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PREFACE

Welcome to “DhanScribes”.
An official literary magazine of the Department of English, Volume o1!

The title is a thoughtful amalgam of identity and expression, embodying both our roots and our craft. The term “Dhan” is

derived from the Dhan region in Chakwal, a land steeped in history, culture, and tradition, brimming with stories

waiting to be told. It represents the vibrant heritage of our locality, a source of inspiration for many. On the other hand,

“Scribes” pays homage to the timeless art of writing, evoking images of devoted writers who transform thoughts into

words and words into timeless narratives.

BIV merging these two elements, DhanScribes signifies the interplay o{ local identity and universal literariness. It is a

platform where the cultural essence of Chakwal’s Dhan region meets the reflective and creative spirit of the scribe. This

magazine aspires to celebrate diverse voices, showcase exceptional talent, and explore the myriad ways in which

literature bridges the past, present, and {uture. Through DhanScribes, we invite you to embark on a journey of creativity

and intellectuality, uniquely shaped by the vibrant essence of Chakwal and the enduring legacy of literature.

Through DhanScribes, the department aims to create a space where culture meets innovation, fostering a community of
writers and readers who share a passion for storytelling and are zealous for narrating the poetry. Together, let us honour
our heritage while embracing the limitless skyline of literary expression.

Warm Regavrds,

Team DhanScribes,
Department of Enfglish,
University of Cha

wal.

Department of English Team - Behind the Pages

PHAWUSCRIBES

The Department of English at the University of Chakwal stands as a
beacon of intellectual enrichment and unified development. As a
dynamic and vibrant focal point for language, literature, and

critical thinking, this department is committed to nurturing not just * Patron-In-Chiet:

students’ academic abilities but also their personal and professional Prof. Syed Ali Raza
growth. Through a meticulously designed curriculum, we provide Head of Department of English
students with the tools to refine their analytical skills, enhance their

linguistic competence, and broaden their literary horizons. Our e Editors-In-Chief & Designers:
committed faculty members go above and beyond to ensure that each

student receives personalized guidance, empowering them to excel Iqra Nayab

in all aspects of academia, aesthetics and life. Danial Khan
Beyond the classroom, the department actively engages and provide

numerous opportunities to the students in a range of co-curricular o Editorial Board:

activities. From engaging seminars and literary conferences to

workshops on  creative writing, public speaking, and critical Tahira Jabeen
analysis, we offer a variety of opportunities for students to discover Fatima-tu-Zahra
and hone their talents. Department also organises poetry slams, Farah Afzal

writing competitions, and cultural events, providing a platform for
students to showcase their creativity and build essential skills for
both academic and professional success. In it’s essence, the
Department of English at the University of Chakwal is more than a Ma’am Munazza Khatoon
place to earn a degree; it is a platform for students to realize their e N
potential, develop critical thinking skills, and prepare for the

demands of the modern world.

e Special Assistance:



Dr. Muhammad Bilal Khan, the Vice Chancellor of the University of Chakwal, envisions
transforming the institution into a hub of academic excellence and innovation. With a focus on
expanding infrastructure, recruiting qualified staff, and fostering intellectual growth, Dr. Bilal
Khan is dedicated to positioning the university as a leading center for education and societal
advancement. He emphasizes resilience and strategic planning in overcoming challenges, and his
leadership reflects a commitment to integrated development, encouraging students to cultivate
emotional, mental, spiritual, and physical intelligence to thrive in a rapidly evolving world.

Dr. Ishtiaq Ahmad, the Registrar of the University of Chakwal, plays a pivotal role in the
institution's administrative and academic progress. Committed to fostering a culture of excellence,
Dr. Ishtiaq Ahmad ensures the smooth functioning of university operations while supporting
initiatives that enhance the students’ experience. His dedication to promote creativity and
intellectual growth is evident in his appreciation for platforms like literary magazines, which

showcase the talent and innovation of the university’s students. Under his guidance, the university
continues to uphold its mission of nurturing future leaders and advancing education as a mainstay
of societal development.

