My eyelids split open at the eerie creaks. It’s dark. The spinning of a wheel inclines my bed and the sweat
beads race down my face, joining together at the turn of my nose. The creaking halts. A hand touches my
shoulder, tilting me to the front and then ungluing the shirt that was stuck to my back. Footsteps transition
from my left to the right where the curtains are supposed to be. A simple jerk on the ropes ruggedly lifts
the hazel brown curtains towards the yellow ceiling that I had been staring at, my whole life. The same
hands then rapidly cut through the air to cover my eyes, without which I would’ve been blinded. The
warmth that cupped my eyes slowly started to fade and I slowly adjusted them only to see the room
drenched in rich, undeserving, yellow brilliance.
I am left alone with a table, a drawer and a chair with only three legs, tilted to its side. The irregularly
shaped polygons that make up the flooring really complements the painting that has been artistically
produced by a kindergartener. The painting has been hung by someone who does not know of something
called a spirit level or was too overconfident to use it.
My eyes roll to the right and there it was. The broken glass that gives permission to my room to bathe in
the life-bringing light. The frame that was white in colour has now gone brown over the years. Its tilted
posture creaks at the slightest of touches, bringing me back to my senses. The hot wind blasted my face,
and the windowpanes were now swinging, nearly decapitating me.
The month of July in Pakistan never shows any mercy, not to me, nor to anyone else. The gutter water
always seems to nestle into the thousand-year-old crack that lies in the middle of the grey asphalt. Why
does the summer sun show the swamp green water any mercy? The cloudless sky runs amok with spots of
black creatures cawing and gliding across the hollow turquoise skies in search of edibles. Some have even
given up and switched to inedibles now!
I catch something in the corner of my eye and spot small six-legged creatures working hard, practicing
Brownian Motion with their needle-like antennae to guide them.
The supposedly grey street was no different. Squeezed between two buildings,
the asphalt could be crossed within 35 steps.
But that has now reduced to God-knows-what.
THE STREET

OUTSIDE THE WINDOW

Tents and shops now conquer parallel sides of the street that is full of cracks and holes. But this has had no
effect on the everlasting hustle and bustle of the alley. Businessmen here are not rich. They wear shalwarkameez that is smothered with dirt, grease or sweat. This signifies their hard work and determination to
survive. Men in clean white overalls now tilt small blue packets into their mouths, out of which green seeds
flow in smoothly. The package can then be found flying in the air. Fruit sellers having their daily battle with
bees; their weapon of choice: a long wooden stick engraved with little workings, tied to a woollen cloth.
Their second battle is with customers. Weapon of choice: words and hand gestures.
Women, dressed in a more civilised manner, stroll victoriously along the street with fresh, yellow ripe
mangoes in one hand and the hand of their child in the other. The translucent dupattas with various
designs, colours and styles cover their heads, protecting them against the merciless heat. The child, a
snotty five-year-old, offers to carry the weights, carelessly looking up at his mother. The worried shriek his
mother gave out, helped him focus on the road and jump to the side, grazing his hippy red outfit off of a
Suzuki Mehran. Her slap echoed throughout the street, bouncing off of walls that had black graffiti and
markings. It bought the child to his senses and helped me snap out of the picture.
The Suzuki Mehran made its way through the crowd, blasting smoke onto the people that had parted to
give way. The gleaming white surface of that car forced me to redirect my sight onto the donkey cart that
followed. Its wooden wheels and hooves clacked against the burning surface, carrying its master and gliding
through the crowd like a stream of river. The worried master hurriedly gathered the mangoes that had
deviated to ends of the cart. A Honda CD70 motorcycle trails the creaking cart, sending shrill engine
screams into ears of scampering children, making them yelp in agony. Their football bounces off the wall
that had red spit marks on shades of black, nearly tripping over a grandmother who had an arched back.
She reminded me of my mother.
Suddenly, she appears and closes the rusty window with non-galvanised screws, blocking my chance to
experience the outside. I turn to see her face shining brighter than the light. The playful melody of the ice
cream van slowly fades away, as the curtains fall down, yielding to the force of gravity.

