Some say that on quiet nights, you can still hear the creature’s voice echoing throughout
the halls, warning others to never let greed lead them to make the same mistake as John.

IF YOU WERE INVISIBLE FOR A DAY WHERE WOULD
YOU GLAND WHAT WOULD YOU DO?

Arham Abid Kamal VIIIb

“This is great!" would be my first thought. I'd love to get a laugh, scaring people by moving their stuff around,
loudly playing the piano, or writing, “I'm watching you” on a whiteboard. After that, all I'd need to do is go
through any doors that were marked "Staft Only" or "No Entry" to learn what was so crucially essential inside.
Yet invisibility isn't a power everyone can wield responsibly; it may easily be utilised for unscrupulous means.
What would happen, for instance, if someone forced me to steal because they knew I was invisible?



adore receiving attention, therefore I would relish a day of
being invisible, but I would be content to resume my normal
self the next day.
I would be freed from the disgrace of anything I have inflict-
ed in the past. I would get rid of the humdrum parts of my
life and enjoy roaming around like a free, delighted bird. I
would become invisible so I could know the unknown mys-
teries of the world.
I would eagerly examine the roles played by secret govern-
ment agencies, such as the FBI and CIA, by entering their
headquarters without detection, despite the tight security in
place. Then I could learn the secrets of everything and ev-
eryone.
I'd take a two or three-hour trip to somewhere like Vietnam
or Laos, skip through immigration in Hong Kong at Chek
Lap Kok, and absorb the local culture. I would visit the bus-
iest market, drop oft a little cash, and then treat myself to anything from a stand. I could also just sit on a bus
or a motorbike and see where it brought me. What's more, by being invisible, I might dodge hordes of people
attempting to sell me products. If I could disappear I would support civilizations and their citizens. To stop
the antisocial people from conducting any crimes, I would go to the areas where they are free to roam. Any
nefarious terrorist efforts would be stopped by me. I would always go to government offices to see if they
were doing their jobs correctly. If I were invisible, I would go to hospitals whenever I wanted to see if the
medical staff was correctly caring for the patients. To determine whether anyone is using child labour, I
would go to the companies. I'll use my invisibility to combat social injustices and advance the welfare of the
populace.

ALESSANDRO- THE EINSTEIN

Hajra Bashir VIIIb
“Alessandro, son, do you think your idea would work?” said Gael
with hesitation. “Of course Dad! I have been working on the ‘ultra
300 lightning heater’ for many weeks! Even though we might not
have enough money, my sensational invention would keep us warm
all winter!” And just as the plug met the switch the most massive
detonation took place which made the entire tiny straw house burst
into flames and both father and son barely got able to escape.
Both father and son were helpless. Gael gazed at his son with intense
frustration and slapped him directly on the face. “Who do you think
you're Alessandro? Einstein? If you are out of your mind. You will
always be a disappointment! Do you even realise what you have
done? I should have never agreed to this! Look where this decision
got us!” Alessandro stared at the bare ground with his hand pressed
against his slapped cheek. “I didn't mean it-” said Alessandro with
extreme discomfort. “I DON'T CARE, LEAVE RIGHT THIS INSTANT, I NEVER WHAT TO SEE THAT
FACE OF YOURS EVER AGAIN!” said Gael enraged.

EXPANSION OF THE UNIVERSE

The universe is expanding faster than expected, according to a new study using data

from the Hubble Space Telescope.



And powerless 13-year-old Alessandro ran into the cavernous village.

With a geriatric yellow thin sweater and a rough cloth trouser and off white old worn out school sneakers.
Agitated and nervous Alessandro went deep into the village until he reached a nearby bus stop where he
marked out his night. Poor Alessandro lay on the cold bench and closed his eyes with past thoughts flash-
ing in until he saw a figure hovering over his head who gave him a hand and offered shelter at his home.
Alessandro could not refuse such an offer and especially when he was so ravenous. On the way, Alessandro
told the man about what had happened. “You look like a very genius kid to me!” said the jolly man. “T am
Andrew,” Andrew said. Alessandro smiling from ear to ear. Weeks passed, Alessandro and Andrew were
both very visionary people and both had goals to achieve. They worked day and night to achieve their
dream. Alessandro and Andrew both worked every day and visited many shops to find the perfect parts
and eventually with time and skill they were left with an outrageous product.

A ROLL OF WRAPPING PAPER

Khawaja Muhammad Shuraim VIIIb

Once a lady was living in an old house. Her neighbours told her that it was a haunted house, but the lady did
not believe the neighbours. The lady was happy to live in the fully furnished house. She did not see anything
wrong in the house. On the day of the first night in the house, she got into bed in a very good mood. She was
just going to sleep when she heard an odd sound, way off in some distance. It sounded like, “My home, My
home, My home.”

She tried to ignore the sound at first, but she could not. Finally, she decided to get out of bed and investigate
the sound. When she opened her bedroom door, the sound became louder, “My home, My home, My home.”
The lady walked down the hallway. Then the sound got louder, “My home, My home, My home.”

She headed downstairs very fast. Now it was even louder! “My home, My home, My home.”

And when she went into the dining room. It was so loud! “My home, My home, My home.”

The sound was coming from a corner of the
room, she realised. She walked in that direc-
tion. “My home, My home, My home.” There
was a chest of drawers in the corner. The
sound was very dangerous now. “My home,
My home, My home.” The lady opened the
top drawer. There was nothing there. She
opened the second drawer. There was noth-
ing too. She opened the third drawer. She
found nothing. She heard these words
again, “My home, My home, My home.”
Finally, the lady opened the last drawer, and
there she saw something strange and sud-
denly the voice stopped coming. It was a roll
of wrapping paper in it!
Was that roll of wrapping paper speaking? Or was it some kind of ghost?



21" CENTURY INVENTIONS

Mehwish Magbool VIIIb

The 21* century has seen some impressive inventions and innovations emerging in the technology, design,
and automotive industries. As these new products become more readily available, we are seeing changes in
our daily habits and lifestyles. The human race has always innovated, and in a relatively short time went from
building fires and making stone-tipped arrows to creating smartphone apps and autonomous robots. Today,
technological progress will undoubtedly continue to change the way we work, live, and survive in the coming
decades.

One of the biggest inventions of the 21st century so far is the smartphone. The first iPhone came out in 2007,
and then other brands followed suit. The smartphone has literally changed our lives, influencing how we
communicate, bank, order food, work, play, socialise, and relax. It's become hard to live without. Chi-
nese-based electronics company Xiaomi has introduced a brand new form of charging called Mi Air charge
technology. Mi Air charge technology charges devices within a radius of several metres and is capable of
5-watt remote charging for a single device. This allows you to wirelessly charge your phone up to a certain
distance away.

Artificial hearts have been around for a while. They are mechanical units linked to the precise coronary heart
or implanted within the chest to help or substitute a coronary heart that is failing. Science has gotten so ad-
vanced that you can immerse yourself in an imaginary world and having an adventure is now possible, thanks
to virtual reality. The invention of virtual reality headsets has changed the gaming industry forever. Many
major electronics manufacturers are producing their own VR headsets and they are gradually becoming
more affordable.

This advancement in technology has
changed the world. Well-developed coun-
tries say that by 2028 electric cars will be
common. This would help the environment
and as the fuel is decreasing it will help in
storing fuel. Electric cars are changing the
future of the automotive industry. Recent
improvements in their batteries mean that
they will be able to last longer, go further,
charge faster, and be more efficient.

The world has gotten more advanced and
more modern, an article was published in
April 2000 by Bill Joy in which he talked
about “Why the future doesn’t need us?’ As
time passes by, the way of living changes,
and people go from writing letters to com-
municating to using cell phones. As new
products are being invented we are seeing
changes in our daily habits and I believe
this is for the betterment of humans.



A BUMPY RIDE

Muhammad Usman VIIIb

I planned to invite my pals over to my house
around 5:00 p.m. I had two people: Ahmed
and Ibrahim. I put together everything that
was required, including meals, bats, balls,
and a football. I finished all the work by 4
o'clock, so I decided to sleep for an hour.
When my buddies arrived, they yelled, "Wake
up, wake up!" And said all the world had
changed outside.
I went outside to see what had changed. After
putting on my shoes and washing my face, I
discovered that everything had changed. ro-
botics, flying automobiles, and much more.
So, after deciding to explore the city, we got
into my car, which could also fly, and as soon as we took off, I saw a man who was driving too fast.
A car was coming from the other side and they both collided. Then we got scared but we ignored it and went
on the highway to eat something refreshing. We were speeding and then we also got into an accident and our
car destroyed all the airbags and I got hurt. Ahmed got a head injury. It wasn't our fault because the man was
coming the wrong way. We got out of the car. The culprit was trying to escape but we called the police and
they arrested him.
Then we took the damaged car to several mechanics, but none of them was able to fix it, so we went to the
police and explained the situation. After listening to our story, the man said, "I know how to fix it, and I'm
the best mechanic in the city. I bumped into your car because the brakes failed. I'm sorry. I can fix your car
for free." He then fixed our car, and it started to work properly. The police then released the man, and we all

LILY ON A ROOF

Seyab Faisal VIIIb

It was the 3rd of December. My friend and I were going to go to school. We have been best friends since
kindergarten. The thing that is even more amazing is that we both live in the same neighbourhood.
“Dreaming! Let's go!” Chris said as he entered our house. Snapped out of my thoughts and said goodbye to
my parents and left the house. “What took you so long?” he asked.

“Nothing,” I replied, “just thinking about Lily”” “You've got to stop thinking about her, she's in heaven and is
living peacefully, get a break” he said. “Okay fine, I will,” I replied annoyingly. He smiled and we reached

school. We took our things out of our locker and went to our class.

The whole day was the worst as it was obviously a Monday. After 3 hours the English lesson started and it
was less boring than the others. The teacher said, “Class, we are doing a group project today and I will give
you different topics and you have to get it done by tomorrow.” Then I and Chris were partners and we got the



topic; mystery and horror. During the break, I said while we had
other friends with us, “Hey let's investigate the creepy house in
our neighbourhood at night so no one could catch us” “What
no!” Chris said in a very low tone, “I won't go, do you want me
to die!” “Of course not but, well both would get A grades in our
assigned project,” I said. “Fine, but if I die I'll haunt you for the
rest of your life,” Chris said. “That's fine with me,” I replied, smil-
ing back at him.

It was night time and I and Chris decided to meet at the en-
trance of the creepy house. When Chris came I laughed because
he was wearing pink anime pyjamas with a backpack and looked
like a toddler. “Hey stop it, we're gonna get caught!” Chris said.
“Fine, let's go so we can reach home early; I replied smiling, and
we entered the building. The place looked really old, almost like
it was a decade old and there were spider webs, it looked really
dark and there was a small light from the moon shining through
the window and it looked pretty creepy, the floors even creaked.
“Hey Hannah, let's split up and investigate then come back after
5 minutes,” Chris said. I nodded and we split up. After a while,
we came back to the place and I asked, “Did you find anything?”
”Well actually yeah,” Chris said, taking out a plastic bag from his
backpack, “I found this weird finger with a ring on it, did u have
any luck?”

“Not really;” I replied. We both went to the 2nd floor and decid-
ed to go together as it was a big place and we might get lost and also because Chris was scared. We looked
through many different rooms but found nothing but dust and cobwebs. We decided to go to the hallway and
while going there we found blood on the walls and it looked almost a month or two old. “Hannah, why is it
fresh?” Chris asked in a scared tone. “I don't know, let's go inside,” I replied as I saw a big room. When I
opened the door, I was shaken to my core and my body felt numb, as if I couldn’t move or do anything. What
I saw was my older sister Lily hanging on the roof, and I felt as if she was staring right at me. She was still in
the dress that she was wearing when she had gone to a party. There was dried blood dripping almost every-
where. I was shaken and Chris held my shoulders and shook me, slapping me back to reality. “Hannah come!
We have to go! There is someone here!” he said. He took my hand and we ran, and we felt as if something was
behind us. We decided to go to the other side of the house but when we almost reached it, I stepped on a
plank and my foot went inside the floor, there was blood coming out of my foot.

”Wait, I'll pull you,” Chris said and tried really hard. I almost screamed in pain, my foot was stuck in it. Then
suddenly he got me out and we almost fell and rushed out there hearing someone's steps as if hunting us. We
went to a tiny room at the end of the house and went inside. We blocked the entrance by the stuff lying
around and sat exhausted. “Well, that was something!” I said. “Yeah, wait let me dress your wound,” Chris
said. He took out a first aid kit and bandaged my wound. “Hannah, we have to stay here until sunrise, so you
should sleep” I nodded and fell asleep sitting. After a few hours, it was sunrise and I woke up Chris, “Chris
let's go home.” He woke up and nodded and we ran as fast as we could and reached home. I decided to keep
quiet and not tell my parents about the whole story and me and Chris never talked about it to anyone and
continued life as before.



CHANGED BY TRUST

Sophia Aziz VIIIb

A single tear rolled down Megan's cheek and fell silently
on the bathroom floor.
She rolled up the tissue, which had absorbed her tears,
and threw it in the toilet. She then flushed it and left the
bathroom stall. She stared at her reflection, a tall girl
with pale skin and jet-black hair. The only thing she liked
about her appearance was her emerald green eyes. They
reminded her of her father’s army suit. Of course, her
mum Victoria despised them and said that they remind-
ed her of the day he left. Yes, Megan's father Jacob had
broken her mum’s heart and then he had left. Megan
never really blamed him because she herself knew that
growing up with a mum like hers had been tough but she
knew sooner or later she was about to be free.
“Come on. Let's go to the back side, no teacher ever
stands there,” said Luke as he climbed over the school
fence. Megan hesitated but quickly followed her best
friend Luke over the fence and onto the sidewalk. “Where exactly are we going now?” said Luke. Megan
then slid off her backpack and took out a list on which all the essentials they needed were written down.”
Okay so let me get this straight!” said Luke in a tone that clearly showed that he was talking to a psychopath,
“So you want to run away?” “Come on Luke we talked about this, don't you want to be free? Besides, we are
18 now which makes us adults! And the cops won't look for us even if someone does file us as missing. "Al-
right but what if I don’t want to run away then what? “Then” replied Megan, “I'll go on my own.” “Alright,
then there is no way I would let you go alone.” Luke grabbed her hand and then gave her a hug, “Thanks!”
She replied so from there they left, and then Megan started to notice how Luke got so panicked, every time
she asked him a simple question, for instance, when she asked Luke to grab the list of essentials from his
backpack, she noticed that his hands were sweating and his look that clearly showed his wrath for that piece
of paper. At first, Megan didn’t think much of it, but if she had, she could have easily prevented the territy-
ing deaths. Upon arriving at the train station the two looked at each other and then looked at the train. None
of them could believe it, they were about to do something that could truly change their perspective of their
awful lives. Luke suddenly grabbed Meagan’s hand, and that was when she realised how terrified Lucas
seemed. “Megan, 'm sorry, but I can’t do this”, and with that, he quickly turned away and ran. At first, Me-
gan was shocked, and then that shock turned into rage. As she made her way into the compartment given
to her on the train, she thought everything over. The pain she felt at that point was excruciating. She felt as
if Luke threw a swift punch to her gut.
She realised how easy it was for Luke to leave her just like that. She wanted to cry, but nothing came out, no
tears, no sobs. She never felt so humiliated and betrayed. Those seven words kept repeating in her head over
and over again. “I am sorry Megan, but I can’t do this” “It was a cowardly act,” said Megan to herself, but I
somehow knew;” and with that, she walked to the front of the train and asked the train driver to take her
back. Upon arriving home, she saw a mob of people, including policemen and doctors. She got closer and
realise someone had died, and that someone was her mother, Victoria. Immediately awful thoughts flooded
her brain, and she knew if only she was home, she could have forced her mother to take the medicine.



She could have saved her mother’s life. if she hadn’t been hanging out and trying to run away with a back-
stabber.
She knew what she had to do. She knew what she deserved and she should have done it a long time.
And with that thought in her mind, she went to her basement and pulled out a chair and some rope which
she had managed to save from her school project, and tied it to the fan. She then stood on top of the chair
and held the rope in her hand. The pain that she had felt before was starting to come back. Without hesita-
tion, she jumped. The exuberant pain and 18 years' worth of memories flashed in front of her eyes. As she
stared blankly at the window in front of her, she knew, “It was over... Peace at last!”

IT'S NOT FAIR

Abdul Momin VIla

The tire burst and the car spun off and lost control with a screech of
slipping tires bumping into the divider. The crowd surrounding the car
accident panicked. The horns whaled. One of the bystanders called the
ambulance. An ambulance rushed to the accident site. They picked up
the two dead bodies and a slightly injured thirteen-year-old boy.

The boy was named Ali. Ali cried bitterly because he had lost both his
parents. The boy was under the custody of his aunt and uncle. They both
treated Ali harshly.

They gave food to Ali once a day, throwing jabs at him, “You are an un-
lucky child who is the cause of his parent's death.”

They hit Ali cruelly and treated him like a slave. They both didn’t fulfil
Ali’s needs and they tortured him.

Ali was kind-hearted and caring but he was not confident enough to
speak for his rights. One day Ali decided to go to the police station and
complain about them so they could go to jail. Ali tried to do this but his
uncle and aunt got the clue of his motive. They kept Ali in the basement
of the house, tied him with a rope and punished him by not giving him
food. It continued for three days. Ali was too weak to bear this harsh
treatment by his uncle and aunt. The strength from his body started to
ebb away. Finally, he lost his life. This news spread throughout town and
one of the members of the town called the police. The culprits were eventually caught and put behind bars.

DINNER 15 SERVED!

Haris Farhat VIIa

I was walking down the street and saw a closed diner. It had a sign saying, ‘Hiring Chefs. I thought to myself,
with my 10 years of experience in the fine arts of cooking, this was my opportunity to become the best chef
in the world. “An opportunity like this might not be presented again,” I thought to myself.



So I took my chances and entered the diner.

To my shock, it was showered in dust, and trust me I'm not exagger-

ating. I thought about walking out as this place did not need a chef

but a janitor. As I started walking, the kitchen door busted open,
and out came a man with the thickest French accent I had heard in
my whole life. He said that he was glad, not even glad but overflow-
ing with excitement as they desperately needed a cook. He took me
to the kitchen in the back. There he gave me the ingredients and said
that it was a diner being renovated into a French restaurant and he
needed a cook for French fine dining dishes using the most com-
plex taste palette and ingredients. I started to whip all the dishes up.

When they were done cooking I plated the dish. The guy who took

me into the kitchen was the manager.

When he tested everything he was almost going to cry and said,

“FANTASTICO!”

As he said that the head cook walked in who was actually to my
surprise Russian. He said with a thick Russian accent, “Who is this kid and what is he doing in my kitchen?”
The manager said to him that I was the co-chef. After a heated exchange of words, he reluctantly agreed. But
then followed on and said, “At one condition he can cook with me!”

The manager asked, “What?”

He said, “The boy must not disturb me or ask any questions or anything from me.”

I thought he was about to whip up a Batman quote and say, “I work alone” or “I cook in the shadows.”

Then the manager said excitedly, “I guess we have a deal!”

I said to the manager, “I also have a condition, I will work here on one condition if you hire a janitor.”