It is an honor to introduce Professor Syed Ali Raza, who has recently taken the charge as the Head of
the Department of English at the University of Chakwal. In his short tenure, Prof. Ali Raza has
already begun to make a mark with his vision and dedication to academic excellence. One of his
notable initiatives is the inauguration of this very magazine, DhanScribes, which stands as a
testament to his commitment to providing a platform for creative expression and literary

exploration. His leadership heralds a new era of growth and innovation for the department, and we
look forward to the transformative journey ahead under his guidance.

“The Purpose of art is washing the dust of daily life off our souls.”
-Pablo Picasso

It is a moment of enormous pleasure for me to welcome you to our departmental magazine, “DhanScribes”, Volume o1. If life without
art is not unimaginable, it is at least, unbearable. As the head of the Department of English, I am thrilled to share with you the
outstanding achievements of our incredibly brilliant students.

This rich tapestry threads together a vibrant array of soulful symphonies, optimistic voices, and diverse perspectives. In a world torn
apart by grave inequality, brutal injustice and suffocating oppression, this issue dares to dream an alternative world. Our students
have poured their hearts and souls into the creative work which is reflected on every page of this magazine.

This magazine is a feather in our cap and I believe that it would be a prelude to many scholarly and creative works in the days ahead.
This creative project also showcases the intellectual nuances of the students of this provincial region and it testifies that the
department of English at university of Chakwal is the cultural hub of the university.

This document is a testimony to our faculty’s commitment to imparting the world class education to our students.

I hope you will not remain unmoved by the powerful appeal of this intellectual endeavor of our students.



MEET THE SOUL OF THE MAGAIZINE - THE CREW

Behind the vibrant pages of DhanScribes lies a dedicated team of dreamers and doers who have worked
tirelessly to bring this literary masterpiece to life. At the heart of this endeavor is our core team, from the
Department of English—Iqra Nayab, Daniyal Khan, Tahiva Jabeen, Fatima-tu-Zahvra, and Farah Afzal—whose
unwavering dedication and passion have driven this project forward. From crafting compelling content to
meticulously editing, designing, and proofreading, they have left no stone unturned in their pursuit of
excellence. Their efforts were enriched by the invaluable guidance of Prof. Syed Ali Raza and Ma’am Munazza
Khatoon, whose mentorship and encouragement provided the foundation for this magazine’s success. Fueled by
creativity and an unyielding belief in the power of words, this team has turned challenges into opportunities
and dreams into reality. Together, they aspire to inspire, motivate, and leave an indelible mark on the world of
literature, proving that with ambition and teamwork, anything is possible.

DEDICATION TO THE RESILIENT SPIRIT OF PALESTINE

This inaugural issue of DhanScribes is profoundly dedicated to the unyielding spirit of the Palestinian people, whose
resilience in the face of unimaginable adversities illuminates the boundless strength of the human soul. Their suffering
is not just a political tragedy but a deeply human story—a story of homes lost, dreams deferred, and lives uprooted, yet
stitched together with the threads of unwavering hope and courage.

As writers, poets, and storytellers, we are reminded that literature is more than an art; it is a sanctuary for truths
untold, a weapon against oppression, and a beacon for justice. The struggle of Palestine reflects the eternal battle
between light and darkness, between the forces that seek to oppress and the human desire to breathe free. Their
resilience teaches us that even when the world turns its back, the human spirit has the power to stand tall, to dream, and
to fight for a tomorrow where peace prevails.

Through this magazine, we honor their sacrifices, their unbreakable resolve, and their undying faith in the possibility
of liberation. Let this dedication serve as a reminder to our readers that, as long as there is a voice to speak the truth, no
cause is ever lost, and no story ever forgotten. May we draw inspiration from their strength and let our words carry
forward the torch of justice, freedom, and humanity.