SYED SOHAIB, GRADE 11

Darkness fills the countryside which is only slightly
illuminated by the eerie glow of the moon. Not a star is to be
seen in the dark, black sky and not a man to be seen or heard
underneath the cloudy sky. A cold, spine-chilling breeze darts
through the corn yields bringing the motionless plants to life.
The rustling of the leaves fills the atmosphere as they sway
and jostle each other with great intensity. The leaves and the
crops do not stop their ramble; they continue to argue. An
owl hoots somewhere in the deep, dark field, its voice
echoing along with the rustling of the crops. Their voices do
not die off; they go on incessantly until a yellowish tint
appears in the void sky.
The yellow rises in intensity and the darkness creeps away
ever so slowly. Along with the rising brightness, rises the sun,
spreading out its rays of a vibrant mixture of yellow and
orange. The rays of light shoot in all directions banishing the
melancholy of yesterday and the rooster sings his well-known
song with great enthusiasm.
The vibrant colours of the sky seem to be doing wonders. The
blend of red and orange with a slight tinge of pink illuminates
the verdant fields and meadows. The crops sway in harmony
and the birds chirp and sing wonderful melodies.
The grassy meadows look so pristine with their tiny blades of
green and clear dew drops.

HANIYA, GRADE 11

Light scattered from these tiny drops lightens up the
multi-coloured fuchsias and petunias that span the
field. The burst of colours brings the day to life.
Over the meadows and across the corn fields, there
lies a house and a barnyard.
A weary old man steps out and he looks at the sky
with great happiness and satisfaction.
His worn out, brown coat does not matter to him
anymore as the rays of hope shine on his face. He
smiles, straining the creases on his face but his
sparkling enthusiasm makes him look younger.
He strolls out, towards the barnyard and his old
shepherd dog accompanies him. The large dog takes
big strides, doing a little caper, occasionally. His age
does not seem to hinder him. The shepherd opens
the large wooden doors of the barnyard and the
sheep totter out so quickly, yet gracefully. Their
white woolly fleece is so much unlike the shepherd’s
battered coat. The sea of white flows on the green
grass as the day grows brighter and brighter with
intensity.
The sun reaches its peak and its bright yellow glow
lightens up the countryside. Harmony settles and
hatred vanishes.

EMERGING RAYS
OF HOPE

THE FIRE OF TOMORROW
The rattling of the metal holders against the bright yellow bars sounded in an unending
rhythm each time the bus took a sharp turn or ran harshly over the countless bumps. Usually
there weren’t these many bumps. And the road wasn’t this long. Strange. The driver probably
took a different road to the café. My mind kept thinking about my 9 am shift; paranoid about
whether I was off duty. There wasn’t a single other soul on the bus! Except me. And the driver
of course. As my thoughts flew through my suffocated mind, my eyes drooped heavily and
gently shut as if the soft hands of an angel ran over it.

I was woken up by the loud crank and thump of the automatic door and immediately started
patting my hair down and wiping the drool from my face. It was awfully cold. Shivers ran
through my spine and I could sense the goosebumps over me. I threw my maroon jacket over
my shoulders and headed out. Just as I was about to thank Mr. Pebble for the ride… my eyes
turned to an empty seat. What happened to him? Did he get out earlier? I was so confused.
This day couldn’t get more complicated than this!
Boy! I was wrong. As I stepped out of the bus, the soles of my shoes landed on a pile of leaves.
All crumpled and painted with the colors of autumn basked in the hue of a muddy brown. My
gaze shifted to the wider scene and I couldn’t even make out the horizon of this endless field of
murky brown and orange. My gaze then shifted again. Now up to the sky. It was blanketed with