He shook my hand tightly and in the next hour, a janitor was here shining the place up. I was told that in the
next three days, we had to prepare.

I said, “Prepare for what?”

He said, “The grand opening”

Without wasting a thought I cleaned the kitchen and started prepping for everything. The manager also tast-
ed some new additions to the menu by me. I knew this was my chance, as the manager told us that the own-
er had pulled some strings and that all eyes were going to be on our restaurant that night. We also helped
each other decorate the restaurant as everything had to be perfect. The day of the opening had come and
there were lights and cameras everywhere. We started to work extremely hard in the kitchen and started to
serve out the appetisers and main courses. When everybody ate their food a person stood up and started to
shout, “Who made this food!” The head chef sent me out to take the blame but joked with him that the man
who was shouting shook my hand and congratulated me and told everyone that this was the best food he ever
had in his life. When the night was over I was cleaning up the kitchen, and the manager came in and congrat-
ulated me. The owner as well shook my hand and my name was even in the top cook’s magazine! It was an
overnight success! When I went to take the trash out I saw a large bone. It looked as if it was a cow bone.
When I went closer to inspect and opened the lid of the trash can there were bloody hands littered with hu-
man eyes staring into my soul. I looked away in fear and disgust. I remembered we used cow legs in the stew!
But oh boy the cow legs weren’t cow legs they were humans’ I let out a shriek followed by a large scream! In
the back, there was a man who chuckled grimly as if he was guilty. Then he proceeded to come closer to me.
I was frozen in horror and shock and could not move. He came close to my ear and said in a thick Russian
accent, “Ha ha ha, you never saw it coming, so the veil of ignorance took over you too, didn’t it?”



MYSTERIOUS TREASURE
CHEST

Inaya Kashif VIIa

I was planning to invite my friend over because I wanted to plant flowers in my gar-
den. The next day at school I decided to ask my friend if she could come over that day.
My friend, Jenna said that she would love to come over to my house for gardening
was one of her favorite hobbies. Sadly my mom could not get my favourite flowers
but still, she got me seeds of roses. We gathered the tools that we needed
for gardening and headed out into the garden to plant some flowers and
spread greenery. I dug deep in the soil when suddenly something made out
of metal hit my shovel. I used my hands to take that metal thing out and saw
a treasure chest. Then I found a map inside it after struggling enough to

get it open. When I looked at the map I and Jenna suddenly fainted.

Two hours later when we woke up, we saw a strange-looking land and started walk-
ing towards the land, when we reached there I noticed a man collecting vegetables from the farm. We started
approaching the man and asked him what this place was and where were we. The man had replied that it was
his home and restaurant. The man further added that he chose us to come to his restaurant where he and his
wife were the chefs. Jenna and I thought of it and we did go anyway because we were hungry.

The man took us to the restaurant and he took us to our table. The restaurant seemed like it was uninviting
and the restaurant looked like it wasn’t cleaned and the windows had not been cleaned for years. The chair
had rust and the table wood was scraping off. The floor wasn’t looking clean, there were bugs everywhere.
The man with red eyes brought us food. We started eating and the food felt gross. We went inside the kitchen
and the man and his wife were making food by doing black magic. The chef started getting angry and tried
to stop us but we ran away, we thought of home and woke up in my garden. Jenna and I talked about how
scary it was. Then my mom called us and we went inside to eat food, we washed our hands and ate the food.

THE DEADLY POTION

Khadija Ahmad VIIa

“It was just here,” he shouted frantically searching his pockets for the missing
thing.
The meeting was about to start and the USB was missing. Alice, John, Kate and every-
body started looking for the USB. It was a really tense situation. Everyone in the room
was worried not knowing what to do. John yelled, “It’s the witch, it's her magical potion!”
All of them started murmuring, “Which witch, I've never heard about a witch”
John started explaining that no one knows her name, she makes magical potions. She’s known by the
name "The Potion Witch.



He said that it has been living for 534 years and no one was able to arrest her till now.

Everyone was devastated and had no hopes to get the USB back from them, but John still had all the hopes

tied to him and lost none of them and he now had only one wish and that was to make the potion vanish

from his life.
The most important thing was that the USB had details about an underworld group of gangsters. John was
super sure that the gangsters had paid her money to disappear the USB. This news was spread throughout the
country. Non-living things started to become living. It was said that when the witch was a child she had one
of the happiest and most loving families but her parents got cursed and they died horrifyingly in front of the
witch and her younger sister. Her sister had a tumour and died at the age of 10.
John had always believed in unity and knew that he could never do this alone. He wanted the help of his
friends for this. On the other side, people's cars started walking, the decoration pieces started eating food and
things like this started to happen all around the country. There was such chaos in the country. John and his
friends started researching the weakness of the witch. Suddenly Alice started to laugh with joy and happi-
ness. She found that the only thing that could make potions time limited was water. If they just spray water
on anything that the potion was acting on, it would stop and the living thing would convert back to non-liv-
ing things. They spread this idea throughout the country and it seemed like everything was recovering and
things were back to normal. The witch couldn't handle that so she started making another potion. Someone
told Alice some hints about where the witch lived. They had to get there quickly before it was too late and the
new potion was already made. They sat on the flying carpet and flew to the witch’s house with the speed of
light. As soon as they arrived they threw a bucket of water on the witch and she vanished and was never again
heard from or seen ever after. The gangsters were shortly imprisoned after receiving the USB.

COMMENCEMENT OF FAIRNESS

Kinza Abbas VIIA

“That’s not right!” yelled a young boy, whose father was held tightly

by the soldiers of the king. The boy wasn’t strong enough to run to

his father, tears streamed down his face yet he tried but failed.

The soldiers dragged his father to the castle, where the king was

planning to execute him for trying to leave the village privately.

This king was a cruel man, extremely strict and unfair. His

unfairness and ruthlessness was the reason why people

feared him. He was an intelligent man, but it resulted in a

loss for people. Girls weren't allowed to go to school and

study. The king believed that a girl should learn how to

take care of her house and kids rather than “waste their

time in studying”. They didn’t have a bright and successful

future, they were illiterate so they relied on their husbands. Married

at the age of 15 or 16 when the girls weren’t even matured enough to

take care of themselves, were expected to handle the burden of their house.

“They are of no use, throw them in the river!” exclaimed the king . He had ordered the
drowning of all the newborn disabled babies, which shows how cruelty had consumed
him, as well as greed. The king’s name was Jahan Khan. He took all the valuables from his people. Anyone
who refused to do so had their houses burned to ashes, leaving them with nothing.



Back to the boy and his father, who was being dragged on the floor. “Look at me!”, said the king. The

poor man looked up and a mixture of fear and hatred filled his eyes.
He looked at his son lovingly and nodded. The boy ran out of the castle unnoticed as the king was too busy
with the preparations for the execution which would be held in front of the village. The king planned to do
this, to increase the fear in his people. Meanwhile, the boy ran in the streets shouting for help. He explained
to the people how unfair their king was and how they had to fight back but the fear in the people’s hearts
stopped them from doing so. A girl stepped forward and smiled, “I want to be treated fairly too, I want to
study!” Slowly all of the people joined them and they walked to the king's castle, burning it into ashes while
saving the boys forever.

THROUVGH THE WINDOW

Minaal Ali VIIa

It was just a normal, boring day for George, he was just
coming back from work on the new air-way train. This
might seem unreal but in 2050 it was a normal source of
transportation just like bus stations in 2023. The fact that
the air-way train travels in the air in a straight line as it
does on a track is all that makes it different from other
trains; yet, the 26-year-old was highly perplexed by what
he saw when he peered out the window.
George saw two people, a boy, and a girl. The girl was
holding a beeping device in her hand and they both were
laughing evilly. George did not like the look on their fac-
es. George went back home and kept thinking about the
boy and girl that he saw. George knew something wrong
was going on between them; he had a gut feeling that

whatever they were doing was not for any good. Suddenly George remembered that the secret agent compa-

ny that he works for made a device that had been stolen. George didn’t know what the device looked like or

what it was used for but he had an instinct that those two people had something to do with it. George couldn’t

help but think about what he had seen.

It was a sleepless night but George was able to get up early and ride the same train and sat in the same seat

that he did yesterday to get to work. He then looked out the window and saw the same two people again,

talking and laughing uncontrollably and maliciously. George decided to spy on them. He went into his office

and opened his equipment room; he took his jet-pack and went to spy on them. As he approached the back-

yard, and spotted those people hiding, he overheard their conversation.

The boy said, “Yes our plan is finally working, in no time we will be ruling the whole city”

“Yes, of course,” the girl added, “we will be the rulers of the city. We will spread our evilness through the city

and make sure nobody lives peacefully!” said the boy.

George was shocked when he heard this.

George rushed back to his office and told his boss everything that he had heard. Their boss started to prepare

the agents to go and get the device back from them. George told his boss that he wanted to go and get the

device back with his other friends Jinny and Jack.

“Are you out of your mind?

NEUTRON $TAR

Neutron stars come into being when massive stars explode and die. J0740+6620 is the

largest discovered neutron star, measuring about 25 kilometers in diameter and con-
taining the mass of 2.17 Suns.




This is the most serious mission that this agency has dealt with and if you want to send the most
non-serious and untrained people, then you are out of your senses!”
George managed to convince his boss to let him and his friends go.
George, Jinny, and Jack put on jetpacks and sat off, George led them to the building that the boy and girl were
hiding behind. They attacked them from both sides and took the device out of the girl's hand. They hand-
cuffed both of them and took them to headquarters. The boy and girl were both imprisoned for life.
George's boss was really happy with them and gave them a huge raise. George also received a prize for being

THE HIDEOUT IN THE FOREST

so alert.

Misha Akber VIIa

Down in the dimly lit room, strange shad-
ows crept around talking in hushed voices.
Ghosts other than being transparent
looked just like humans except for their
eyes, which were all of one colour. They
tried to creep around and find out what
the voices were saying since they were sel-
dom told anything. Crash, next to a bro-
ken vase that lay on the ground was a
frightened and guilty-looking ghost. The
shadows at once stopped their whispering
and headed out of the room, the ghosts
tried to escape but were surrounded. The
shadows demanded who was responsible
for the idea of sneaking around outside
their room though they knew the answer
quite well. The ghost who had broken the
vase stepped up, he was the tallest and the

most untidy. The shadows started to perform a spell, a white sort of smoke came out of him while he screamed
and his ghost body vanished into thin air. The rest of the ghosts fled upstairs to their rooms and weren’t
stopped. A maniacal laugh echoed throughout the castle and the forest which scared all the animals into

hiding. The Dark Forces were coming.
“I can’t imagine when I've been so bored,” said Cindy.
“Cindy you are always bored,” sighed Fiona with exasperation.

“You know we can finally go for a walk in the woods, to clear our heads,” chipped in Linda.

“I hate walks!” Cindy snapped.
“You’re the one who was bored!” cried Fiona.

“Fine,” Cindy said after some thought, “let’s go, I know a great path.”

The three of them set off, Linda and Fiona following Cindy.

“Cindy, are you sure this is the right way?” Fiona asked, “it is so dark in here, you said you knew the way to

the woods”

“We are in the forest,” Cindy said triumphantly, “you can tell because the castle is right in front of us”



Linda and Fiona were speechless, they were terrified, all three of them knew the legend of how it was sup-

posed to be a hideout for dark forces, so the three of them decided that they should enter.
When they were about to enter Fiona realised that Linda was missing. Cindy looked around and saw a sad
white elephant in a cage while Linda was trying to pet it. He looked a little happy to see her, it was clear he
never had any visitors. Fiona went there too and picked up the lock. This was a big mistake as now the two of
them now had to work very hard to convince him to stay put and wait for them. Eventually, they succeeded
and he understood so he stayed put in the cage.
The three finally went inside, the castle was scary and dark and there were echoing halls yet there was no
proof this was a haunted castle. The proof arrived later as there were many voices from the basement, Cindy
talked them into going downstairs. Every step creaked and echoed.
After each step, Fiona would start getting scared that someone might have heard them but apparently, no one
did. They reached a door at last, it had been a very hidden door, it was Linda who found out that behind a
piece of wall was a painting, behind that painting was a curtain and behind that curtain was a door slightly
ajar. Cindy pushed the door open a bit more when suddenly a vase fell and crashed, some dark shadows came
out and the next thing they all knew after hearing some voices, “We can’t perform the ritual on such young
people”, “Do you think they heard anything?”, “We will perform the ritual in an hour but for now...2” They
were in a damp cage with no way out.
Suddenly not knowing how long had passed, a loud trumpet noise was heard. The white elephant was there.
“How did he get here?” Fiona asked with amazement.
“Who cares how he got here, he can get us out!” said Cindy excitedly.
“Hello guys, you helped me so I will help you, but I think we should get to know each other first, why don’t
you introduce yourselves.” the white elephant said happily.
“We're in a cell and you want us to introduce ourselves!” asked Cindy angrily.
“Oh be quiet Cindy!” Linda snapped then turned to the elephant, “You can talk! Why didn’t you say anything
outside?” saying this she happily introduced everyone.
There was quite a change in the elephant, he had merry blue eyes and looked quite happy.
“I never would have found you if this white spirit hadn’t helped me,” some white smoke stepped up, he intro-
duced himself and then he said worriedly, “I was watching everything, your one hour is nearly up, we need
to go if they see me here”
The white smoke once opened the door and told us to follow him. We took many turns while he told us how
he died twice and how if he died one more time he would be gone. When they were nearly out and just had
one door left to go through, suddenly three shadows surrounded us. They were just shadows, they were not
tangible nor visible in the open but could easily be seen in the dark. The white elephant and smoke went into
hiding and each of the shadows grabbed us, Linda and I dodged but Fiona wasn’t so lucky. She was in the air
screaming, the sight was bizarre. When we looked at her, it looked like she was flying and screaming but in
the shadows, you could see her being tortured.
The white spirit then said, “Goodbye everyone, have a good life”
He immediately charged into the scene and there was a bright white light. Daylight finally entered the castle.
They were all about to leave when Cindy said, “We should detonate this castle”
“We can't,” replied the white elephant, “I can speak only in this castle and nowhere else. If the castle is de-
stroyed then I will lose my voice.”
“Then I guess we should leave before anything else happens,” said Linda, and they all finally left. The good
thing was Cindy was cured of ever being bored again. Meanwhile, in the castle, a maniacal laugh echoed
throughout the castle. The Dark forces were coming.



A MYSTERY CHEST

Muhammad Mahad VIla

Last year, I went to school thinking that it was going
to be a normal day. But surprisingly, for the first time,
our history and science teacher gave us a project with
a deadline of two weeks. The project was to use our
metal detectors and find something historical, scien-
tific, or incredible. I always used to think that there
could be something historical in the forest near our
house. I and Ahmad were in the same group, so I told
him to meet me at my house at 10 am. When Ahmad
reached I took permission from my parents and start-
ed digging right away because we had a lot of other
homework to complete. We started digging and we
couldn’t find anything for hours except some pennies
and some stones. We were almost about to end when
suddenly my metal detector started beeping like cra-
zy. When we dug up we saw a chest glowing. We did
some research on it and it turned out to be the chest
that the infamous 18 were found in. They were titled Infamous 18 because all 18 people died trying to locate
this chest. According to the rumours it had something inside which was unimaginable, which also explains
why the infamous 18 were so desperate in the searches. We took it to my uncle who was titled the best scien-
tist in the world. He had three teams; one was trying to open it, one was trying to figure out what it was and
one was trying to figure out how it ended up in the forest near our house. It had two keys, one in a museum
and the other one in a mystery. Since my uncle was a multi-billionaire, the key to the museum was on auction
and my uncle outbid everyone in the museum. There was a really old book related to this on auction which
also my uncle was successful in buying. We translated the whole book and it said that the key was in a church
in Barcelona, where the chest originated from. We headed to Spain and when we reached the church we saw
a hidden doorway that led to a basement and that is where we found the key. When we got both the keys we
were obviously about to open it at my uncle’s lab. Right, when we opened it we heard BOOM with a flash.
When we woke up we saw different creatures everywhere.
I asked one of them, “Hey! Where are we?”
It replied,” Welcome to Earth 747!”
We were shocked! There were flying cars, sea humans, aliens and so much more. The last page of the book
said, which we did not read earlier, ‘the only way to exit is to open the chest on the other planet. Shockingly,
the infamous 18 were still on the run for this chest which meant that we had some competition, even though
we already knew where it was. We traced down my IP address and on this earth, I lived in Dubai as a Lion.
We flew to Dubai in a car! While I was on this mission my uncle sent a clone to school. I found the chest stuck
on top of a tree this time instead of inside the ground. We found one key in a fountain in Dubai Mall and one
in the desert under the sand. We had to lock it this time instead of opening it. We locked it and BOOM with
a flash again. Everything was back to normal. But my clone was not able to provide anything for the project.
We kept this a secret and a masterpiece inside my uncle’s lab.



15 MAGIC GOOD OR EVIL?

Zainab Saleem VIla

Being a kid, I always used to believe in magic. Any tale related to magic would bring me closer to it day by
day, all the Harry Potter series, the Henzel and Gretel story, and all the series of Kingdom of Narnia made
me believe and trust in magic. I always heard that magic was dangerous but, in my opinion, magic isn't al-
ways dangerous or bad luck. Learning magic was the only in-

terest I had growing up and that interest hasn't changed until

now.

Magic is spoken, chanted, or ripples through the land. Magic

can be a good luck or bad luck charm for anyone. My journey

with magic started when I was 5. I always just have one

thought about how magic works and how it changes a per-

son's whole life, without even knowing. Whenever I talk

about magic in front of my parents they would always tell me

not to talk about it anymore. I never knew the reason why,

but one day I overheard my cousins talk about how our aunt

and uncle had been cursed with magic, that day changed my

life. From that day I made a promise to myself that I would

take my aunt and uncle out of the curse and the dangerous

magic.

The day on which I found out that my aunt and uncle were

cursed, my opinion about magic changed. Everything that I

thought was good about magic changed for the worse. I would

always wonder why my aunt and uncle never talked but ev-

eryone told me that they were just like this. In reality, they

were paralysed, and when I got to know that they were cursed I'd always go and check up on them but they
wouldn't say a single word. Seeing them made me go short tempered and I started to lose my mind because
they would not even look at me, their eyes always facing the ground.

Over the years I learned a lot about magic and its types. When a person is cursed and paralyzed it means the
‘type O’ “Type O’ was the rarest type of magic. I knew the curse would only break when the good and evil
forces were joined together in one room. I tried to do a lot of experiments and made a lot of potions so I
could combine the forces but none of them worked. I was about to give up but I remembered the promise I
made to myself to help my aunt and uncle. I tried to recall the story of the kingdom of Narnia in which the
witch curses the castle and destroys it by speaking the ‘deplorable word’ The deplorable word for paralysis
in magic was ‘fire. The opposite of fire would be water. I screamed the word water three times but nothing
happened. After a time of 2 minutes, I was transported to a fantastical world.

I always thought that it was impossible to do this, but you know what they say, ‘Every impossible thing is
possible in magic!’