DhanScribes ——————0 (4 V——¢ Team & Dedication




GENRE INDEX

POEMS

1. Your Destiny Awaits

Ma'am Munazza Khatoon Page-06

2. In the Honor of Palestine, In

the Remeberance of Gaza
NidaSyed ... Page-06 Poem: The Soul of Expression

3. The Silent Conclusion
Danial Khan Page-07

A poem is the purest form of literary art, where
language transcends its ordinary bounds to evoke

4, MUSI ims We Are emotions, paint vivid imagery, and explore the depths

Noor-ul-Ain Page-07 of human experience. Through rhythm, metaphor,

and carefully chosen words, poetry distills complex
J. To Nature thoughts into moments of profound clarity. From
Kashaf Zahra ... Page-07 ancient epics to modern free verse, poems have been a

timeless medium for exploring love, nature, identity,

6. The Grandeur of Love

Mugaddas Jabeen ... Page-07

and the mysteries of existence. A single poem can
inspire revolutions, heal wounds, or simply remind us
of the beauty in the ordinary. Poetry is not just read,

7. A Stage For Ballerinas

Fatima-Tu-Zahra

8. Want To Die

|zza Fatima Mirza Page-08

9. Fading Echoes

Eman Rukhsar

itis felt, experienced, and lived.

ESSAYS

1. The Role of Family Traditions In
Shaping our Identity

Aqgsa Khalid

Essay: The Art of Thoughtful Exploration

..... Page-09 An essay is a versatile literary genre that blends
intellectual exploration with personal expression. It

2. A MEditatiOn on SOIitUde In The is a structured yet flexible medium through which
Dig i tal Age writers analyze ideas, reflect on experiences, or argue

NidaBarkat .. Page-11 invite readers into a dialogue, encouraging them to

perspectives. Whether formal or personal, essays

ponder, question, and engage with the writer's

3. CUItUI’ClI Heritage: The FOU“datiOn Of insights. In its essence, the essay is the art of
Our Worldview thoughtful inquiry—a bridge between the writer’s

mind and the reader’s understanding.

Laraib Zahra Baig
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YOUR DESTINY AWAITS IN THE HONOR OF PALESTINE,

Honorable; Ma’m Munazza Khatoon IN THE REMEMBRANCE OF GAZA

Lecturer, UOC Nida Syed

Your destiny holds greater worth than you know. Oh innocent soul killed in the womb,

Your life is more sacred than what you show. Innocent children assassinated before the dawn.
Oh broken limbs and lifeless bodies,
Your future shines brighter than stars that glow, the stripped slippers, blood-stained bread,
And your time is far too precious don't let it go. the burnt flesh, the kaffiyeh soaked in blood

Oh Palestinian mother, mourning for her child,
You are the strongest block to build a land. Oh Palestinian groom, burying his bride,

A nation that’s solid and will always stand. Oh Palestinian sister, shading her brother,

Oh Palestinian poor widowed wife,

With wisdom and courage, you’ll take command, \ Oh pure baby born in Palestine,
Ensuring your state is forever grand. Oh sorrowful man grown old in Gaza,

; Oh Palestinian people who pray at night and die before sunshine,

Your ancestors have given you this land to protect; In the Honor of martyrs, in remembrance of faith that never fades,

They will be proud if you honor it with respect. The scent of resilience amidst the stolen olive trees,

Oh the lingering and haunting life,

Igbalinstilled in you the confidence of self-respect, Tiny eyes staring at the sky,

A virtue that was exemplified in Quaid’s every act. N Wondering where the twinkling stars have gone,
Their sky in only lightened with bloody missiles,
Above allis the life of Muhammad (P.B.U.H), so bright, ’ Oh land owners who endured many exiles
A guiding example, a beacon of light.
\g In the honor of “Keys Of Hope”
A path to success in this world and beyond, A In the remembrance of Jerusalem
With history's lessons to reflect upon. N In the Honor of truth, in the remembrance of disappeard dreams,
N To advocate against the Nakbah, to speak up against genocide

You are a universe, vast and profound, Cursed are the oppressors, blind to their past

With strength to face challenges that astound. Killers who are deafened by bombs they throw
In the honor of hearts, who rots, resists, hopes, and yearns for Mahdi (A.S)