an enormous, monstrous, dark grey cloud. It stretched as far as my eyes could see and even
more. I sighed to myself. This is not the right place. I must have made a mistake. Something is
most definitely wrong.
I began to walk forward, and walk even more, and just a little further. Surely there had to be
someone around here. Someone who could offer me a ride back home. Oh, how I longed to be
home. Or anywhere other than this sinister wreck of a place. I cupped my hands to my mouth
and screamed in my loudest voice.
“Hello! Is anybody there?”
My panic-stricken voice beamed through the burnt cornfield and echoed back to me. No one
listened. No one heard. I was alone. All alone.
My legs were killing me. The soreness pulsed through my body as I tried to take each step.
Head throbbing from all the screaming. Heart thumping from all the walking. It was time to
give up. Where was I going anyway? I was going to die. Here. Alone in this barren wasteland.
Just as I stopped in my tracks, my ears picked up a voice. Ever so soft and tiny. Like the jingle of
the Christmas tree bells. It was coming from underneath a shallow heap of turf underneath my
feet. I bent down to take a closer look.
“Miss, you have come to save us right?”, a little ladybird chimed.
My heart raised so fast I jumped out of my position. A ladybird? Talking? Absolutely impossible!
“Come follow me”, it said in another jingle.

Even though I knew I was going crazy, for some reason I ended up following the little critter and
I was led through hedges and bushes and under bridges and over streams and finally into a
denser green forest.
All I could hear was the incessant flapping of the bugs’ tiny wings and my footsteps thumping
against the hard path as we made our way to the centre of the forest. Suddenly the most
beautiful sight came up in front of me. Every creature, big and small, male and female, was
surrounded around a huge rock. Deer and lions and eagles had crowded up everywhere. They
all laid out a straight path for me to make my way to the giant stone.
As soon as I reached the end of the structure, a giant eagle, the size of the Statue of Liberty
hovered above my head.
“I am the mother eagle, protector of the ‘Fire of Tomorrow’ which once lit this wondrous land
in glorious peace and harmony and now has been put out by the reign of Valeian, the vicious
Raven. I have chosen you to defeat him and bring back our fire. Otherwise all of us will perish.
And so, will all of humanity.
I was frozen. My body didn’t move from its position as the massive creature uttered every
word from its huge beak. I listened ever so carefully, and I was determined to get my task done.
I had to save these animals and I had to save humanity. It was all in my hands now.

My journey to Valeian’s cave was over the
barren land atop the wings of mother eagle.
The bright sun could now be seen as we flew
over the clouds.
At last I had reached my destination. I was
ready to fight and ready to face the
consequences. The cruel Raven had an army
of its own kind and I was alone with only the
Sword of Tomorrow to save us. Cries of terror
filled my ears and blots of inky black was at
every corner that my eyes turned to. I slashed
the dagger in every way possible, birds fell
into the endless hole in the middle of
Valeian’s horrific jet-black cave. Blood
spattered over my clothes and the whole
scene was painted in terror.
Finally, with great power, I pierced the sword
deep into the cold raven’s chest. It was done.

KARTHIKA, GRADE 11

The journey was long and dreadful. But now we had arrived. The high walls pierced through
the city clouds like the buildings in the big city. But this wasn’t the big city, it was something
much worse. Located fifty miles off the nearest highway lay the Mvuma Boarding School. It was
a prison for kids like me. This was my first day at school. The slit metal gate lay in-between two
walls stretching as far as a hundred metres. Even though we had arrived, we were still not at
the school; beyond the gate another distance had to be travelled for you to reach the school. A
minor gate had Mvuma Primary School stamped on it a semicircular way.
I felt choked. Mostly because of the amount of dust which was in the air around the school. But
I felt choked from within. The feeling of agony crept inside my stomach and soon my mouth as
drier than a desert. The thought of not seeing my family for the next four months was dis
heartening and when the front door opened and a tall man emerged my heart dropped. He
was like a gum tree. A tall dark ugly gum tree. He had a smug expression on his face knowing
that he was going to put me through hell.
Commonly known as a Mr. Man, short for Mandaza, you could easily tell from the way he spoke
that he was assertive and he represented everything about this school. I swallowed all my
emotions and went to greet him. He reassured me that I was going to enjoy my time at this
school, I nodded my head in disbelief. He squeezed the blood out of my hand.
My parents kissed me goodbye and they were quickly on their way back home. I stayed as long
as possible and the only thing which I could see was the dust which was picked up by the
vehicle and the high walls that seemed to envelop me…..