When I reached there, the darkness hit my eyes. I couldn’t see a single thing. Instantly I saw a light on the
right side of the room I was standing in. There were good forces on the right side of the room and their side
smelt like blooming flowers. On the left side of the room were the evil forces and their side was full of bad
odour.



I stood in the middle of the room, between the good and the evil forces.

Suddenly one more thing hit my mind breaking that the ‘type O’ magic curse consisted of a potion that

was used to combine both of the forces.
Luckily I knew the recipe for that potion and had the ingredients with me in the fantastical world. There was
a big basket lying there. I mixed all the ingredients in the basket. As I was mixing all the forces came togeth-
er and went into the basket. Standing there I hoped that the curse would’ve been broken by now. I screamed
the word water three times again so I could be back to my house. When I got out of the fantastical world I
straight away went to my aunt and uncle’s house to check up on them and surprisingly they were back to
normal. No one knew that I was the person who broke the curse but I was surely happy that they were normal
again. My aunt and uncle all together went to my grandparents” house and told them the good news. They all
were shocked but were happy to see that our aunt and uncle were alright. Apparently through all this experi-
ence now I do believe that magic is dangerous and one should use it carefully and for the right cause.

THE $IMPLICITY OF MINIMALISM

Abdul Ahad VIa

Minimalism shows us, what is genuinely authentic,
The beauty in emptiness, aside from new.
It trips away the access, the things we don’t need.
Leaving us with clarity, a soul freed.
Minimalism is a style applied to many different areas of life
including design, art, music, fashion, and lifestyle. The min-
imalist mindset has been practised in ancient Greek and Ro-
man philosophy, Buddhism, and Islam since ancient times.
Minimalists believe that less is more. They focus on quality
over quantity and live with only the essentials. Minimalism
is a lifestyle and design philosophy that values simplicity,
functionality, and the beauty of emptiness. It encourages
people to get rid of clutter in their lives and focus on what
truly matters. The idea behind minimalism is that by reduc-
ing possessions and simplifying our surroundings, we can
reduce stress, increase happiness, and live a more fulfilling
life.
I practise minimalism every day, and I got my inspiration from a documentary on minimalism that I watched
on Netflix last year, it has completely changed me. I saw my room which was nothing less than a minimalist's
room of a maximalist, I started donating books, I simplified my room, and as days passed I became more of
a simple person. Life was easy to manage, no more time was required to search my books to study, normal
clutter, and no more time wasting. It made me realise that time is the most important asset in life. It will
simplify life from being cluttered and materialistic to a more focused way of life.
In the end, I would like to conclude that in today’s stressful life, a minimalistic approach can help us be more
organised and our time can be used doing more productive and engaging work. By giving out extra stuff, we
also help less privileged people in society.



A TERRIBLE ACCIDENT

Imaan Gauhar VIa

It was a lazy weekend as usual with nothing much to do. Nothing was worth watching on television either.
All the good programs are usually aired during the week when loads of homework and household chores
keep me busy. Mom was busy in the kitchen preparing lunch

and Dad had gone to visit a sick friend.

I decided to go for a walk. The sun shone brightly overhead

but there was a noticeable chill in the air. November is my

favourite month. I had just reached Miller Street when I no-

ticed a huge crowd near the road. There seemed to be chaos

everywhere. More and more people were adding to the crowd.

Policemen were also seen shouting instructions into their

walkie-talkies.

I managed to get into the crowd. It was the most horrible sight

that I had ever witnessed in my life. A car had been destroyed

completely and was lying just outside a gate. A motorbike lay

to one side damaged and covered with blood. The rider of the

bike was badly injured but he survived. He was rushed away

to a nearby hospital in an ambulance.

It was then that I saw the bodies. A young woman in her

twenties lay dead on the road. She must have been beautiful

once with her long, blonde hair. Her car hit a wall while trying

to avoid an accident with a fast bike. That moment cost her

everything. She crashed into the solid walls of a school and in

a flash of a second, her life was extinguished like a flame.

I watched as people helped the police to lift her body. I got a

further shock when I saw a baby boy beneath her body. He was her son. The people picked him up too. His
face and the right side of his body were injured badly. I turned away in horror and ran from the scene. What
started as a pleasant stroll on a lovely Saturday morning turned out to be a terrible experience. I still remem-
ber the scene clearly.

A MEMORABLE SLEEP OVER

Iman Umar VIa

What a wonderful day it was when my buddies and I had a sleepover. At the sleepover, all of my pals came
over to my place. At about noon, my friends and I decided to go to the beach after watching the movie and
enjoying the popcorn. We got together as a group late at night while everyone was asleep. We kept it a secret
from everyone at home. All of the companions enjoyed the stunning scenery and location on the beach. We
were searching the sand for seashells when we detected a weight. When we removed the heavy object from
the side, we discovered that it was a jewellery box. When we opened the jewellery box, we discovered various
cards with written instructions. The guidelines led us to the woods, so we followed them.



THE FARMER AND HI$ PRISONER $ON

Mafaza Ali VIa

A farmer and his son lived in a village. The son was a thief who frequently
went to other people's homes to steal. He carried on living a depraved life
until one day when he stole a large sum of money from the richest farmer
in the village. When the farmer discovered that his money was missing, he
quickly alerted the police.
In the course of their investigation, the police discovered that the young-
ster had taken a significant sum of money. He was taken straight to jail.
When the time came to start farming after several months, the farmer was
too frail and old to dig in the ground. He called his son and said, "Son, I
can't do any more farming because I've gotten too old, but I know you
would have helped me if you were here." The boy was deeply moved by his
father's statements and pleaded with him not to dig in the field where he
had buried the money he had stolen.
The policeman heard and searched the entire field. He worked like an ox
for days ploughing and making pathways in his wake. Alas, he found
nothing. He got so angry that he even threw a sack full of seeds and the
seeds scattered everywhere.

“Useless search! Argh!” He muttered under his breath and stomped away.

The son told his father over the phone, "Do you see a change in the fields, father?" the following day. "Son you

are too powerful, even in prison you still order officers to work for me," the father retorted.

The father noticed that his plants had started growing in his fields.

THE MYSTIFYING MURDER

Mehneel Rehman VIa

The night was getting colder and the wind was blowing from the west. The
famous ballerina Catherine was practising her Ballet moves on the balco-
ny of a room. “I want to be the best belly dancer in the history of Archer
School, New York,” the words slipped out of her mouth. Just at that mo-
ment, she received a forceful propellant giving her the power to fly but the
truth is, you fly for a second or two before gravity takes back what you try
to steal. No matter how hard you work and how strong you are, gravity
always wins. There was a deafening sound as if a spaceship had landed but
to everyone’s surprise, Catherine was found dead, lying on the pavement
below her balcony. The police were called, and an investigation began. It
soon became explicit that Catherine had been pushed off her balcony and
her death was not a mere accident. The authorities searched for the killer
with all their might, but no suspects could be found. The case went cold,
and the killer remained at large. The Archers School was gripped with fear,
and everyone was looking over their shoulders, wondering if the killer was
watching them. Years went by, and the murderer was never found.



Some people whispered that Catherine’s ghost still roamed the red bricks of the school, seeking
revenge on her killer. Others argued that the killer had fled the city, never to return. But the truth was lost
in time, and the mystery of Catherine’s death remained unsolved to this day. The case may have been for-
gotten by the authorities, but it is still remembered by those who loved Catherine and yearned for justice.
They say that on quiet nights, when the wind is just right, you can hear the sound of Catherine’s ghostly
footsteps and disembodied voices, singing the mournful song of the murdered ballerina, seeking revenge
on the person who took her life.

A SERIAL KILLER

Muhammad Abdullah VIa

Jackson went for a run one Blood Moon evening. He

passed out on the ground as he was running. As soon

as he regained consciousness, he saw a fox, killed it,

and began consuming its blood.

When Jackson's neighbour spotted him, she assumed

he was being demonic. They rushed over to him and

enquired about his well-being.

He responded, "I'm OK."

Their neighbour once more witnessed him doing

black magic the following evening. He went to see his

mother, but by then Jackson was aware of it. He killed

his neighbours there in the wilderness while they
were with him. He slaughtered his family and his mother, becoming an extremely deadly serial killer. A few
years later, some paranormal investigators had the chance to learn about him. In his former home, a camera
was installed. Jackson went to his old residence with a knife after waking up. When the ghost hunters spot-
ted him approaching, they began exorcising him. The ghost hunters transported him to a rehab centre once
he had finally recovered his normalcy.

TAKING HUMANITY TO MARS

Muhammad Ismail VIa

The year is 2150. All natural resources have been exhausted and Earth is on the brink of destruction. All
animal and plant life has gone. Humans need to leave this planet or face extinction. The General Council
has selected the 20 best engineers and scientists to partake in a mission like no other. This is the story of,
Muhammad Ismaeel, a civil engineer, whose job is to create living quarters for the first humans to go and
live on Mars. The temperature was over 60° when the spaceship “Endeavour” was launched from the air-
base in Karachi, Pakistan. I, my team, and 5000 other people would be the first to go on the planet that no
one has ever set foot on. Now called “Planet Saviour” Mars, the fourth planet from the Sun was document-
ed to be a dusty cold desert with a very thin atmosphere. The planet was 140,000,000 kilometres from
Earth. This was a dangerous mission which would take six months at hyper speeds of 10,000 km/h. Endeav-
our was loaded with supplies needed to survive this mission as well as to set up the first colony on Mars.



It’s been six months and we can see Mars clearly. After nine
days we were ready for landing. But our system failed us at the
worst time and we crashed in the middle creating a hole and
a lot of disturbance. We were safe as our spaceship was de-
signed to handle such situations. I was one of the first ones to
go out as I was leading this mission. I took a deep breath and
stepped out. I couldn’t believe it. I was the first human to put
my foot on the planet that was going to save humanity.
It couldn’t be this easy, I thought. And it was then that the
ground started shaking and green goo started coming out. It
was acidic. I immediately put my foot back on the spaceship
and saw that a small plant was causing this. This was the rea-
son I realised that no one was ever able to come here. My
workstation had told me that from noon to midnight, Mars
could be seen as a green ball. I was scared but had no choice.
It was either facing off against this harsh environment or dy-
ing forever.
I told all the people to grab anything that acid could not harm
and then we put them on the ground to step on. We had to
reach the plant’s heart which was where the toxic acid was
flowing from. We had to kill this beast. I tiptoed on all the
stuff and attacked the plant from its back. I had laser guns
which cut off the heart in half. Slowly the acid flow stopped
and we could step out. I was a hero, everyone looked at me as their saviour.
We looked around and found a good spot to put our tents and headed back. The next day, my team started
on the construction project to make living quarters for the thousands of people who were with us and the
thousands who would follow in the next spaceships. The ground was hard and difficult to build on. But I
never gave up. It took us four months to make the required buildings for living and also for agriculture. We
used a robot designed by mechanical and electrical engineers to achieve this feat. We were now ready to wel-
come our first guests from Earth. The spaceships started arriving. People cheered. Humanity was saved. I was
hailed as a hero.

MOVIES AT THE BOX OFFICE

Murtaza Mohsin VIa

There are many different genres of movies: Science fiction, romance, drama, adventure, and comedy, to name
a few, certain ones appeal more to some people than others. In my opinion, adventure, comedy, and science
fiction are the best of all these genres.

Adventure movies top the list when it comes to being the best. They are full of action, have good storylines,
and keep me on the edge of my seat. Adventure movies are thrilling and never boring. What I like best is
finding it easy to imagine myself as part of the adventure. Some of my favourite adventure movies include
National Treasure.



The second most popular type of movie
over the past three years has been come-
dy movies. I do agree that comedy mov-
ies are wonderful. Everybody likes to
laugh, including me. It is said that laugh-
ter is the best medicine. With all the bad
things going on in the world today, ev-
eryone needs to have a good laugh now
and then. Some of my favourite comedy
movies include Shrek.

The third most popular type of movie at
the box office is science fiction. This is

also my third favourite type of movie genre. Science-fiction movies are thrilling, suspenseful, and ac-
tion-filled. They can be scary too. Science-fiction movies are typically guy movies. They allow for limitless
imagination. Some of my favourite science-fiction movies include the series The War of the Worlds.

In a nutshell, adventure ranks number one, comedy ranks number two, and science-fiction ranks number
three. According to the results at the box office, I'm not the only one who thinks so, you can also explore these

genres and decide your favourite ones.

IMPORTANCE OF TREES

Natalia Ahsan VIa

For ecology and human life, trees are necessary. Without the
beauty that surrounds us, life is unimaginable. For instance,
trees give us food and oxygen, two of life's most essential ele-
ments. As we continue to evolve, we start cutting down trees for
food, shelter, and economic gain. With time, we didn't become
less dependent on trees.

Not only are they crucial, but they also enhance the beauty of
our environment. In the northern areas of Pakistan, especially in
Kashmir, we find that these mesmerising sights owe a lot to the
gorgeous trees. Even in our daily life, we find the presence of
trees positive and enchanting. They are the representative of life,
beauty, and the mightiness of God.

Trees are helpful in multiple ways. They offer refuge to animals
and other environments, in addition to being a source of food.
Trees can help us combat climate change, pollution, and danger-
ous UV rays. In addition to that, they give us fresh air to breathe
in and a beautiful environment to live in. We have numerous
reasons to protect trees from utter destruction as it would be
impossible for us to live and survive without them.

GALAXIES COLLIDE!

Our Milky Way galaxy is 2.5 million light-years away from the nearest other galaxy,
Andromeda. Nevertheless, astronomers say we're on a collision course that will some-
day destroy both galaxies as we know them.




| WISH | COULD GO BACK IN HISTORY

Zain Imran VIa

Even though maths is my favourite subject,
I also find history to be very enjoyable. I
am particularly inspired by the tales of
ancient civilizations. I spend most of my
time, even at home, with my grandparents,
listening to old tales. Because firsthand ex-
perience usually leaves a lasting impression,
I want to travel back in time and experience
these stories for myself.

Roman civilization is what inspires me the most in my history book. My desire to travel back in time and
live among the Romans and Greeks is once again sparked by the way they commuted and the countless
scientific and mathematical notions they had developed. Geometry is all about the Greeks and Romans,
and these Romans are also credited with founding the Olympic Games. Although I cannot remember the
names, dates, or numbers, learning about these old civilizations transports me back in time and helps me

picture the events described in the chapters.
Even though we don't know a lot about our Indus and Gandhara civilizations, whenever I study about
them, I always feel curious to learn more. Also, I try to draw parallels between these civilizations and the
resources and time they had at their disposal. If there were a time machine, I would surely go across his-

tory and live in each civilization.

OH $ON OF ADAM,
WHAT HAVE YOU DONE?

Abdul Hadi VIb

This world used to be a tranquil place. The land was
clean and natural, as well as the environment and atmo-
sphere. The man was brought to this marble that is blue
and white. He started destroying the natural resources
that Allah Almighty had blessed because he saw himself
as the land's lord. He contaminated not just the land but
also the water and the air although he was endangering
himself.

The timber industry cut down trees to make money
alone, creating a sense of luxury in its users while also warming the environment, polluting it, and deplet-
ing its oxygen supply. Natural disasters including floods, earthquakes, sandstorms, and others have be-
come more frequent. One of the main causes of all these calamities is deforestation. Man has become in-
credibly cruel. His inwardness is guilty, self-centred, and obsessed with himself. He doesn't care how
much he is affecting the climate; all he cares about is his personal comfort and happiness. And what about
the disposable products? Well, these items were created to make living easier, but what impact have they
had on the environment in just a few decades? Far away, even the continent of Antarctica is not protected
from these human activities. There is a huge pile of garbage gathered which is the size of the United States.



Now, coming to the physical effect that human activities have rendered. Obesity is one of the

major problems nowadays being faced by many people.
What is the reason? To begin with, fewer physical activities are incorporated into our lives. Moreover, pro-
cessed food has become inevitable. Adding to this, fast food is a modern dilemma. If you observe deeply,
in ancient times people tended to have a strong body and immune system. Why? Because they were close
to nature and physically active. Today men prefer to go to the gym in the car rather than a morning walk.
They opt for a Keto diet instead of a simple diet. It is now a wake-up call for us to rethink our lifestyle and

play a role positively.

Arshiq Ismael VIb

Today we're going to explore Area 51. Area 51 is in the state
of Nevada Silver Trails. The common term for a highly clas-
sified American air force facility is Area 51. The general
people cannot visit the area under 24-hour supervision.
Employees of Area 51 travel by plane to the location. Area
51 is currently viewable on Google Maps. The US exploited
the site during World War II. The region was chosen by the
CIA in 1955 as a high-altitude aeroplane test location for the
Lockheed U2. The project Aquatone testing, which was to
be carried out, was authorised by President Dwight D. Ei-
senhower. Area 51 was used to develop various aircraft after
the U-2 entered service in 1956. At Area 51, many witnesses
have reported seeing mysterious flying objects. In 1899, a
man named Robert Lazor claimed to a Los Angeles televi-
sion reporter named George Knapp that he had seen alien
autographs in Area 51, but the real truth is that there are no
aliens there; these claims are all lies intended to cover up the
fact that they are conducting research and experiments on
grains for a top-secret event.

NINI, THE FAIRY

Ayzaa Shahzad VIb

Eleven was Linda's age, a lone child. Being doctors, her parents had to work late hours. Before her parents
arrived home, Linda would spend the entire day with her grandmother and sleep. They would only ever
catch up with her in the early morning as she was leaving for school. Linda received all the newest trinkets
and toys that a child could desire. But family time was something she missed. She regretted not informing
her mother about how school was going, how many friends she had, their names, the activities they played,
and so forth. She would complete her homework, play with toys, and listen to her grandmother's stories.

She had made her toys with her friends, so playing with them was her favourite part of the day. She'd speak
to them as though they were actual people. She once went to bed earlier and sat on her bed while staring
out her window at the night sky. She missed her parents, and tears were streaming down her face. She de-



sired to let them know how much she needed them.
She wished in silence as she closed her eyes.
She wished and then was struck by something.
Her eyes were wide open, she was dumbfounded, and
she was staring at this wiggling monster with wings
when she almost passed out from fear. Glitter was be-
ing dusted off everywhere.
“Oh... What are you?” Linda spoke in a bewildered,
trembling voice.
The creature continued to work on her wings and
added, "Fairy, your buddy. Nini is my name, by the
way.’
Fairies were supposed to be in stories, Linda thought
as she stared in astonishment.
“Can I touch you?” Linda asked excitedly.
"Yes, you can, why not! We are friends now" said the
fairy.
Linda had to go to bed that night because she had
class the next day, but Nini and Linda had a late-night conversation.
“What a dream I had,” she exclaimed as she woke up.
“A fairy was my friend."
“Good morning," said a tiny sleepy voice.
Linda's eyes widened; it wasn’'t a dream. From that day on they were best friends. Linda would share ev-
erything with her.
She couldn't, however, stay with her forever. When Linda turned 16, she had to leave. This must not be
revealed to Linda because it is the sad truth. When Linda leaves, Fairy makes sure she will make friends
and have a nice life. Linda's companion and guardian, Nini, made her the ideal young lady in every way.
Linda eventually grew into a lovely young lady. Linda was a confident, optimistic 16-year-old. Linda
would be devastated, but Nini had to say goodbye since she had to go. She gave her the best wishes for her
future in a brief note. Nini had the same level of heartbreak as Linda.

ALL ABOUT MY DOG, BRUNO

Fatima Amir VIb

Everyone should have a pet in their life. They are the only ones
who genuinely adore us. They never ask for anything in return;
they always give us everything they have. Any pet's life revolves
around making its owner happy. Even the word "owner" is evolv-
ing these days. Pets and people are preferred as parents and as chil-
dren. This is how pet relationships are developing. They receive the
same treatment as humans. For instance, they celebrate their birth-
day and purchase matching outfits, adorable accessories, and many
other things. I believe that the animals are entitled to it. The dog is
the only pet you can find in anyone's home.

The most dependable animal and a man's best companion is a dog.
I also have a pet dog that I adore dearly.



He was just two months old when we adopted him, and since then, we have seen him develop into
a stunning dog.
My entire family adores him with all of their hearts. We adore his crazy antics and find it impossible to
imagine life without him.
He went by the name Bravo Vom Hills. We address him by the nickname Bruno. It truly felt like a bless-
ing for our family when Bruno arrived. He was a puppy when he arrived, with adorable tiny paws and
brown eyes. We couldn't stop raving about how gorgeous he was. To determine who would receive the
most time to play with Bruno, my siblings and I used to quarrel a lot. Our father wasn't too fond of Bru-
no at first, but over time, he became Bruno's closest friend! A new dog had my father all giddy. He con-
tinued to order items for him online. All day long, my dad would be on his phone, buying things for
Bruno online. Bruno turned two on February 18, 2023, and is now two years old.

THE REVIVAL OF THE FINAL

Muhammad Bin Nabeel VIb
As I walked down the pathway, I
realised that I took the wrong
turn. I got stuck and couldn’t
find my way out. I tried to re-
trace my steps but nothing was
working. When it got darker, I
became frightened. My phone's
battery was also dead.
“Oh man, why didn't I charge
it?” I said to myself.
I suddenly noticed a person
sprinting into the woods. He
looked familiar; I just couldn't recognise him as I was staring from the back. When it drew closer, I
sprinted in the direction of the person who was pacing me. I just happened to catch a glimpse of him; he
had yellow eyes with slit-like pupils. He had bony fingers and a twisted nose. He had changed a lot since
the last time I had seen him. It had been close to six years. He spoke softly. He was staring at me with his
piercing eyes as I sprang in front of him.
“Harry is that you?" I asked.
“Yes boy, we will meet again,” he said. I had devastated him, and I couldn't believe it. How is that even
possible?
I cried out in terror, "I - I - I - destroyed you with my own hands.”
“Yes, everyone thought that, well you see — while we were battling you were going to win. I couldn’t be-
lieve it just then I got the idea to fake my death. I ejected myself out of the robot and landed in a bush as
you know my special ability kept me alive”
I was scared, shakingly said, “You imbecile, you, you - you’re a maniac.”
“Ha ha ha, well you know a man’s got to survive,” he shouted at me.
“You are no man!” I frightfully said.
“Well, then let’s see” He grabbed me and tried to get my soul.
I screamed! But just then he said to me, “Not so tough now, you kid."
Just then I remembered, I bit his hand and jumped on him punching him hard in the face and choking
him. I had no special ability. It was all in the locket.



I remembered to call my locket, I must shout, “Accio locket! Accio locket!"

"Oh no!" He said and it flew and landed on my neck. I morphed into my suit.
There was a revival of the final. I jumped on him and started to wrestle him. He was getting the better of
me. I was about to lose him.
“Well goodbye kid!" he exclaimed.
“Hold up, wait a minute."
I hit him hard and unleashed my super attack, the ultimate power strike! I was tired and almost lost my
life. I was rushed into the emergency room and well let’s just say goodbye and as for Harry well, he bit the

IMPORTANCE OF EDUCATION

Taha Mohsin VIb

For both men and women, education is cru-
cial to creating a civilised and healthy society.
It is a crucial tool for securing a bright future
and has a big impact on the advancement and
growth of the country. Citizens of a country
who receive a good education take on greater
responsibility for the growth and construc-
tion of their country's better future. High lev-
els of education among the populace are
known to be the foundation of any developed
nation. Proper education helps a student to
get ample career opportunities in the future.
Good education paves the path for a student
to pursue and he realises his career goals and attains a high-level position in the workplace. Education
plays an integral role in making people noble, civilised, and cultured. It was only educated nation leaders
who laid the foundation of the nation and led it to the pinnacle of success. Education helps to bring suc-
cess to the country, personal advancement, rising social status, economic progress, increasing awareness
towards global and social issues, a solution to environmental issues, and many more. In the present sce-
nario, education has been simplified due to the implementation of long-distance learning programs. The
present-day education system is completely capable of eradicating the common social issues that impact
society such as illiteracy, discrimination among people based on religion, caste and race, poverty, etc. Ed-
ucation aids in the growth of people's minds and the removal of all the key differences prevailing in soci-
ety. It makes one virtuous, a good learner, sophisticated, and aware of the social rights, responsibilities,
and duties of every other citizen and the nation.

RETURN OF THE DOG

Usman Gohar VIb
One rainy night, as lightning struck my backyard, everyone abruptly began shouting. My dog was acting
strangely when I noticed that he had sprinted over to them. At that precise moment, the pizza delivery
man arrived at my door, and I proceeded to open it. The open door provided a route for my dog to escape.
I made an effort to pursue him, but I fell behind.



I was so stressed out from being up for three hours without food that I broke down in tears. I was
lethargic and queasy. After 30 minutes, everyone poured water on me. When I awoke, they
informed me that the dog had returned. I hugged him because I was so happy, but he bit me.
I didn't understand why he bit me because our relationship was friendly. I told him to come
up because it was time for bed, but he started to flee.
While I forced him to go upstairs, he continued to bark all night. I had no idea why he was
behaving in that manner.
I took my dog to the doctor and he bit the doctor while I was waiting to examine him. He
began to flee, but I told the doctor to hold on since he wouldn't bite him again. He sat down
and began to examine again.
He said, "I cannot heal him; there is an odd thing about him."
We were alarmed when all of a sudden strange things began to occur, like a
sofa lifting and glass shattering.
We then informed our father over the phone of everything.
“First, we must get the priest's approval,” he continued.
He granted him permission for the exorcism when he asked him for it. Father
began carrying out the procedure. When he awoke, strange things started hap-
pening. Everything returned to normal after an exorcism that lasted an hour.
The relationship was wonderful once more after he resumed acting normally.

A VISIT AT GRANDMA'S HOUSE

Wareesha Fahad Khan VIb

We were travelling to visit my grandma. We stopped at a rest area, used the restroom, and had some lunch.
We had been on the road for five hours, and it was already afternoon. After five hours, we arrived. I had
been anticipating meeting my grandma for a long time, so I was overjoyed. I hurried inside and gave my
grandmother a bear embrace.
The next day I received the wonderful news that all of my cousins would be visiting my grandma's place,
where we could all play together and watch some scary movies. We all prepared a great dinner and pulled
out my laptop after they arrived. After spending three hours watching a horror film, it was time to pres-
ent my cousins with their gifts and see their responses. They all hugged me as they finished opening their
gifts because they were so joyful. As soon as it was
time for dinner, we all went to have ice cream and
took a long drive. We all had a great time. They
returned the other day.
Later that morning, my grandma informed me
that we would be attending a wedding, and I was
overjoyed. I put on some makeup, curled my hair,
and got dressed. The wedding was very much to
my taste. However, I was too exhausted, so when
we got home, I quickly changed into my pyjamas
and fell asleep. We sat in the car and waved good-
bye to my grandma after I packed my stuff for the
trip back home in the early morning.



RAMADAN:
THE BLESSED MONTH

Hajra Ali VIIIa

There is a month that is cer-
tainly blessed,
Of all the months, it is
the best,
In it, many good
deeds are done,
Homework is easy
and we have lots of
fun,
It was in this month
that the Quran was sent
down,
To the best man, Muhammad 2,
who lived in a desert town
This blessed month is here again,
It's Ramadan of course, so be happy my dear
friend.

YOU'RE THE BEST!

Minaal Ali VIIa

If you always try your best,
Then you’ll never have to
wonder,
About what you could
have done,
If youd summoned all
your thunder,
And if your best,
was not as good,
As you hoped it would
be,
You still could say,
“I Gave Today All I Had In Me”
Never think youre not WORTHY enough,
Just remember you gave it all you had.

THOVUGHTS

Zainab Saleem VIla

Be as bold as a hill,
and stand tall to face all
hurdles.

Be as soft as a breeze,
and bring pleasure and
treasure.

Be as fast as a wave,
washing away all stones coming in the way.

Bring fame and never shame,
Shine as bright as a star,
Fight all obstacles with all your might,
But nobody knew it was last night.

INTERFERING

Zainab Saleem VIla

Do not mind less, mind a lot
But only your business.

Do not talk less, talk a lot
but, only about yourself.

Do whatever you want to do
Just keep it related to you.

Interfering isn’t going to make you successful,
It’s only going to make you a lot more stressed.



LIFE 15 SHORT

Dua Nawaz VIla

Live the life you love
Love the life you live
For it is very short
And can never be bought

Life can be good

Or it can be bad
You've gotten many things
You wish you never had

A really nice house
Even a very fine car
Those fancy things in life
Won't get you very far

Life is for enjoyment
Live yours to the fullest
For it is very short
And can never be bought

You've gotten many things
You wish you never had
Life is made for living
Whether it’s happy or sad

FRIENDS

By Dua Nawaz VIla
A friend knows you well
A friend will support you in your dwell
A friend will stand beside you in life
Supporting you in everything that you do
Without giving you hint or a clue
A friend will always stand to be there for you
Thanks for always being there
And the wonderful
and silent care.

MUM

Muhammad Ismail VIa

Mum! You will always be by my side,

With the unconditional love you provide,
Millions of kisses you have showered upon me,
To your family, you're a true devotee.

You're my saviour through dark times,
You're my sunshine in the morning,
How are you so beautiful?

Did God make you this way?

Cause you're better than what you say.

How did you find the energy, Mum?
To do all the things you did,

To be a teacher, nurse, and counselor,
For me as a kid,

I'll love you till I die,

So I never see you cry.

GRANNY

Arshiq Ismail VIb

Oh granny I love your food
You've never had a bad mood
You live far away

But I miss you every day

I know you love me

With big hugs just for me
You made me smile

Even in the hardest time
There are no words to express
Your wonderful dress

Even though you don’t know how to play chess
You never make a mess

A bunch of stories from the
back day

Are enough to make me

sway



LIGHT DRIZZLE TO DISASTROVS DELUGE

Imaan Umar VIa

Outside the house gate,
People stood to wait,
As it was raining a lot,
They were a happy lot,

It was nighttime,
I was trying to rhyme,
Enjoying the weather,
I was light as a feather,

But a while later,
The kind shower turned into an angry splatter,
So, they decided to go back,
They had a lot to unpack,
They were very sad,
The situation was bad,

The weather was freezing now,
Children were sneezing now,
Their flight was cancelled,
O Disastrous Rain!

Why can'’t you ever be handled?

DAWN

Natalia Ahsan VIa
Morning light is all right,
Nightlight comes with all its might,

But then darkness fills up the town,
Tiny drops fall to the ground.

r' 4
A
From the ocean waves, so strong and stiff,

Can you feel the breeze?
Down and down the broken cliff.

The break of dawn comes
Flying by and then,
Your face shines as bright as shimmers.

LILIES

Mehneel Rehman VIa
Lilies, Oh Lilies, how they bloom,
In colours so pure, in scents so perfumed,
A symbol of innocence, grace, and purity,
They dance in the breeze, in all their beauty.

Their petals, so delicate, white as snow,
Or pink, or yellow, or even red they grow,
Their elegance is timeless, their allure divine,
In gardens and fields, they simply shine.

As the sun rises, they unfurl their blooms,
And as the day ends, they retreat to their rooms,
But in the night, they still radiate,

An ethereal glow, a sight so great.

Lilies, oh Lilies, a flower so
fair,

In bouquets and gardens,

they’re beyond compare,

A symbol of hope, love,

and peace,

In every moment, their

beauty will never cease.




ABOVT $CHOOL

Fatima Amir VIb

School, oh school, how we love thee so

From Monday to Friday, it's where we go
Books and pencils, we pack in our bags

We learn and grow, it's where Knowledge flags.

But sometimes school can be quite tough
Homework and tests, it's not enough
Teachers say "Study hard and try"

But all we want is some TV and pie.

Lunchtime comes, and we rush to the hall
We gobble up food, and it's not small,
Pizza, burgers, and fries galore

Then we eat it all and then want more.

And then it's back to class we go
Our brains are tired, it's really slow.

OLYMPUS MON$

THUNDERSTORM

Zainab Murtaza VIb

The leaves hung on trees
Up the hill, a cool breeze blew,

Suddenly a wild roar was heard,
I was shocked but it got blurred

Nobody knew what was going to happen.
Along the hills, light and dark

On the grass.
There was a trail of fog
Suddenly it got cold and we burnt the log

But the thunderstorm came
Turn the sky black and cloudy if too cool.

I find it frightening cause it roared with lightning,
The Showers of rain arrived,
It was really hard to survive.

I'look up at the sky and felt the rain on my face,
The place got cooler and chilly;
Which otherwise was a dry place.

The largest volcano in the solar system is Olympus Mons on Mars, which stands about
three times the height of Mount Everest reaching an astonishing height of about 22
kilometers.




BAPSI $IDHWA

ENGLISH ESSAY WRITING COMPETITION

LEARNING GIVE$ V$ $0 MUCH
THAT WE OTHERWISE WOULDN'T
HAVE DO YOU AGREE OR NOT?

Gulvisha Kaleem VIIIb
“Education is a passport to the future, so tomor-
row belongs to those who prepare for it today.
Without education, you are not going any-
where in the world” These magical words
were spoken by someone who knew exactly
that education is something that we all
need and without it we are
nothing. It’s true. Un-
educated people are
unaware of the main
purpose of their life.
For example, when
we all were young, we
didn’t know about the
world or any pur-
pose of our lives,
right? Similarly,
people who do
not have any
learning
experi-
ences fear
facing
the real
world
now. If we
compare
all the peo-
ple, educat-
ed people
will have more
knowledge
about right
and wrong.
Other

than this, they will act much more mature and
well-mannered.

Learning teaches us all the ways to communicate
with others and handle situations. It is a funda-
mental block of our life, which holds immense
importance. A person, who will know our history
and the present on-goings, will make much better
decisions because he will have the understanding
and will be aware of the wrong decisions made by
others. He will have a better platform in his life
and will have a broad mind than the others.
Other than the person’s development, if we talk
about a nation’s success, we need to know that hav-
ing a strong education system in that nation will
be the cause of its success.

“Education is a powerful weapon which you can
use to change the world”

Other than education, learning from experienc-
es is also a great factor in one’s development.
Failure is not an end, learning and gaining from
that failure can teach you so many new things
which can be useful for you in the future. Trying
out new things just for the sake of learning and
having experience is a very positive attitude that
can increase your knowledge power and improve
your social skills. Some people are even afraid to
try. Sometimes trying new things can lead to or
become the reason for your success.

I would conclude that education is something
that everyone needs and everyone has the right

to receive. It can teach people many things and
make their lives easier and help them differentiate
among things. It is really important for one’s devel-
opment and in my opinion, people should work on
providing education to everyone so people can be
more educated and strong which will improve the
nation and eventually be successful. On one hand,
I believe that the government must be responsible
for the quality and accessibility of education for
everyone. On the other hand, every citizen should
think about his historical and professional edu-
cation, moreover, everyone should work to make
every effort to improve his knowledge and experi-
ence.



UNTIL | FEARED |
WOULD LOSE IT, | NEVER
LOVED TO READ

Seyab Faisal VIIIb

Watching my grandfather’s dead body be-

ing buried, I gripped tightly onto the jour-

nal he gave to me. I looked around to see
everyone crying their hearts out, except

my aunts and grandmother

who were just crying to

show people and later

on just get all my

grandfather’s mon-

ey and be happy

the very next day

like nothing ever happened. What a thing
life is, one day your loved one is happy and
with you but, the other day theyre gone.
let’s go," my
er said in a sad tone wiping her tears.

“Honey, moth-

Suddenly it started to rain and everyone dashed
out of the cemetery. Before I left, I took a look at
my grandfather’s grave and there was a sliver of the
moon on it. I never knew why my grandfather al-
ways put it on things but I just shrugged and left.
I went home and took a look at my grandfather’s
journal, it had the same sliver of the moon on it.
I'was about to open it when abruptly T heard, “Jenna!
Comedownstairstohavedinner!” Mymom shouted.
I put his journal down and went downstairs. Din-
ner was awfully quiet, I ate and left. When I went in-
side my room my heart almost dropped, my aunt’s
toddler was holding my grandfather’s journal!

I snatched it away from him
and he started crying

and I shouted at him,

“Get out of my room!”

I didn't care if he cried or
anything, I rarely talked or
played with him. Besides,
he's my aunt's son, I don't
like him. I put the jour-

nal on a high shelf and

the kid barged out of

the room and I slept.

A week passed and

I didn't dare to

read my grand-

father’s
journal.
Until I
feared
I would lose it, I never would love to
read it. After my abrupt realisation, I

opened the journal and took a deep sigh.
I said to myself, “I guess it's time to look through
this thing.” I began to read it. It was pretty funny in
the beginning, it had mostly been written about my
grandpa's happy moments in life and the things he
appreciated. But I came to acknowledge that there
was a big gap between the 29th of August 2000 and
the 14th of November 2009, which was the date and
year [ was born and it seemed pretty odd to me, but
I still read it. The more I read, the more horrifying
it got. My grandfather had written that he was hap-
py when I was born because I was my father's first
child but he had nyctophobia and insomnia. He
would have sleepless and restless nights which were
driving him insane and wanted to do the unthink-
able. There was a whole paragraph written on my
grandmother’s behaviour that had also worsened.
I flipped to the next page and the date was the



24th of March 2021, which was just not too long
ago, and he had written that he had fallen into de-
pression very severely and found out my grand-
mother never loved him back and was just after
his money and had cheated on him several times
during their marriage which, he overheard her say-
ing one day while she was talking to her friend. I
flipped to the next page, as my heartbeat was in-
creasing and my hands started to shake from all
the fear and trauma that was inside of me. I de-
cided to close it and not read anymore, I felt a
sudden shiver going down my spine. I gulped
remembering everything that was happening to
him and it was sort of a flashback going through
my mind. I heard all the things my grandmother
said to him as if I was experiencing them through
his eyes. It was dreadful and traumatising, the
echoes kept getting hurtful and louder per second.
I screamed to get rid of everything going in my
mind and it did go away, I don't know why, I
felt as if I had a burden on me. I started panting
heavily to reach for air. I decided to go and take
a walk outside to clear my mind and think clear-
ly about everything I read. I decided to close
it and put it in my drawer, and locked it. I de-
cided to take a walk in my neighbourhood gar-
den. The air was very pleasant and I felt happy
as the cold breeze was touching my face gently.
“Hey Jenna,” my grandma said with a sinister
smile on her face.