WILLIAM, GRADE 12

THE FIRST
DAY

THE MIRROR
ERISED
I looked in the mirror and saw myself. At least, for a moment I did.
This mirror was somewhat of an oddity. I found it in one of the old and isolated rooms in my
new house. It was marble blue encrusted, littered with gold flecks, and written on its frame in
a neat formal writing was a peculiar phrase, ‘Erised stra ehru oyt ube cafru oyt on wohsi’. I was
puzzled when I first came across it and quickly checked a translator for its meaning, though
nothing came up in any existing languages.
I spent a few days mulling it over and wondering what it meant, going as far as enlisting the
help of a few of my friends to crack the code.
We were stumped.
The special thing about the mirror itself wasn’t the fact that in the new house, this was the
lone piece of furniture that remained as a memento from its previous owners, no. Really, it
was that it didn’t really show anyone’s reflection properly, just a disoriented, hazy blur. I didn’t
want to throw it out solely because of my fascination, though essentially, it was utterly useless.
One night, it suddenly hit me. Maybe, just maybe, it wasn’t supposed to be read as it was
written. I grabbed a pencil off the edge of my desk, tripping on my comforter in the process,
and jotted down the little phrase and then wrote it again, but this time I wrote it backwards.
And there it was.

‘I show not your face, but your heart's
desire.’
I stumbled my way back to the mirror,
shoving open the door to that room,
clutching the paper in a grip so hard, my
knuckles started to turn white, and came
to a stop in front of the tall frame.
I looked in the mirror and saw myself. At
least, for a moment I did.
The image of myself rippled like a tiny
pebble striking a still water body, and my
hands fell to my sides, my hold on the
paper loosening and letting it flutter to
the floor. My heart stuttered at the
image it showed. I stared at it for a beat.
Then another.

I looked away.
Hands shaking, I swallowed the lump in my
throat and blinked away my tears, mindlessly
walking to the storage room and opening the
door, grabbing a large sheet. My legs carried
me back to the room, as if my mind was on
autopilot, robotically taking over any bodily
functions that required thought or action. I
averted my eyes this time as I, albeit a little
forcefully, threw the cover over the mirror
and walked out.
I locked the room as I left, leaving behind the
image of a person whom I thought I had
forgotten about, who walked out of my life as
casually as I left the room.

MAHRUKH, GRADE 10

THE SHOWER
It was sunny earlier today when I packed up and headed off to work. The sky was a clear shade of blue
and the sun bright, tickling me with its warmth. I always loved this type of weather where I would just be
instantly happy forgetting all of my sorrow and burden. I hopped into my workplace and greeted all my
colleagues with a huge smile plastered onto my face.
A few hours had passed and I noticed the clear sky being invaded by dark, gloomy clouds, the sun had
been locked away by the furious clouds. The workplace instantly grew dull and everyone seemed so
lifeless as if the weather had just sucked the energy right out of them, including me. By the time my shift
was over, it had already started to pour heavily to the point where I could not spot anything outside. I
had not gotten an umbrella. Who would have thought that it would rain? I walked down the stairs and
stood in front of the entrance contemplating what to do. 1…2…3…and I sprinted off, tightly holding onto
my handbag on top of my head trying to shield me from the freezing, bone-chilling droplets of water. But
I gave up soon and dragged myself under a mango tree, patiently waiting for the rain to calm down.
And that was when I viewed the world from the perspective of a photographer. I was stunned by how
strangely beautiful everything looked. Time seemed to have slowed down and everything happened in
slow motion, unfolding right before my eyes. The colorful umbrellas paced along the streets and the
steady droplets of water danced on them which were very pleasing to the eye. And the way the trees
swayed in sync with the rain made it look like as if they were brought back to life.

The continuous hitting of the drops of water on the solid ground created a very soothing
pitter-patter sound. And the droplets of water dripped from the leaves straight onto my shoes
which were already soaked to the brim. But I did not hate it.
I looked up and my eyes did not seem to adjust as the colors blurred, like a camera out of
focus. And the sweet scent of fresh nature tingled my nose as I gently pushed my hands out
into the opening and felt the refreshing drop of water gaze through them. That was when my
body moved impulsively and I found myself running away from the shelter of the great mango
tree right into the clearing, where I enjoyed the drizzle, letting myself get lost in it and letting
the water wash away all the negativity, cleansing my soul. I felt weightless like I was being
elevated from the ground. I wanted to be closer to the ash-grey clouds and hear them rumble
as the rain fell upon everyone, blessing them. Never had I ever felt so much peace my entire
life. How was that possible?
I loved it. I loved everything about the downpour. The colors, the sounds, the feelings,
everything that made me feel different. Pure. It was a blessing from God that made me change
my perspective on rain. I craved for more like a child in desperate need for chocolates. I would
love to forget all of my worries and just get lost in the rain once again. How I still long for the
replay of those wonderful moments !