I just replied to her with a sad tone, “Hey.”

“What are you doing here,” she said.

“I just wanted to take a walk.”

“Okay, I'm going to go now, honey;” she said, leav-
ing a smile.

My smile left my face. I hated her calling
me ‘honey’ after torturing my grandfather.
I made up my mind. I was never going to forgive

her. I decided to head back home as it was getting
dark. I took all of the courage inside of me and read
the last page, I started sweating and it was getting
hard for me to breathe but still opened it. It told me
the meaning of the sliver of a moon that he put on
everything, it meant that it was a sign for help and
that he was empty on the inside as it wasn't a full
moon. I knew everything and kept quiet for weeks
and weeks and decided never to tell anyone about it.
I kept the journal in alock and put it on my shelf and
never let anyone dare to touch it or read it but myself.

UNTIL | FEARED | WOULD LOSE IT,

I NEVER LOVED TO READ

Sophia Aziz VIIIa

Lacey’s grandmother was always going about,
how she was always on her phone and never read-
ing any books. Lacey did not understand how
her grandparents were so out of style. She pulled
out her Kindle and showed it to her grandma.
“See,” she said, “I do read” And instead of exam-
ining the device, her grandmother waved it away
and replied in a raspy voice, “That damn tech-
nology is brainwashing you. If it were up to me,
I would have never installed the WIFI in this
house.” Lacey sighed, she just wouldn’t understand.
The sound of the engine roaring woke Lacey up. As
she sat in bed, dazed, she looked out of her window.
She saw her parents putting something in the car.
Yawning, she walked downstairs, barefoot,and asthe
cold marble met her feet, negative thoughts flooded
her brain, “what could have possibly happened?”
Lacey was about to find out the tragic news, which
would have her rethinking all her past decisions.
Asshe walked into herliving room, she sawher mom
crying and her dad had his arms around her and was
trying to comfort her, “She’ll be okay.” her dad said.
And then Lacey spoke, “Who...?”
Her parents hadn’t realised that she was there.
Her father replied by saying, “No one, go back to



bed”

Lacey was about to argue when her mom spoke,
“It’s okay Ted, It’s time we tell her”

And then they did. It turned out, the person dad
was talking about was grandma. She had some sort
of disease called Alzheimer, which had affected
her memory. The next day, Lacey went with her
parents to see her grandmother, who had been
admitted to the local hospital. Upon seeing her,
Lacey wanted to burst into tears. Her grandmother
had some sort of drip attached to her and she
seemed skinnier than always. It was a sickening
sight for Lacey as she hugged her grandmother.
Even though she and her grandmother did not

see eye to eye on the aspects of the modern world,
Lacey loved her grandmother and would not want
anything bad to happen to her.

Her grandmother looked at her, and said “You
know what my favourite book is?”

“No,” replied Lacey, wiping the tears off her face.
“What is it?”

And then grandmother pulled out a few pages
with terrible, wobbly handwriting, which had been
stapled together.

“You wrote it when you were seven years old.
Promise me you’ll read it

“I promise.”

And with that, she hugged her grandmother and
that’s when she knew that until she feared she
would lose her grandmother, she would never love
to read.

ANYONE WHO HA$ NEVER MADE
A MISTAKE HAS NEVER TRIED
ANYTHING NEW

Minaal Ali VIIa

It was a normal day for Tyler at school. The same
routine of waking up at 7 am; getting dressed, eat-
ing breakfast, and going to school. But according
to him, what happened in school was the biggest
mistake of his life. At lunch, Tyler went to sit at the
table with his friends. They were all just talking
about the choir because all of them were going to
perform for the choir that day. They were going

to perform the song “Party in the USA” by Mi-

ley Cyrus and it was a pretty difficult song in my
opinion.

Tyler was the lead singer, which means everyone
was counting on him. He was like the leader of the
choir; he was the one who would take everyone

to the top with him. Finally, at 1 pm, it was time
for them to perform their song. While they were
setting everything up the only thing that was going
on in Tyler’s head was what if he did something
wrong that would result in ruining the song and



their performance, he kept thinking of ways that
he could ruin everything instead of thinking about
all the good things that could happen to him. Little
did he know this thought would take him a long
way.

It was finally time for them to perform, the music
started playing and everything was going smooth-
ly. When it was time for the main part of the song
something happened that haunts him to this day. It
was time for Tyler to sing his solo part. Everybody
was ready to listen to him sing because they had
heard many good things about his voice and sing-
ing skills. Just as Tyler was about to hit the high
note his voice squeaked and it sounded horrible.
Tyler’s worst nightmare had come true. He ruined
the choir and let everyone down as to what he was
thinking. He ran away crying with embarrassment.

A month passed by and Tyler still hadn’t forgiven
himself. A new singing competition was coming
up and Tyler refused to take part in it. His best
friend John was begging him to do it but he just
didn’t. John eagerly told Tyler, “Anyone who has
never made a mistake has never tried anything
new. John also told him that maybe what hap-
pened was a signal for him to do better and work
harder and try something that he likes more or has
an interest in or maybe even try harder to achieve
the same dream and that there will be many chal-
lenges and struggles in life but we can’t let them
drag us down.
Tyler listened to his friend's advice and practised
his vocals every day and kept on getting better and
better. He also practised piano and learned to play
it as well, gradually he got amazing at singing and
piano. Tyler then took part in the singing compe-
tition solo and won. Now he is known as a
well-known singer around the globe as Steven
Tyler, best known as the lead singer of the
Boston- based Aerosmith rock band in which
he also plays the piano.
This teaches us to never give up on our
dreams and keep working harder and harder
until we achieve our dream and do what we
have always wanted to do.

CAN EDUCATION UNLOCK THE
DOOR$ TO SUCCESS?

Muhammad Ahmad VIla

Is education key to success? There are many
opinions given by people on this state-
ment. But I think it would be very dif-
ficult for us to find a correct answer, so
here is my opinion about this statement.
According to one school of thought, success

is when you have a lot of money and you



are rich. They think about this because when we
search for the top richest people in the world most
of them are dropouts. So people think that if they
are also college dropouts and they start a business
they can get rich. This has worked but only for a
few. For instance, Bill Gates studied at Harvard
for two years and then left. Mark Zuckerberg also
studied at Harvard for three years and then he left
and there were few others like them. The thing is
that even though they are dropouts, they have
learned at least something that they have used to
start a company. Success does not happen over-
night, you have to work for it and build your name.

Now some people think that if they get a good ed-
ucation they can be successful and even some are.
We are living in a world of technology where a lot is
going on. Many people learn education to be a blog-
ger on Instagram or a Youtuber. They do non-seri-
ous things and they get millions for it. Many de-
gree holders in this world are jobless. This is very
heartbreaking and we have to do something about
it otherwise education will lose its importance. We
cannot deny the fact that “Education is the most
powerful weapon which you can choose to change
the world”. An educated person knows how to face
situations in adverse times. People usually take the
advice of an educated person. A good education
gives people knowledge about good values, morals,
and responsibilities in life. After getting an educa-
tion a person can fight various social evils and is

empowered to remove many problems from society.

An educated person is environmentally conscious.
So in the world where we are living, there is very
little concern about education. As days pass, I
think there will be no care about education in
the times to come. People only care about gam-
ing consoles, which Youtuber is the best, and a
Youtuber starting a business which booms while
when an educated person starts one, it doesn't
boom overnight, it takes a lot of patience and hard
work. We have to instil the importance of educa-
tion in people’s minds by giving more importance
to intellectual and thought-provoking content
I still support the fact that education is the key to
success but nowadays it is just losing its importance.
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Education is a ray of light in the darkness. It is a
life-long odyssey from the cradle to the grave. It is
essential to the life of a human being as it not only
chisels the character of an individual but also paves
the path for an entire community. It is, however,
not limited to the equations one learns at school;
it is not limited to the 'bookful blockheads' who
cram to save their lives; it is not limited to amassing
material wealth and fame. It encapsulates all these
things; however, it is not

limited to just that.

Education is the in-
stilling of pur-
pose and a

process  of

enriching the

human race. Hence, to
say ‘education is im-
portant’ is an understatement.

People who are unemployed or un-
educated have a chance to redeem them-
selves through education. Every human
being has a right to educate themselves.
Every person who is successful in this
world today is because of education. It is
when curiosity meets opportunity, pas-
sion meets trials, and education meets

a human being, it is only then that the
torch of success breathes its first breath.
Individuals like Elon Musk dropped

out of school. Yet, it was his per-
sistent thirst for knowledge, self-ed-

that
enabled him to become the sec-

ucation, and self-discipline

ond richest man in the world.

On the opposite end of the spectrum, we have
Abdul Sitar Edhi, who created the Edhi Founda-
tion to help those in difficulty. He had sleepless
nights just to help people and make their lives
easier. Such examples are the fruits of education.

Some educated people, however, think that mon-
ey and time are equal. They hold material wealth
and success as equivocal. However, they do not rec-
ognise the fact that having a lot of money in this
world does not inform you about life, its premises,
and its priorities. Managing and utilis-

ing time for the fortune of others is

the greatest manifestation of true

education. Every person has one

question in mind that is ‘Is educa-

tion key to success?’ In my opin-

ion, yes! If there’s no education,

no learning, no reading, and no

writing, then this world would

not exist as we see it today.

Everything became possi-

ble because of education.

"Learning is a treasure
that will follow the learner
everywhere." This is a Chinese
phrase and the one who can un-
derstand this, is already successful
in their life. Education should
always be the priority of a person.
The ancient Aristotelian axiom still
holds today which states ‘Man, by
his nature, yearns to know’ Since
education is the vehicle to know-
ing and knowing is the path to
success, it is evident that being re-
moved from education is not only
a crime against a person's materi-
al destiny but also his primordial
nature.
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The Parker Solar Probe is an ongoing mission that mades the closest journey to the

Sun. It captured images and data of the Sun's corona, the outermost layer of the Sun's
atmosphere and confirmed Solar Wind (fast-moving stream of charged particles).
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GRAVITY ON THE MOON

The Moon has approximately one-sixth the gravity of Earth. If you can jump 1 meter

(3.3 feet) high on Earth, you could potentially jump around 6 meters (20 feet) high on
the Moon.
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CLOSEST TO THE SUN

Mercury is the closest planet to the Sun but isn't the hottest due to its thin atmosphere.

It has water ice in permanently shadowed craters at its poles. It also has a large iron
core, making it the most metal-rich planet in the solar system.







A PERFECT CLASSROOM

Ibrahim Yasir Va

When I entered my classroom on the first day of
school after my winter break, it seemed dull and
boring, especially after having spent some wonder-
ful vacations. So I began to think, what would be
a perfect classroom from my perspective? I started
envisaging an ideal classroom and noting down
my ideas.

I thought of a big wide classroom with ample space
for anything we need to do. There should be a very
comfortable fluffy and thick carpet and soundproof
walls for peace and quiet. Next up, group sitting.
It can be helpful in ways such as teamwork and
innovation. The views from the windows should
be of a lush green garden with beautiful flowers.
We should be allowed to bring in games to play in
our free time and be served a three-course meal
for lunch. The seats should be soft and cushioned.
Children should be frolicking around with joy in
the classroom.

There should be beds and a next-generation smart-
board controlled by our brains. There should be a
progress board controlled by AI. Pencils which
have auto-correct should be provided.

There should be a teleporting station and every-
one should be allowed to wear dapper clothes. The
finishing touch should be a robotic wall with LED
lights. I hope in future my grandkids get to expe-
rience what I've imagined and tell me what it feels
like.

PERILOVS MOON: A RACE
AGAINST DESTRUCTION

Dua Shams-Ul-Zaman Vb

The war may have ended, but a greater threat was
approaching. The moon was drawing closer to the
Earth, which could cause massive destruction to
the planet. The world was in chaos. All the peo-
ple were panicking. But this situation wasn't due
to nature; it was because the nearby asteroid and
meteoroids were being thrown towards the moon
and destroyed in a very destructive way. The force
was so great that it caused the moon to move.

In this situation a malfunction caused Hawkeye and
Starlord to be transported to Wakanda. Wakanda
was now a half-abandoned place where many peo-
ple were left. Earlier they received a report saying
that a huge monkey-like monster had been spot-
ted on the moon through satellites. Unconsciously,
Hawkeye stepped on something hard like a rock
looking down, he spotted an infinity stone. The
crises could be solved through these games. Look-
ing up he asked one of

the civilians if there

were more. One of

them pointed to-

wards the temple

and requested

for more infinity

stones. They eas-

ily acquired the

stone. Then

with in-

credible

speed

they

both got in the space-

ship and went to the

moon and with great

action they defeated

the monkey villain.



CAUGHT

IN THE

WEB:

IRONMAN &
$PIDERMAN'S
UNEXPECTED CAPTURE

Abdullah Munawar Vb

As Ironman swooped down, he was not prepared
for what was coming. Droids appeared out of what
seemed like thin air and grabbed him so that when
Peter got a missing alert and “training wheels” set-
ting was automatically turned off.

When Spiderman jumped out of the building, he
was on, he heard a voice. It was his suit. He decid-
ed to name the voice “Suit Lady” (as a part of his
clumsy character). When he decided to use his web
slingers, he realised that they were not working.

“Suit Lady, what is this?” he asked. “You did not se-
lect the default web,” and that was how

ended

up in the

Peter

same cell

as Tony,

and Hydra,
(with no one to
stop him) took
over.

INFINITY $TONES

Hareem Saleem Vb

“The world's safety is in your hands
Hawkeye,” said the government
official. Star Lord was back.
The world was in danger.
18 years back, Star Lord had
had a big fight with Hawkeye’s
parents; both of them were killed
and Star Lord was gone.

Never to be seen or heard from

again. Until a day came when he

came back. Hawkeye was infuriated

when he got to know how his parents were killed.
His anger was so intense that it could cause a for-
est fire. He was more than desperate. He could not
think of anything except REVENGE!

You see, Hawkeye was not a normal person: he had
all the powers no one could imagine. Star Lord was
going to destroy the Earth by using infinity stones.
The task assigned by the government to Hawkeye
was to collect those infinity stones and destroy
them. They could be anywhere around the World.
There were three stones.

The first suspicious place was the Star Lord’s school
where he studied. The school was called Hogwarts.
Guess what? Hawkeye found one stone. It was in-
side an old cabinet in the store room.

The next suspicious place was the graveyard where
Star-Lord’s mother was buried. They found the
stone inside his mother’s grave.

The last stone was sewn inside a teddy bear of Star
Lord was he was little. When Hawkeye was collect-
ing the stones, police found Star Lord and he was
sent to prison. Hawkeye was a hero!



ENGINE FAILURE

Raja Shayan Ali Va
My best friend and I were going to Australia for our studies so we booked a flight from Canada to Aus-
tralia. We found one. It was in ten minutes so we wait-
ed. We grabbed our bags and left. We found our seats
and a few hours passed by. Ten minutes after we board-
ed the flight, my friend started to scream, “The plane is
about to crash!” The air hostess said, “Sir, relax, please.”
My friend said, “It was just a joke” The air hostess left. I
started to look out of the window and saw that there was
smoke coming out of the engine. I informed one of the air
hostesses immediately. A man heard the conversation and
told everyone that we were in trouble. Everyone started to
panic. Someone got a heart attack. A doctor on-board came
running to save the patient. The patient woke up and the
pilot informed us that we are going to have an emergency
landing in China as soon as possible. My friend and I were
sitting scared in our seats. We reached China and took an-

other plane to Australia. It took us two hours to reach there but we were safe and that’s all that mattered.

THE DEBT

Zainab Waqas Va
Once, when I was in class 4 my classmate was upset because she didn’t have
anything to eat. She asked me if she could borrow some money from me. I
only had Rs. 500 as my whole week’s lunch allowance but I wanted to help
her so I gave her Rs. 500. Next day she was absent from school and I had no
money to buy lunch. So I shared lunch with my friend. When she came to
school she told me that she forgot to bring money for me. Again, I had
nothing to buy lunch with so I stayed hungry the whole day at school.
When she came to school after the weekend I asked her for my money.
She returned it to me after many excuses. That day I decid-

ed not to lend or borrow anything from anyone in my life.



RECKLESS
ACCIDENT
IN $AN DIEGO

Ameer Zeeshan Va
On January 8, 2022, there was a collision between
a car and a truck on a busy street in San Diego. The
roads were slippery due to harsh weather conditions
that made the truck driver lose control. On the oth-
er hand, the car driver was using his phone which
distracted him. Two of the passengers were badly
injured while a young child was shaken but unhurt.
The San Diego police rolled on the scene and called
the San Diego paramedics. The police stated it was a
hit-and-run case. It happened due to slippery roads
and rash driving. One of the witnesses said that it
was one of the worst car crashes he had ever seen.
Dueto this caraccident, there wasa 20-mile car pile-
up down the San Diego Intersection Hall Highway.
Drivers should be more careful, especially in

such weather conditions to avoid fatal crashes.

THE CRASH

Shahzaib Gohar Va

On 15 February, a car crash took place due to
reckless driving. The car accident had taken
place in Faisal Garden. The driver was driving
at a great speed and was about to take a U-turn.
The driver didn’t reduce the speed; another car
was coming in at normal speed at the U-turn.
The swiftly moving car driver lost his control.
Due to the weather conditions at the time the road
was already slippery. The car driver skidded into
the main pavement and due to over-speeding he
smashed into the other car. The car driver who
was on the right was killed by the rash driving
of the speeding car. His car was also damaged,
he got injured and broke his knee joint. Another
bike rider was thrown from the vehicle due to a
head-on collision between the two cars. The car

driver tried to run after hitting but was caught

red-handed by the people on the road. The man

was charged with reckless driving and murder.



A $IGHT $0 BRIGHT

Rameen Adeel Va
The sun's farewell is the most beautiful goodbye.
The sky is crimson red and blood orange. The sun-

set is the most peaceful and loveliest sight. The sun
above the sea faces the palm trees. There are tints of
hot pink, violet, and lime. It feels like the sea is en-
gulfing the sun; the last glimmer of the azure sea. It
looks like thousands of diamonds dancing on blue
silk. The sun looks rich and full of beautiful views
and colours. The sun spreads all of its rays on the
beautiful waves as it sinks into the depths of space.

THE SUN’S FAREWELL

Ayat Qamar Va

The Sun’s farewell is the most beautiful goodbye
there is. The golden Sun seems to be sitting on the
warm and calm sea. The sunset is a mixture of tints
of gold, purple, and violet. The Sun above drowns
in the sea. The Sun has some tints of pink and vi-
olet too as it goes down. Sitting on the warm sand,
watching the sunset, and thinking what a master-
piece it is. It seems like the Sun is making its way
out of the twilight. The Sun casts its golden and
magnificent rays on everything that it shines upon.
Eyes are set on the Sun as it keeps fading away only
to rise again the next day.