Zarrin, Grade 12

THIS WAS THE
MOMENT
This was the moment I had been waiting for ,since the last fifteen years...
Here I am, in a room that smells like a fusion of hope and fear. The atmosphere becomes
dense as I think about all the possible ways this could go wrong. I look at my husband and
notice sweat trickling down from his forehead. He must be really nervous too. We’ve failed
too many times. But for some odd reason, I think the 6th time is the charmer.

All my life, I’ve wanted this more than anyone I know. I have been longing for that feeling of
happiness and content. Whenever I walk past shops and pharmacies, my heart felt a little
weak as I think about the one bundle of joy I lack. But here I am, wishing this very moment
would be the end to all my sorrows. My mom always told me never to lose hope, even when
life brings you down to your rock bottom. It has stuck with me throughout this entire
process, and will continue to stick with me even if I fail. I put in my earphones, to block the
negativity I hear in my head. ‘Moon River’ by Audrey Hepburn comes on and my mind
engulfs itself in positivity. I really think this time it would work out. I know it. My thought
process stops as I feel the first pain of joy. My husband hurriedly removes my earphone and
says, “What was that? Oh, my God, is it time?” and I open my mouth to answer but I close it
immediately and shook my head as the feeling disappears. Will it come back? Or is this the
end again? I hope it’s a false alarm.

I stand up to grab a drink, since I’ve been feeling an enormous lump in my throat. The nurse
caringly pushes me back down, as I suddenly feel an enormous pain rushing towards me like
the wind. I scream while smiling with my eyes filled with tears, and sees the nurse looking at
me with deep concern. I hear an “Are you okay, ma’am?” as the pain continues to grow within
me. She rushes to call my husband, and even through the tears, I could see him smiling while
blabbering “This is it, oh my, this is it” repeatedly, and I reply saying, “Shut up, you sound
obnoxious right now.” The pain continues to grow, but my feelings of joy seems to beat all. I
think about all the times I’ve walked out of this room with tears and all the times I told myself
to stay strong. Maybe this was how life wanted it to be. Maybe fate wanted me to fill up with
hopes and dreams. Or maybe it wanted me to understand how grateful I’m supposed to be.
I see my doctor rush in while uttering the words I’ve been waiting to hear: “It’s almost time!”
For the first time in my life, I don’t know how to elaborate on my feelings. It seems to feel like
fear, excitement, pain and joy infused together. Is this “the feeling” they’ve been talking about
in all those books? Is this the feeling I’ve been missing out on for the past fifteen years? This.
Feels. Amazing. My flow of thoughts stops as my husband decides to pour out words on
encouragement into my ear “You can do this. You will get through this. It might be painful
now, but a little while later, we will know it was all worth it. You know what they say, ‘pain
now, happiness forever’. Let’s go girl!!!”I laugh out loud upon the realization that he literally
copied a dialogue from a soap opera we had watched the other day. He’s such a goofball. But I
don’t know what I’d do without him.

I reminisce through the pain about how much
we’ve gone through together. Since our first eye
contact at the school library, everything has been
a dream. He was always by my side through thick
and thin and I wouldn’t want it any other way. The
doctor put on his gloves and mouths to the nurse
‘it’s time’ and this uneasy feeling starts to linger
around me. What if this isn’t it? What if my worst
nightmare comes alive again? Joey looks at me,
knowing exactly what’s going through my mind.
He holds my hand firmly and whispers in my ear
one more time “Pain now, happiness forever,” and
I still can’t help but laugh at his plagiarism. My
thinking stops abruptly. It’s time!
The doctor sits on his fancy chair as my vision
begins to get blurry and my senses become
weak…... I hear a faint “push” as I decide to give it
my all to finally achieve happiness.

AAKARSHA, GRADE 11