AN EMERGENCY
LANDING

Mustafa Magbool Va

I was going on an 18 hours flight to Italy so I could
meet my family after four years staying abroad at a
university. My flight was expected to reach at 6:45
am but in the middle of the flight, the left engine
caught fire! The only people who were in the plane
were me and six other pilots. The pilot connected
an emergency call with the control tower and found
out that it was not safe to fly anymore so we were
going to make an emergency landing in the water.
I wasn’t scared about the water; I was scared that
it was the Mediterranean Sea we were landing in.
Then some controlled birds started attacking our
plane and a man flying on clouds seemed to be lead-
ing them called Mister Mind Control. More birds
started attacking us. Luckily, Harry Mcguire and
Mr. Neverdie came and killed them all. Harry Mc-
guire told me to go on the plane so I did and he slid
tackled the plane to fly and reach Italy in 25 seconds
and I reached at 2:20 am. Next, Harry Mcguire slid
his way through the sea to

play his football match.



WHY DOES THE HIPPO
HAVE NO HAIR?

Eshal Idrees Va
One fine morning the hippo was out shopping for
furniture for his house. While shopping he came
across scented candles. He
decided to take a candle
from there so his house
could smell better. When
he came home, he was
very excited. He de-
cided to use his can-
dle. When he lit the
candle, he instantly
fell asleep and forgot
to lock the window. A few hours passed and it was
night-time. A raccoon came in from his window
and saw the candle on his side table. The raccoon
pushed the candle and all of the hot candle wax
fell on him. The hippo jumped up from his bed
and screamed so loud that the whole jungle woke
up. The Hippo jumped into freezing cold wa-
ter, and all the wax froze. Then the hippo pulled
out all the candle wax. It came off of him and so

did all his hair. That's why the hippo has no hair.

EXPENSIVE BORROWING

M. Shafay Aamir Vb
Last week it was my ICT practical exam and I need-
ed a laptop to practise Microsoft Word. I didn’t
have a laptop so I asked my cousin to lend me his.
He agreed to only give me his laptop for a really
short duration of time. I reached home with the
laptop, placed it on the table, and started making
tea for myself. When my tea was ready I took the
laptop along with it and decided to sit outside in the
garden of my house because the weather was pleas-
ant that day. I placed both things on the table and
got to work. After a while, my brother and a cousin
of mine came outside to
play football. When my
brother was shooting
toward the goalpost,
the ball accidental-
ly aimed for the cup
of tea. The
tea spilled
all over the
laptop and it got turned oft by it-
self. I kept on trying to turn it back on but unfor-
tunately, nothing worked. I quickly ran to my room
and took out all the money that I had received
on Fid. Next, I rushed to the nearest Apple store
and bought the exact same laptop for my cousin.
I went back to his place, explained the whole sce-

nario, apologised, and gave him the new laptop.



DO CHILDREN
NEED CELL PHONES?

Mustafa Awais Va

Cell phones are important for children but only
if they use them wisely. For example, if they need
help, they need to talk to someone or if they are
in an emergency they can call for help. If they are
hungry they can order something online. It is a
great device to improve one’s knowledge of a sub-
ject matter as well. These are only a few advantages
of giving cell phones to children.

SUNSET

Eshal Naeem Khan Vb
The Sun's farewell is the most
beautiful goodbye there is. Oh
my! Oh my! It’s just so glorious
and magical! Just so calm and
relaxing. Imagine laying on the
sand as the sunset’s three colours,
red, orange and yellow blend to-
gether and turn into pitch-black
and twinkling stars. The sand,
soft as a pillow. The sun sets and
this is the masterpiece it creates.
The ocean is an emerald colour
and seems to wave goodbye to

the sun. The windy breeze makes your hair move
like you are in a fantasy tale. It’s so pretty like you
are on a vacation to Iceland, and just so magnifi-
cent. The sunset is the best view there ever is. The
birds are chirping. The night sky starts making
an entrance. The neon Sun starts blinding peo-
ple with its beauty for the last time. Soon, the sun
will be long gone. You start getting visions of its
beauty. The wind is pushing you back from the
ocean. Saying goodbye to the Sun with a heavy
heart, hoping to see this scene again the next day.

DO WE HAVE ANY
$URVIVORS?

Minahil Salman Vb
On 17 July 1974, a fatal car accident took place.
The accident happened on West Canal Road in

Faisalabad. The car belonged to a police officer. Af-
ter investigating, the police team found out that he
was chasing a robber, and because of over speeding
when the tire of the car burst and he lost control.
The car fell into the canal. What happened to the
officer? Fortunately, the officer survived and was
immediately rushed to the hospital. He fell into a
deep coma and had severe injuries. After two years
he thankfully woke up. The robber was arrested by
General Khan in 1978. He was accused of stealing
Rs. 55,000. His punishment was 10 years for stealing
and five additional years for causing the accident. In
total, the judge sentenced him to 15 years in prison.



A BEACH

Dua Shams-Ul-Zaman Vb
Merlin Beach is located in Egypt on the coast of
the Mediterranean Sea. It
is a pretty developed
beach with multiple
food stalls and cloth-
ing stalls. Merlin
Beach is a popu-
lated beach with
an oceanfront. It
stretches as far as
you can see, look-
ing endless. Some
areas of the beach are
isolated and more peaceful
than others. Merlin Beach is full of kids playing
with beach balls, building sandcastles, and play-
ing beach frisbee. Some people are reading books,
others are enjoying cold beverages and there are
dozens of sunscreen bottles everywhere. People are
parasailing, scuba-diving and some are just sun-
bathing. Most people are surfing and jet skiing. The
water is deep yet crystal clear. There are low tides
in the water which makes it even more peaceful
to look at. Every seashell or rock under the water
can easily be seen. A day at Merlin Beach is really
de-stressing and enjoyable. A day at this beach and
all your stress will be gone. The air is breezy and
you will feel peaceful and carefree at this beach.

A DAY AT CRESCENT
TEXTILE MILLS (CTM)

Syeda Fiza Zehra Zaidi Vb
I was packing my bag for the trip to Crescent Mills.
I was excited and pumped up for the trip the next
day. I packed some mouthwatering snacks and
drinks. The trip began
on Wednesday,
2 November
2022

from 9:45 am to 1 pm. I slept very early and woke
up at 6:30 am. I changed my clothes and got my
bag. I reached school as fast as I could. When I
came to the class everyone seemed very excited. At
9:45 am my teacher called us outside and asked us
to sit on the bus. Our class got our own bus which
was a VIP bus. We played songs and the other bus-
es didn’t. The bus started moving. We played songs
and started singing. It took us one hour to reach.
When we reached the facility, we took part in the
plantation drive. It was a small gate and we thought
it was a small factory but no it was huge. On our
way to the lounge, we saw ducks quacking and it
was so calming. When we reached the lounge, the
management showed us an introductory video. We
got to know that four brothers started this com-
pany and that there were 2700+ trees in the mill.
They gave us some time to eat and also provided
us with goodie bags which was a very kind gesture
on their part. Then they took us inside the factory
but before that, they gave us earplugs. When we
went inside, it was very noisy. There were a lot of
people working. The guide told us not to walk too
close to the machines. Women were sorting out
cotton. First, the cotton was turned into thread,
then cloth and then it was bleached. Next, it was
printed and coloured. They gave us cotton to touch
and it was so soft. The gigantic machinery looked
terrifying and dangerous. In the end, we took a
group photo in front of the Crestex landmark.
It was a memorable trip, one I will never forget.

CLIMATES OF DIFFERENT
AREAS OF PAKISTAN

Ayat Haroon I'Va
There are different climatic regions in Pakistan.
Pakistan lies in a temperate zone with different
climatic conditions. Karachi being a coastal city
is very close to the sea. Its minimum height above
sea level is 5 metres. On the other hand, Murree
is at a height of 2291 metres and is a mountain-
ous area. The climate of Karachi is warm and
humid while that of Murree is cold and rainy.
The people of Pakistan get themselves adjust-
ed according to their respective area’s climate..



HISTORY OF
CHOCOLATE

Sarah Afzal Khan & Zayan Ahmad I'Va
People in what is now Mex-
ico were drinking
Chocolate 2000
years ago. It was very
bitter, a bit like coffee.
Once factories started
making chocolate in the
1700s, it became a fa-
vourite treat in many
countries. People love
chocolate so much that they
eat it more than any other sweet.
The tree that gives us chocolate is
the Cacao Tree. It comes from the beans that are
found in large pods on the tree. The people in Mex-
ico have been drinking chocolate for 2000 years.
At that time people brought cacao beans across
the ocean to Spain but it only became popular in
Europe. In 1528, the Spanish brought cacao beans
and knowledge of how to make a chocolate drink
to Spain. After that in 1567, the first chocolate
shop opened in London. The first chocolate bar
was sold in 1847. Now in 2023, the world will con-
sume over 43,000,000 metric tons of cocoa beans.

MAKING OF
CHOCOLATE

Naveera Qamar [Va

Chocolate is a food product made from the tree
of cacao beans. Unprocessed chocolate that’s been
dried and roasted with a bit of sugar and cream
added to it tastes divine. Fine chocolate falls into
three categories: Dark chocolate, Milk chocolate,
and White chocolate. Dark chocolate is made with
chocolate liquor, cocoa butter, lecithin sugar, and
vanilla. Milk chocolate includes more milk and
dairy fat while white chocolate has no cocoa at all.

AVRORAE

Aurorae are colorful displays of light in the sky. They are caused when energy and parti-

HAUNTED
HOUSE

Muhammed Qasim I'Va
I was wandering in the woods near my house. I
kept going for a while until I saw a cottage at a dis-
tance. I carefully approached it. The cottage looked
like no one had been in it for thousands of years.
As I walked towards it, I slowly touched the door
causing it to collapse. I tiptoed inside but I was
tull of fear. Suddenly I stepped on a branch and
it made
aloud
noise. A
bunch of
bats flew
like a jet
out of
the door.
I was
terrified.
I crept
into the
garden. It
was like
an over-
grown
rainforest.
The gate
was hang-
ing off its
hinges.
As I raced
forward, the ground in the house was green with
mould and so were the walls. I felt hypnotised and
went deeper into the ghostly house I could hear a
dim moaning but it got louder and louder. I was in
the room with a screeching ghost that smelled like
a dead rodent. There the man staring at me was
bony-ragged. I quickly ran out of the cottage and
started running at full speed. I did not look back
and kept going until I reached my home. I locked
myself in my room.

cles from the Sun get through Earth's magnetic field and collide with the air molecules.




A TIME WHEN IHAD TO
OVERCOME MY FEAR

Ayat Tauseef IVa
A few days ago, I had to overcome my biggest fear
which is needles! I have always been so terrified
of needles because they
go inside my body. My
mum took me to the
doctor to get my
flu shot. When
I arrived there
my legs were
shaking out of fear.
I may not have been
thinking about the flu
shot, but my mind was
full of things that could
go wrong. My mum gave
me ice cream to calm me
down, but I still couldn't
help it. What if the doctor gave me
the wrong shot or what if I died? I didn’t want to
die; I was only 10 years old! Thoughts like this
were roaming in my head. Then the nurse called

my name, “Ayat Tauseef, it's time for your flu shot”

The doctor asked me some questions to distract
me and... It didn’t hurt as much as I had expected.
After that, my mom got me a new phone. I will get
another shot anytime.

THE HIDDEN VICTIMS OF
PAKISTAN'S FLOODS

Abdul Wadood IVa
The rains have ended and sadly to a great
degree, so have the media’s attention. Yet
four million children are fighting for survival
against contaminated and stagnant flood wa-
ter in Sindh. With homes destroyed, people are
suffering a bitter winter without decent shelter.
This heartbreaking flood has turned villages
into islands and children into orphans. Families

are still living under scraps of plastic in literally
freezing winter. The flood-affected districts have
become a nightmare for the inhabitants. In these
regions, 1.6 million children suffer from the fear
of stunted growth. An investment is desperately
needed to build human capital, especially in rural
Sindh and Balochistan where much of the devas-
tation has occurred. These vulnerable communi-
ties need reliable access to essential services such
as healthcare, education, and hygiene in remote
areas.

HOMEMADE FOOD

Ibrahim Khalid I'Va
Homemade food is more hygienic than outdoor
food and it has fewer calories and more nutrition.
However, my favourite food is chicken burgers.
I like burgers because they are juicy, tender, and
tasty. When you bite a soft moist
burger it makes you feel happy
and want more. When you eat
the entire burger, you feel
satisfied. In conclusion, it can
be said that I will not ever
be fed up with
eating burgers
every day.



IF IHAD
AMILLION DOLLARS

Hareem Taimur IVb

If T had a million dollars? Oh! Thank God! It’s a
dream come true. Who's the boss around now? I
would scream my lungs out at my baby brother.
If I were to get a million dollars I would spend a
lot on myself to buy shoes, clothes, and millions
of Robux. I would store half of the money in the
bank. I would hire my mother as my manager but I
hope she wouldn’t keep my money to buy a Birkin
Bag! IfI had a million dollars I would surely open
a chocolate factory in collaboration with Willy
Wonka. I will go on a six-year-long world tour,
walk on the streets of New York, and go to Disney-
land. But on a serious note I would spend the mon-
ey on three people:

me, myself and L.

IMPORTANCE
OF WATER

Muhammad Magbool IVb

Do you know how much water is wasted every
year? We should not waste water as water is vital for
life. Clean freshwater is necessary for drinking and

sanitation, providing for our crops, and creating
and maintaining the ecosystems
on which all life depends. We can
save water by turning off the
water while brushing

our teeth and

using less wa-

ter while

water-

ing

the

plants.

A DAY AT THE
PLAYGROUND

M. Arham Munawar IVb

It's always fun to visit the playground near my
home. This playground has swings and spots to sit
with the family and enjoy the time. Last weekend,
my family planned a picnic at this playground.
When we went there, the air was so fresh and the
flowers looked so beautiful. Birds were chirping,
and the little girls and boys were playing around.
Some people were playing chess. Children
were running wild here and

there, elated.

I loved that day.



MY
DREAM MANSION

Eesa Ali IVb
Everyone fantasises about living in their dream
mansion and so do I. I've always dreamt of liv-

ing in a dream house and not just any house, a
mansion with lots of mysterious things. I don't
like everything to be fancy in my house but
just a few. I want to have the world’s best gam-
ing computer in my mansion and some fami-
ly time of course. That is my dream mansion.

A NIGHTMARE

Nael Mansoor Riaz IVb
It was a frosty night. I was walking towards the
park. Suddenly it started pouring. I spotted a pe-
culiar house behind some spooky trees. As I was
looking at the house I saw an eerie shadow across
a window. I got curious and walked towards the
house. When I entered the house I heard petri-
fying noises. There was a stench of rotten meat
and cobwebs over the broken windows. There
were black bats with white spots on the stairs.
When I looked down on the floor, fat rats
were ripping a rotten piece of bread. A
rat tried to bite my toe and I screamed in
pain. As I ran towards the main entrance,
a woman in white ragged clothes and long
hair appeared in front of me. I screamed and
cried for help until I heard someone calling
my name. I opened my eyes and saw the
face of my mother who was trying to wake
me up for school. I realised it was a nightmare.

THE $CORPION
AND THE FROG

Safina Usman IVb
One sunny day, a scorpion was crying because he
wanted to cross the river. A frog saw the scorpi-
on crying. The frog asked, “What is wrong?” The
scorpion told him everything. The frog said,
“I can cross the river; you can sit on me
but don’t sting me.” The scorpion made
a promise to not sting the frog but as
they were crossing the river, the
scorpion stung the frog.
The frog asked, “Why did
you sting me? Now we
both are going to die”
Then they both died. It’s
a lesson for us in this sto-
ry to never trust a stranger.

PIZZA LOVER

Aanya Shaiq IVb
I am a foodie! I love to cook and eat. Food gives
us energy. Without food, there is no life. My fa-
vourite food is pizza. Its flavour is so good. Thin
crust is my favourite bread. When I eat pizza, I
feel the heavenly goodness of fresh cheese and my
favourite bread. Mozzarella dough is so good but I
like thin crust more. At the same time, we should
eat healthy food too. I eat pizza only on weekends.



WORL

LAVENDER

Zara Babar III b
One morning when I came back from school I
heard a sound coming from my bedroom. When
I got there I saw a monster, a baby monster. I
took it to bed and gave it some food and wa-
ter. I even named it ‘Lavender’ because it had a
light purple colour. I kept it safe under my bed
so no one could notice. A few days later, sud-
denly, Lavender got lost. I searched all over the
house but I could not find it! It was missing!
I went to the dragon world and saw it there with
her family. I thought that everyone would no-
tice that I was different but nobody noticed. The
dragons were all very friendly and so they made
me their friend. We had so much fun and even
had a tea party. They told me that I was welcome
to come over any time. I bid farewell to Lavender
and left it there. Then I came back home safely and
was glad that nobody had noticed my absence.

THE CAGED MONSTER

Ibrahim Umair IIT b
My monster's name is Herobrian. It is small in size
so I keep it in a cage under my bed. One day when
I came back home from school, I checked under
my bed and couldn’t find it so I checked every

room in the house but it was nowhere to be found.
I couldn’t ask anyone about it because I had kept
it a secret. After a lot of hours of searching, I went
to my garden, destroying my

plants. I ran towards it and

put it back in its cage. The

next day, I went to a store to

buy a new cage

for my mon-

ster which

was stronger

than the one

I had before

so it couldn’t

escape again.

MY MONSTER

Uzair Saqib Ellahi Il a

My monster is multicoloured and multifaceted. It
has orange wings with yellow feathers around them
and the wings are under its second face. It has a
scorpion-like tail under its right wing. Above its
feet is another blue body which has claws on the
left and right. Its first face and first body are wobbly
and it does not have a fixed shape. It's not friend-
ly, instead, it is aggressive and furious. It’s a gigan-
tic monster and could fight Captain America if it
wanted to. Each of its bodies is dark blue and its
feet are green and yellow. All of its other claws are
orange. Its scorpion tail is quite huge and its stinger
has an arrow with an alien extending further out.
It has tiny claws beside its first head, left and right.
If it is your friend, you should probably listen to

it or it will cost you.



THE
GHOST IN THE PICTURE

Shazmeen Faisal IITb
Eric’s cousin talked to the doll
as a friend and told it every-
thing that had happened that
day. When the doll spoke, it was
in the voice of a man. In truth,
there was a ghost inside the
picture of the doll. The next
day, Eric told his family mem-
bers everything, but they hard-
ly believed him. “Let’s check
on her tonight,” they agreed.
That night, they all stood behind
the wall and heard her talk to the doll in the picture.
What shocked them was that the doll talked back to
her. The next morning, they threw the picture into
the sea without telling the girl. She searched for it
everywhere and then forgot about it, eventually.

MY BEST FRIEND

Elaaya Haroon IIIb
A best friend is someone who lifts
you up when you are feeling down.
My best friend's name is Ayat Omar.
She is seven years old. She is
tall and her voice is sweet. Her
favourite colour is pink.
She is my best friend
because we are in the
same school and we
play a lot. We met on
the first day of school.
She is a considerate per-
son. Her skin is tanned.
Her hair is straight. Her
eyes are bright and the colour of her eyes is brown.
When we were little we went to Nathiagali together.
We ate snow cones. The flavours we ate were straw-
berry, raspberry and blueberry. We made a snow-
man as well. We also had a snowball fight. I am al-
ways bored at my house without her because I have
only one little brother. My best friend keeps me
company. She is very important and dear to me..

SURPRISE

Eshaal Afzal ITIb
There was a time when I felt sad. It was my fifth
birthday. I felt sad because nobody was paying at-
tention to my birthday. My parents were busy and
my friends were not coming. I felt
lonely and ignored. I felt that no-
body cared for me. I was
mad and decided to get
angry and not listen to
my parents. I went
into my room and
started crying.
All of a sudden,
I saw my par-
ents coming
into the room
as they said,
“Surprise!” I was shocked. I saw my parents
and friends with a birthday cake in their hands.
I was super happy. I hugged my parents and
said, “Thank you!” Then I had a big party. It in-
stantly cheered me up and made me feel better.

THE FIRST TIME | CELEBRATED
MY BIRTHDAY PARTY

Ibrahim Afzal IIIb
Thefirsttimelcelebrated mybirthdaypartywaswhen
I was eight years old. I celebrated it at my house. My
father organised it. I wore pants and a short-sleeved
shirt. The birthday cake had Avengers written on it
and it was chocolate flavoured. For food, there were
pizzas, burgers and sandwiches. The theme of my
birthday was Avengers. There was a game called Pin
the mask on Spider-Man. There was also a Pinata.
We played a game in which we had to throw balls
in the boxes and whoever had the most score, won.
We also played a game in which a cup



had to be balanced and whoever was a
playing had to run to the other side. Another
game that we played was in which everyone had
to guess where I was hiding. I invited my friends
and my family. It started around 1 pm and end-
ed at 7 pm. First, we played the games and then
we watched the magic show. Later, we saw a pup-
pet show. After that, we ate food and finally, I
unwrapped all the presents that my friends had
brought me. I had an amazing birthday party.

BIRTHDAY PARTY

Ayana Siddique IIla
The first time that I celebrated my birthday par-
ty was when I was eight years old. All my family
members including a few close relatives, my mum,
my dad, and my brother were all there. I got a new
skateboard and also a pencil case. The birthday
party was celebrated at my house. We went for
dinner later. My jaw dropped when I saw the enor-
mous zebra-shaped cake that my parents had or-
dered for me. We cut it and I had the best birthday
ever including all the presents that
I got. I also met
my  friend
Uzair when
we  were
out for
dinner.

WRITE ABOVUT A TIME YOV FELT $AD
Ibrahim Ali ITIb
One time when I felt sad
was when my friends
bullied me. They were
calling me nicknames.
They were being rude
to me. I felt lonely. I
also wished they would
be nice to me. I would
sit alone at lunch-
time and they would
make fun of me be-
cause I had no friends.
I stood up for myself
and told my older sis-
ter that I needed help.
She spoke to the bullies and they said that
they would be more polite with me from then
on. They didnt want their parents to know!

HOW TO BAKE AN OREO

Zoya Rameez IIIb
You will need:
* Oreos o milk
« cocoa powder « whipped cream
* sugar « baking powder
o beater o sprinkles
« serving plate « food colour
« knife « nutella

« cake mould

Procedure:

First, take some Oreos and take the cream out of
them. Don’t throw the cream in the dustbin, keep it
in the fridge. Take the Oreos without the cream and
crush them. Second, put the milk in the crushed
Oreos. Then put two spoons of cocoa powder
in it. Add half a spoonful of sugar

and one spoonful of Nutella in it.

Also, add one spoon-

ful of baking pow-

der to the mixture.

After that, put one

spoon of whipped cream

in it. Next, add three drops

of food colour. You can use

any colour of your choice.

Then, use a beater to mix

all the ingredients together.



After that, put the cake mixture into the cake
moulds to give shape to the cake. Bake it in the
oven for at least 25 minutes. Don't forget to pre-
heat the oven. Decorate the cake with some
sprinkles or choco beans. Finally, slice the cake

with a knife and serve it on a serving plate.

A SHATTERED WINDOW

Dawood Asad IIIb
I came into my room and I saw that my window
was broken. I told my parents. They were very
shocked I thought that my friend had broken the
window. We told the police. The police started to
investigate. After a very
long time, the police
found some footprints.
I saw someone lurking
around. He matched
the description of the
person I had seen in the
camera footage. He was
wearing glasses. I ran af-
ter him and caught him.
I asked him, “Why did
you break my window?”
He said, “I was playing football. It hit the window
sorry.”
I said, “It’s okay.” We had finally caught the win-
dow breaker.

MYSTERY SOLVED!

Zara Omer IIIb
In my mom’s bedroom, a window shattered and
smashed. My mom got frightened and said, “What
happened to the window? It has broken into piec-
es” We wanted to know who had broken it. My
cat, Angel, was so excited that it started to lick its
paws. Then my mom said, “Can you see what I see?
There are paw prints everywhere.” We thought they
were our cats. But they were actually human shoe
prints. My mom got shocked. She said, “There is
something in the shed.” Lights were turning on and
off. Then my cat ran away. I thought someone who
looked like my dad was trying to fix the window.
Then he said that Angel was trying to get her toy
from the shelf. Suddenly Angel made a sad face. I
asked, “Angel was it an accident?” She nodded her

head in agreement. Then my dad fixed the window.

GRANDPARENTS

Hamza Saleem IIIb
My grandparents are my father’s parents but
I feel like they are Allah’s greatest gift to me.
My grandmother is 63 and my grandfather is also
the same age. I can’t even count what my grandpar-
ents do for me. My grandfather always wears shalwar
kameez and every Sunday he goes to his mother’s
grave regularly. My grandmother
wears a shalwar suit. She is el-
egant and so is my grandfather
who is intelligent as well.
My grandmother and I eat
ice cream together while
my grandfather takes me
out to spend time with
me. My grandparents
are very important to
me. They are old but
as good as new. They
shinebrighterthantheSun.

GRANNY DARLING!

Haleema Ahmed IIla
A grandmother is a person who spoils us with end-
less pampering and love. My grandmother is also
very loving. Her name is Shehnaz. She has wavy
brown hair. Her nose is long. Her voice is as sweet
as sugar. Her skin is very soft. She has a tall and del-
icate figure. She has sparkling brown eyes. Her face
is round and wrinkled. And her teeth are very well
cleaned. Her favourite colour is orange. She is very
generous and kind-hearted. She is very polite and
courageous. I love
spending time with
her. Her warm hugs
and her heartfelt cud-
dles always make my
day. Her gentle and
optimistic  attitude
fills me up with posi-
tive energy. She is the
only person I depend
upon a lot. She is the
best grandma ever.



A SAD DAY IN 5CHOOL
Zahra Gul ITIb
One day I was
sitting in class.
I took my
homework out
of my bag to
give it to my
teacher. When
my friend
came, she
snatched  my
homework and
ripped it apart.
I felt really
sad and start-
ed crying. She was making fun of me and I be-
came very sad. I stopped talking to her. After a
few days, she wrote me a letter and apologised.
After that, we sat together at lunchtime and
had lunch with each other. Later, I felt better..

DIARY WRITING

Shafay Waqas I1I a
Wednesday
18th January, 2023
Dear Diary,

Today something crazy happened. There was alock-
down drill in school. When the bell rang, someone
hid beside the door, and someone hid in the activity
corner. The alarm kept ringing for a very long time.
The table blocked the door. We all were laughing,
but our teacher told us to be quiet as it was prepara-
tion for something serious. Later, we regretted
taking it as a joke.

Now I am tired,

so I am going to

sleep. T will talk

to you tomor-

row again with

the latest updates

from my life.

FRIENDS FOREVER

Airah Naeem Khan III a
A best friend is some-
one who lifts you up
when you feel down.
My best friend is Mu-
fleha Zulfigar. Mufleha
is a bit short. Her head
is oval and her face is
flat. Her teeth are real-
ly shiny. Her eyes are
small and brown. Her
nose is broad. Her hair
is wavy and its colour
is black. Her complex-
ion is fair. Her voice
is very sweet. Her fa-
vourite colour is purple. Mufleha’s personality is
kind-hearted. She is intelligent, confident and fun-
ny. There are a lot of things that are praiseworthy
about Mufleha. She is a really nice human. We also
share a memory together of a birthday party in the
movie theatre. It was really fun and we both en-
joyed it a lot. Mufleha means a lot to me because
she’s always been there for me. I will never for-
get her; she'll be my best friend forever and ever.

HOW TO DRAW A HEN

Qadr Faizan 11T a
You will need:
pencil, paper, marker and a sharpener

Steps:

First, take a pencil and sharpen it. Secondly, use the
pencil and make a handprint on paper, basically
tracing the outline of your hand. Third-

ly, draw a beak on the

thumb. After that,

draw two legs un-

der the handprint.

Finally, outline your

handprint with a

black marker and

fill it with colours

of your choice.



MY TOY FRIEND
Mufleha Zulfiqar I1Ia
Today I am going to introduce you to my toy and
friend, Jeff. Jeff is a
musician and was in
a cosplay band but
got kicked out be-
cause he was too good
at it and his friends
were jealous of him.
He has his own band
now. Jeff loves his
red guitar so much
that he takes it every-
where and he loves
to dance too. Jeff is a very unique, funny and joy-
ful cactus. He lives in his pot. His texture is soft
and he is green-coloured. His purple sparkly hat
looks very fancy on him. Jeff sings very well too.

$ARA & THE THREE FOX

Rahim Ali Il a
Once upon a time, Sara was playing in the ground.
She played football for fifteen minutes and then
she walked on the road. Suddenly she found a
huge mansion. She walked inside the mansion be-
cause the door was open. When she walked inside
the huge mansion she was in shock. The mansion
was so huge and beautiful. As she took a few steps
she noticed that there was a very good aroma all
around. She noticed that the smell was coming
from the kitchen as she walked inside the kitchen,
she saw her favourite food on the table. It was Ra-
men noodles! She couldn’t control her excitement
and took a bite from the biggest bowl. She didn't
like that bowl because it was too cold. Then she took
a bite from the medium bowl. She didn’t like that
bowl either because it was too hot. Then she took
a bite from the smallest ball and it was just perfect.
She ate the entire bowl! Now she wanted to sit. She
walked inside the biggest room first as she walked
inside the room she found a chair. She sat down on
the chair and it was too soft. She walked inside the
medium-sized room and saw a chair. She sat down
on it. But she didn’t like it as it was too hard then

she walked into the smallest room and saw another
chair. As she sat down on the chair Sara said “This
is it! This is the perfect chair” She was very tired. As
she was in the smallest room she decided to sleep
on the smallest bed. The smallest bed was so cosy
she fell asleep within a few seconds. Then she heard
a sound that went like “Ding Dong!” There was a
maid in the house who opened the door. Sara didn't
know that there was a waitress. Three foxes came
into the mansion. They felt a bit hungry then they
remembered that they had made ramen. They went
into the kitchen. Papa Fox said, “Somebody has
been in my ramen,” and then Mama Fox said some-
body also took a bite from her ramen. Then the
youngest fox said, “Somebody ate my whole bowl
of ramen.” The three Fox complained in frustration.
Next, they wanted to sit on their chairs. Papa Fox
said that somebody sat in his chair and then Mama
Fox said that somebody sat in hers as well. Then the
youngest one said that somebody sat in their chair
and broke it! The three Fox were quite tired now
and so they wanted to sleep. Then Baba Fox said,
“Somebody slept in my bed”. Later Mama Fox also
said the same. What the youngest one said grasped
their attention instantly, “Somebody slept in my
bed and is still

sleeping in

there” Sara was

then  locked

up forever

with the three

foxes in their

huge mansion.



MY BIRTHDAY PARTY

Fatima Qamar Ila
My birthday party from last year
was the most memorable one
because I enjoyed it so much. I
invited my best friends and my
Mum bought my cake from the
shop. After some time, we went
to the jumping castle. It was so
big and amazing. My friends
gave me lots of gifts. My cake was
pink. I wore my favourite dress and
then my Mum made my hair. I was look-
ing pretty. Everyone enjoyed the birthday party.

BAKING FUN!

Mustafa Shahbaz I1a
It was a sunny day. Linda was very excited as she
was going to go bowling with her mother. At noon
they were going to do some baking. When she got
the ingredients, she was ready. First, she put some
chocolates in the pan to melt. Next, she took some
bread. After that, Linda was pouring melted choc-
olate but she hurt herself. Lindas mother helped
her. At last, Linda put some cream on and the cake
was ready. Linda and her mother ate the cake.

MARY AND THE $PIDER

Ahmed Munawar Ila
Mary was very happy because it was a holiday. Mary
went to the garden. The weather was pleasant. She
was collecting sunflowers from the garden. A spider
came. The spider was so scary. Mary was scared. She
was sweating badly. She ran home and told her par-

ents about
the spider.
They  came
and  helped
in picking
the  flow-
ers. Mary

was very happy.

PET PARADE

Fatima Qamar Ila
The pet parade event was held last week in school.
The day was Wednesday. The event was two hours
long. The background was amazing. The event was
very good. There were many pets. There were so
many dogs. Some of them were small and some
were big. There were fish, cats, parrots, ducks,
turtles, chickens, and pigeons. I brought parrots
named Alex and Elsa. I decorated the cage with
colourful beads. There was a small dog named
Charlie. He was two months old. There was a
Shih Tzu. There was a white cat wearing a gold-
en crown on its head. There was a small goat.
The colour of the goat was black and white. It
was a great day. I was so happy. I enjoyed it a lot.

Raza khan Sial ITa
A pet parade was held in our school last Wednes-
day. It was almost two hours long and we saw
amazing animals. There was background music
and the event was colourful, interesting and gor-
geous. The animals were so cute. There was a white
cat wearing a yellow skirt. There was a green tur-
tle, a hen, a barking dog, five parrots and a goose.
The animals obeyed what their owners said. The
Prep students brought stuffed toys as their ani-
mals. I was so happy, and I enjoyed it so much.

JAMES WEBB SPACE TELESCOPE FLIES INTO SPACE

James Webb Space Telescope (JWST) surpasses the capabilities of its predecessors. It aims

to study the formation of stars and galaxies, investigate the origins of life-supporting
atmospheres in exoplanets, and unlock many other mysteries of the universe.




Muhammad Omer IIb
The pet parade took place. It was an amazing
event. The event was almost two hours long. Ev-
eryone was enjoying the background music. The
parrots were good. The fish was small. The rab-
bits were cute. Everyone really enjoyed the event.

MY FAVOURITE ANIMAL
Hashim Affan Javaid Ila

My favourite animal is a lion. It is a big cat.

I like it because it roars loudly. It is the

king of the jungle. It scares animals. I

like its big bushy tail. Its big brown eyes

are fascinating. I like it's golden mane. I

like that it lives in a cave. Not only

that, but I love lions the most.

Mustafa Hassan Ila
My favourite animal is a wolf because it is
brave and faithful. They are from the dog
family. They howl at night. Likewise,
they are brown or black in colour.
They live in the mountains. They
live in groups called wolf packs.
They are carnivores. They are wild
like big dogs. Wolves can see

in the dark.
MY FAVORITE
FAMILY MEMBER

Hashim Affan Javaid II a
My favourite family member is my little brother.
His name is Rayan. He is one year old. He loves to
run around. We play together.
He is very naughty. He
makes a lot of mess. He
always snatches toys
from me. He never lets
me study. I thank Al-
lah for giving me such
a cute little brother.
I love him so much.

$UMMER SEASON

Mehdi Abbas IIb
Summer is the longest season of the year. The
summer season starts in March. It's my favour-
ite season. The days are long and the nights are
short. We have long vacations in the summer.
We sometimes go to the northern areas during
our vacations. The days are so sunny and hot in
summer. We go to the beach and have picnics
with our friends and family. We do swimming
in summer. We eat fruits like mangoes and wa-
termelons this season. I love the summer season.

Falisha Bukhari IIb
Summer is the longest season of the year. March,
April, May, June and July are the hottest months.
We play outside. We get sweaty. We drink cold cof-
fee and cold drinks. We enjoy swimming. We wear
light-coloured clothes. We turn on our ACs and
fans. We eat ice cream. Days are longer and nights
are shorter. Our summer vacations are very long.

THE FOX AND (ROW
Muhammad Bin Habib II a
It was a beautiful morning. Tim and Kin were enjoy-
ing their breakfast in the garden. Suddenly, a crow
flew to their table and stole a piece of cheese. Then
a foxy came near the tree and started singing and
praising the crow. The crow became happy. As soon
as he opened
his mouth to
reply, the foxy
took the cheese
that fell. Then
the foxy ran
and gobbled the
piece of cheese
and  laughed
at the crow
and ran away.
The fox said,
“Don’t believe
the flatterers”



A WORLD
UNDERWATER

Khadija Fahad Ila
Once, in winter,
I was in bed and
fell asleep because
I was very tired.
When 1 opened
my eyes, I felt my-
self ~ underwater
and I could not
breathe comfort-
ably. I saw two
sharks swimming
in my house and
one fish was swimming in my room. It was rain-
ing and I heard the sound of rain. I felt my fins. I
was a fish. I had a tail and there were pebbles in my
room. I was swimming and my whole family had
transformed into sea animals. Water was every-
where. The waves were pushing me here and there.
Suddenly I got bumped into a giant rock. When I
opened my eyes I was in my bed and it was a dream.

Ismaeel Afzal ITb
It was a snowy day. I was so tired. I slept and when I
opened my eyes, | was underwater. I wasababy shark
and my parents were sharks. My grandparents were
whales. The waves were pushing me here and there. I
was havingalot of fun. Our house was made of stones
and rocks. Suddenly a giant octopus came. I was
scared and then I woke up, and it was just a dream.
I told my mom and dad about it. We all laughed.

Muhammad Faisal Tauheed IIb
One day I was at school and I slept. When I opened
my eyes, I was a baby shark. All my family mem-
bers were sharks with fins and gills. Both my grand-
parents were whales.
Our house was made
of bubbles and sea-
weed. Then a sea crea-
ture came. I was scared,
I screamed and woke
up. It was just a dream.

Adam Akbar Pervaiz IIb
One day I was at school. I went back home. I
went to sleep. When I opened my eyes, I was un-
der the ocean. I was a baby whale. My parents
were whales. I saw whales and sharks and played
with them. I saw clams with pretty pearls in-
side them. I saw a blue fish. An octopus came
too. I was scared, and I woke up in my bed.

A RAINY DAY

Rumaysah Murtaza Ila
It was a rainy day. The kids were playing in the
rain. The children were out of their houses. Ev-
eryone was happy. Everyone was walking and
talking. It was cloudy. Everyone got wet from
the rain. The flowers got water from the rain.
There were puddles on the road. The kids did

not go to school. There was a rainbow in the sky.

MY BIRTHDAY PARTY

Aiza Noor Gauhar IIb
My birthday was the best birthday ever. I had a
pool party. We had a big pool. My whole family
and friends came. We went to London. We went to
a restaurant and ate delicious food. We went to a
theme park. We enjoyed lots of rides. We got ice
cream and ice lollies. I got lots of
gifts. We saw different charac-
ters from different movies in
the park. It was very sunny
so we got sunglasses.
When it got dark, we
went to our hotel and
there was a surprise
that my whole family
was hiding. There was a
cake and we ate it. It was
the best birthday ever.



MY NEPHEW

Hadia Jamal IIb
My favourite member of the
family is Salar. He is one
year old. He is my nephew.
He is a good boy. He has
brown eyes and golden
hair. He loves to play
with toys. He loves to
sit in the car. He likes
to eat rice pudding.
I love him so much.
He likes to play with
my parrot and rab-
bits. He is the best
for me in the world.
I love to play with Salar. When he comes to
my house, I love to spend all the time with
him. He has a lot of toys. I love him very much.

MY DAD 15 MY SUPERHERO
Subhan Raees IIb

My Dad is my hero. He is my favourite member

of the family. My dad is very rich. My dad is

very friendly. He always

supports me. My dad

gives me good pocket

money. He helps the

poor. He is very

kind and lov-

ing. I love my

dad the most.

TEDDY BEAR

Abu Bakar Ahsan IIb
My favourite toy is a teddy bear.
My teddy bear's colour is black.
It has colourful lights. My ted-
dy bear is soft. It is a big teddy
bear. I like it because whenever
I am sad, it makes me happy. My
parents gave it to me on my birthday.

LINDA’S BIRTHDAY PARTY

Anaya Azam IIb
Once upon a time, it was a
Friday. It was a beautiful
morning. Linda walked
downstairs towards the
kitchen. She was excited
to make her birthday

cake with
her moth-
er. She hurt
her thumb.
Her moth-
er helped
her in bak-

ing the cake. They both made the cake very
nicely together. It was a chocolate cake.
They both ate the delicious cake together.

AN AMUSEMENT PARK

Mustafa Nabeel IIb
It is a beautiful sunny day. The amusement park
is full of visitors. There are many
rides like roller-coaster, pirate
ship, Ferris wheel, merry-
go-round and dodging
cars. There are lots of
stalls. There is a haunted
castle. The kids are buy-
ing the tickets from the
counter. Everyone is eating
popcorn and cotton candy.



A PICNIC

Mohib Raza Ia
One pleasant Sunday
morning Tom and Kate
planned to go to the
park. It was 5 p.m. They
wanted to have a pic-
nic. They had four bas-
kets. Each basket contained
different things. There were
fries, sandwiches, and chips.
Mom and Dad were sit-
ting on the mat. Tom and
Kate were playing near-
by. Mom carried a bas-
ket and Dad was holding
a bag. Tom and Kate played
a lot with the ball. They also played hide and
seek. They were running towards each other. Af-
ter playing they drank water and ate dessert.
They started playing again. When they became
tired they sat with their parents and ate fruits.
They asked their parents, “When will we
be going back home?” they were very tired.
In the end, they went back home happily.

Abdul Hadi Samad Ib
Last Sunday, Ali and Sara went to a picnic with
their mother and father. The weather was pleasant.
Mom packed food in the basket. Dad filled the wa-
ter bottles and packed the picnic mat in the bag.
They went to the forest park. Dad spread the pic-
nic mat and mom placed yummy food on it. Sara
ate some yummy pasta and chips. Ali ate sand-
wiches and fruit. Mom was resting on the mat.
Dad told them stories. They ate yummy chocolate
cake. After that, they played hide and seek. Visit-
ing the park was fun. They came back at 8 oclock.

Raja Hassam Ali Ib
Last Friday was a pleasant day. Tom, Kate and
their mom, and dad decided to have a picnic in
the park. Mom carried a basket
of food. Dad was carrying
a bag of drinks. When
they reached, Dad
spread the picnic mat.

Mom arranged the food and drinks. Visiting the
park was fun. Dad told them stories. The weath-
er was sunny. They ate chocolate cake. They had
sandwiches, juices, crisps, fruits and chips. Af-
ter eating the picnic food, Mom and Dad were
resting under the tree. Tom and Kate were run-
ning and playing around. They all had a lot
of fun. In the afternoon, they returned home.

CHICKEN LICKEN

Maryam Bilal Ia
One day Chicken Licken was sitting
under an oak tree in the farm-
yard. Suddenly an acorn
fell on her head. She
thought that the sky
was falling. She ran to
tell the King. On her
way, she met Hen Len.
“What happened?” Hen Len
asked. Shetold heraboutthesame
incident. Then they both started
walking towards the king. On
their way, they met Cock Lock.
“What happened? Why are you
both worried? Where are you going?”
questioned Cock Lock.
“The sky is falling down. We are going to tell the
king. Come, we will go together”
Then they found their friend Henny Penny. “Hey
buddies, where are you going? Let’s play”
“No, we are going to the king”
“Why?" asked Henny Penny.
“The sky is falling down and we are going to meet
the King”
Then they saw Turkey Lurkey on their way. Tur-
key Lurkey and Duck Luck were playing together.
“Hey friends, where are you going? Come let’s
play”
“No! We are in a hurry. We need to meet the king.
Come let’s go together”
Then they met Foxy Loxy.
“Hey! Where are you all going and why are you all
worried?” Foxy Loxy asked the little chickens.
Then they told him the sky was falling down. He
laughed at them. He gobbled them all at once
while saying, “Poor little chickens!”



A WINDY DAY

Aaryan Ibrahim Ia
It was a windy day. Ali wanted to fly a kite. So he
put his shoes on and went to the park
to fly his kite. He was very hap-
py, as the wind was
very strong. But the
kite got stuck in the
tree. Ali became
sad. There was a
fire truck passing
near the park. The boy
named Ali waved at
the fire truck. The
fireman came to
help him. He ex-
plained to him that
his kite had gotten stuck in the tree
and he was unable to reach the top. Then the fire-
man brought his ladder from his truck. Ali got his
kite back and after that, he went back home happily.

LILY’S SWING

Mahra Nabeel Ia
Once upon a time, there lived a girl named Lily. She
told her dad that it was a pleasant day for camping.
Her dad looked outside the window and said, “Nice
idea, Lily” “Yeah,” she said. So they went into the
park. Lily thought of an idea. She loudly said, “Let’s
build a swing!”
They collected
some  wood
and  twine.
They attached
the wood
and twine to
the oak tree
to make the
swing.  Lily
screamed with
joy, sat on the
swing, and en-
joyed her day.

WINTER 1$ HERE!

Mahad Kamran Ia
Winter is the coldest season of the year. We wear
warm clothes in winter. We drink soup. It snows
a lot in the winter season. We sat by the fireplace.
We cover ourselves with warm blankets. We turn
on the heater in winter. We feel cold. Winter
comes after autumn. Winter season usually starts
in November and ends in February. People wear

warm clothes, jackets, sweaters, gloves, and caps.

MY $CHOOL

Muhammad Hamdan Ib
My school’s name is Learning Alliance. My school
is the best in Faisalabad. My classroom is airy and
clean. My classroom is in the basement. My school
has a Science lab. It has a clinic with a doctor. It has
a deep swimming pool. There is a café with deli-
cious food. It has an Art room and a Collaboratory
room. There are three playgrounds. It has a jungle
gym with swings and slides. There is a music room
and four computer labs. It has an amphitheatre. We
have an assembly every morning in the amphithe-
atre. There are fifty
classrooms and
four floors. We
have a football
ground. There is
a science lab and
a uniform shop.
I love my school.



$UPER DAD

Hareem Hassan I b
One day, the weather was pleasant. Sara and her fa-
ther were in the park. There were no swings in the
park. Sara wanted to make a swing. She asked her
father for help. They took branches from the old
oak tree. They dug the branches in the ground. They
tied the wooden pieces with the help of twine. They
used ropes to make the swing. Now the swing was
ready. Sara was enjoying herselfand was very happy.

THE BOY AND HI$ KITE

Sudais Bin Amir Ib
Yesterday, it was a windy day. Ali decided to fly his
yellow kite. The park was clean. The trees were big
and tall. Ali was having fun while flying his kite
up high. Suddenly, a strong wind blew his kite
and the kite got stuck in the tallest tree. Ali start-
ed crying. No one could help him. A kind man
was passing by. He saw Ali crying. He bought his
ladder and climbed up the tree. He took the kite
and came down the ladder. He gave the kite to Ali.
Ali was glad and said thank you to the kind man.

HOW | SPENT
MY WINTER
VACATIONS

M. Shahzain Asad Ib
Our winter vacation
started on 24th De-
cember. The weather
was very cold. Most of
the days were fog-
gy. I went to Okara.

The real fun began when we went to my baba’s
friend's house. We went horse riding and ate deli-
cious food there. I played football with my brother.
My mother made us all hot chocolate. During va-
cations, many guests visited our home. I watched
many movies with my family. We also went on a trip
to Murree to see snowfall. My mother also made my
favourite soup for me. I enjoyed my vacation a lot.

A TRIP TO TURKEY
Muhammad Hussain Ali Ib
Our Winter Vacation started on 24th Decem-
ber. I was excited. My father arranged a barbecue
for me. My mom made yummy hot chocolate. I
went to Turkey. It was a wonderful trip. We saw
many beautiful places. I bought many gifts for
my friends. My Grandfather also bought gifts
for me. I played PS4 with my brother. It was fun.

MY FRIEND

Tanzeel Taimur I b
My friend’s name is Abdul Hadi. He has short
black hair. He loves to colour in beautiful pic-
tures. His favourite colour is black. He loves
to eat french fries. He is very kind to me. He
helps me with classwork. We played togeth-
er in the jungle gym. I like to play with him.



?
DON'T WASTE FOOD
Rahmah Qamar Ib
You waste life when you waste
good food. Food is very
precious to many, so
do not waste it. wast-
ing food today will
lead to a food shortage
tomorrow. Taste your food
but do not waste your food.

MY MOTHER

Tanzeel Taimur Ib
My mother’s name is Mahnoor. She has long
brown hair. She has brown eyes. She is really pret-
ty. Her favourite colours are pink and yellow. She
is a teacher at my school. She likes to eat brownies
and cakes. She is kind to me. She helps me study.
She makes yummy food for me. I love my mom.

CARS AND CARS!

Muhammad Ammar I A
My favourite toy is a car. I have many cars
but the car that I like the most is my yel-
low car. It has two lights and four wheels.
There are four seats, a steering wheel, and one horn
init. Ilike to play with my car. There is an engine too.
It’s a remote-control-based car. It's a new version of

the car. It’s a small car. I can easily carry it with me
anywhere. I bought it from the mart. Every Sunday
I go to the mart with my father to buy a new car, but
this yellow car is my favourite of all the other cars.
I take care of it. I washed it at the weekend. It is a
very neat and clean car. I love my car very much.

MY FAVOURITE
TOY

Muhammad Hamdan I b
My favourite toy is a model
car named Rolls Royce Phan-
tom. It is silver and black in
colour with gold details. All
four doors can be opened. The
special rear door opens from
the midpoint just like
in the real Rolls
Royce. It is made
of fine metal. It
is a great replica.

AN AMERICAN GIRL
Mehrmah Hassan I b

My favourite toy is American Girl. My sister gave
it to me when she was ten and I was five years old.
She has brown and golden long hair. Her eyes are
brown. She has pink lips. She had nine outfits but
when we went to Dubai, my sister got her a beauti-
ful sweater and now she has ten outfits. Her favour-
ite dress is the Belle dress. Sometimes, I take her to
my grandmother’s place.
She has three pairs
of shoes. She has
two backpacks.
She is the best
doll in the
world.



BAPSI SIDHWA

ENGLISH ESSAY WRITING COMPETITION

MY FAVOURITE
CHARACTER

Raja Hassam Ali Ib
My favourite character is Spiderman. He is eigh-
teen years old. He has
brown eyes. He has
black hair. His favour-
ite food is pizza. His fa-
vourite colour
is red. He
wears a suit
and webs come
out of his hands. The colours
of his suit are red, blue and
black. Spiderman fights bad
guys. He has more suits. He
saves the city. I love Spiderman.
He got his powers from getting
bitten by a spider.

TEACHER FOR A DAY!
Raza Khan Sial ITa
One sunny day I came from school. I was very tired
and sleepy. I crashed on the
bed. When I opened my
eyes, I saw that there
were kids in a class-
room, and I was a
teacher. I was teach-
ing them English.
They were very
polite and nice to
me. After teach-
ing, it was their
lunch break. I didn’t
have lunch, so they
shared lunch with me.
Their lunch was tasty. When

it was a Game lesson one child got hurt, I hurried
and took him to the nurse. He got a bandage on
his knee. I was so sorry for his knee. Then I and
the child who got hurt sat together and watched the
match. Then the Games lesson was over. We went
into the class. Then it was time to go home. When
they went home. They said goodbye to me. I also
said goodbye to them. My dream was also cracked.
I woke up and I said that was a good dream and
then I smiled, and I told the dream to my mother.
She was surprised. Then my mother and I laughed
so loudly that the neighbours could hear us. We

had a lot of fun.

THE DAY | BECAME THE
$CHOOL’S PRINCIPAL

Airah Naeem Khan IIla
One day I was sitting on my bed reading a book.
Then I got an email. It said that I was becoming
the principal of my school. I had to go to the
assembly the next day. There would be at least a
hundred students in front of me and I would be
standing in front of them as a principal. I figured it
would be alright because everyone would respect
me. All the students were so sad that I wouldn’t
be teaching them anymore. I was also kind of sad.
Then the other principal showed me my office.
I wanted to do something nice
for everyone so I gave all the
teachers a raise. I had already
done something nice for the
teachers so I went to every
class in the school and told them,
“No homework for a week.” All the
students loved me even more. I de-
cided that there should be free food
for everyone in the cafe. I loved my
job but I wanted another
job so I told the head of
the school that I could no
longer be the principal.



Rahim Ali IIIa

One day I was sitting on my couch and I was very
sleepy. Suddenly I fell asleep. I had a very inter-
esting dream. Oh boy you should just wait for the
ending. In my dream, I was lying on my bed and
then a notification popped up on my phone! When
I got up and checked my phone it was a message
from the school. It wasn't just an ordinary message.

It was the message of me becoming the principal!
The message said, “Our previous principal quit the
job so we would like to have you as our principal”
I couldn’t believe my eyes! I bought a suit and got
dressed. As I walked into the school, everyone was
standing in a line. There was one line on the right
and one on the left. Everyone was clapping for me
and it was one of the best moments of my life. As I
sat down on the principal’s chair, I woke up. I was
really sad that I couldn’t see the whole dream and
to make it even worse, my mom said, “Dinner’s
ready, honey” I sat down to eat when a notifica-
tion popped up on my phone. I was in shock. My
dream came true! I became a principal in real life.

WHAT | WISH TO BE
WHEN | GROW UP

Aayat Tauseef IVa
Since I was five I wanted
to be a vet. If you don’t
know, a vet is a doc-
tor of animals. I
love animals so
much. I even
tried to be a
vegan, but it
didnt work
out. I know
if I want to
be a vet I
need to study
a lot. But I will
do anything to save
animals. Every day, I
see people hunt animals for their skin and so many
animals are dying each year because there are not
enough vets in the world. I had a cat that was ill and
no vet in Pakistan could treat her as there are only
fifty-seven vets in Pakistan. So I want to become

a vet to treat animals with all types of illnesses.
Vets are very underrated. There should be an
equal number of doctors and vets, but in the
world, it is not so. There are way fewer vets. My
goal is to be a vet and save animals because
they are just as important as humans. And
please if you can be a vet try to become one.
You can even save lives and that is the best feeling
ever. I still have the time but maybe you can be one
right now. People, stop abusing and killing animals.

Muhammad Qasim I'Va

I wish to be a footballer when

I grow up. I really like foot-

ball as it is really fun and

you can also get some ex-

ercise while having fun.

It is also exciting because

you will never know who

is going to score next. I

also want to be a footballer
because you get to travel the
world for free and play match-

es. If you win you get awesome
trophies. You are even given
comfy kits for your teams. Foot-
ballers get millions of dollars

for just joining a club or a team.
With this amount of money, you
can buy mansions worth 10 mil-
lion dollars. You can buy super-
cars, private jets and helicopters.
Even with that, my parents say,
“You need to work hard” And
theysay, “Whatareyou goingtodo
onceyouretire,?” butstill that doesn’t
change my mind. Once you retire,
you get billions of dollars. This is why
I want to become a football player.



WOMEN’S EDVCATION

Eshal Naeem Khan Vb

Oprah Winfrey once said:

“Education is the key to unlocking the world. It is a passport to freedom.”

From time to time, history has shown us how education has been the key weapon to revolutionize and

modernize our world. Education has always brought our world out of the dark ages into the prosperity

of the light. From periods that date back to BC, we see how education has helped put an end to misog-

ynistic and corrupt practices in our world. Furthermore, education has been a vital factor in women's

empowerment and in bringing equality between races, ethnicities and genders.

Malala Yousafzai once said:

“One student, one notebook, one teacher and one person can change the world”

She was right, it can. Education is a basic need in life. Education is important and useful for women

and men alike. Our world depends on education. It is the backbone of our society. Education is the

strongest weapon to change the world. Education doesn’t end when we graduate, it ends when we end.

Education is a place where we get lost in our emotions and feelings. It helps build and develop nations
along with empowering women. Education also builds up confi-
dence and productivity in oneself. It also gives great opportuni-
ties in life for job applications. With education, we can remove
poverty so the homeless can find a job. In third-world countries,
many girls do not have access to education, which hinders the
progress of women's empowerment in the world in those na-
tions. Education is our one true friend which always stays with
us for our entire lives.
Women’s education is important as women have to teach their
children which is only possible if they themselves are educated.
Also, the world wouldn’t be fulfilled and complete in this regard
if half of the population isn’t educated. Women have the right to
be educated. Women are important just like men. If women are
educated then the next generation will also be educated which

will result in amazing things which will in turn make our world a

better place.

PERSEVERANCE EXPLORES MARTIAN ROCKS

» ACE Perseverance rover is designed to search for signs of ancient microbial life on Mars. The
cT$ collected rock samples willbe returned to Earth in the future for detailed analysis in
‘ laboratories.






ABDULLAH MUNAWER VB HALEEMA AHMAD IIIA

SOHA ASIM IVA HALEEMA AHMAD llIA HUMNA YOUSAF VB

AIZA GAVHAR 1IB

ARHAM MUNAWAR IVB QADAR FAIZAN 1lIA



AYAT TAUSEEF IVA DUA $SHAMAS UL ZAMAN vB

ESHAL AFZAL 1B ESHAL NAEEM KHAN vB

HAJIRA AHSAN VA HARRAM NAWAZ vB

ISMAEL AFZAL 11B MAHAD KAMRAN IA



HALEEMA AHMAD llIA NARMEEN $HAMAS IVB

RAMEEN ADEEL VA $HAHZAIB GAVHAR VA

MARYAM BILAL 1A MUSTAFA $HAHBAZ IIA
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PLUTO 1S NOT THE 9TH PLANET

Pluto was discovered as the ninth planet in our solar system in 1930. A planet must orbit

the Sun, be spherical in shape, and have cleared its orbit. In 2006, Pluto was reclassified as
a 'dwarf planet' as it shares a region with other small objects known as the Kuiper Belt.
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Neptune is the coldest gas giant in the solar system and farthest known planet from the
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Sun. It takes approximately 165 Earth years to complete one orbit around the Sun.
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"On Venus, sulfuric acid rain occurs due to its extreme temperatures, reaching around
475 degrees Celsius. The yellowish sky on Venus is due to the scattering of sunlight in

Venus' dense atmosphere. which is mostly composed of carbon dioxide.
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