So, what holds you back, what keeps you behind? In the remembrance of tears shed in longing for Ayubi

Why not move forward with a resolute mind? ) To condemn the genocide, we make promise to Palestine,
J For you will never be forgotten as long as we live,
In search of your worth, let your journey start, Z How do I say that you are bravest,
Step ahead with courage and a steadfast heart. My words are lost.
It's time to rise and seize the day To,
Do you know who you are, have you found your way? ) “The Sons of the Water and the Mud?”,
Your “Roots arein the Earth, and Branches in Sky”.
Behold- Your Destiny Awaits 2 Oh people of Gaza who die and teach us life,
/ Those who paid the price of dying,
\\ So the world may know what killers cost,
S In the remembrance of poets born in Palestine,
,\ To honor the tived hearts and teary eyes,
\ To paint the world green, red and white,

Oh people of Heaven , this world is yours,

( Yoursis the land, yoursis the light, yours is the victory, upon the Honor of
Divine

Long Live Resistance, Long Live Palestine!

DhanScribes
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SILENT CONCLUSION

Danial Khan

The rest is silence, soul is wandering adove,
Undiscovered country, darkest creature assure

Now turn to clay, turn your rotten might;
Kings and fools earn equal tarnish right.

Maddest mighty, meanest grandeur,
Devil's dever, kingdom come stranger.

To be, or not to be—the quest of up and fall;
Good is neither, bad is nor—this is what I think is all.

This woo, wear, and tear felt in wretched heart;
This too, too solid flesh would melt in timber cart.

Oh mortal, mortal thing I am,
Digin, fly up—how I can?

Damned dreamer, doer faint,
Humane sinner and sadist saint.

Last walk, last bed—Ilast is home,
Justly busted slum and dome.

MUSLIMS WE ARE

Noor-ul-Ain

Muslims we are; Muslims they be,

Then why do they suffer, and we are free?
Same faith we share, same God we adore,
Why must they face pain, and we ask no more?
What drives their fight, what fuels their flame?
Isit seeking justice or Islam’s name?
Their hearts beat strong, with conviction true,
While many of us neglect Quran anew.

Itis Palestine, their home,
Now a battleground where peace has flown,
A river of tears, where sorrow has grown,
A cage of despair, where freedom has overthrown.
They are neither poor nor uneducated;
They are just left uninhabited.
When I think of them, I weep in my bed,
Their clothes torn, turned crimson red.

Forever in my head, those beautiful faces,
Who were murdered and lost in dark spaces.
The screams of the children echo in my ears,
How their laughter faded and turned into tears.
Darkness, darkness, everywhere,

Blood, blood, saturates the air,

Death, death, lingersin despair,

Still, the oppressors receive aid from everywhere.

Injustice reigns, as silence prevails,
While humanity’s heart in sorrow wails.
Let us rise, let our voices be heard,
For in unity lies the power of our word.

——————

TO NATURE
Kashaf Zahra

I love the process of Nature;
‘Tis the best God’s creature.’

Let’s enjoy an ocean breeze;
In the garden, bloom sapling trees.

A unique venue where you can survive,
Go where you feel most alive.

I'm tired of the pseudo world,
And want to breathe in a fair world.

Nature is our best teacher,
That edifies us to love the creature.

Stars are the adornment of the shy,
And muse to the poet’s eye.

THE GRANDEUR OF LOVE

Mugqgaddas Jabeen

When you were in my hands,
A tiny soul, so pure and grand,
I held your heart, your first cry,
A love so strong, it reached the sky.

In my embrace, you found your nest,
A haven where love was at its best.
Your tiny hands, they wrapped around
My finger, a love profound.

Your first smile, a radiant beam,
Lit up my world, a heart’s esteem.
Your coos and giggles, music sweet,
A symphony that my heart repeats.

When you were in my hands,
I felt a love that transcends,
A bond so strong, it knows no end,
A treasure I'll forever tend.

When you were in my hands,
I made a promise to stand.
Through every fall, every stride,
By your side, I’ll be your guide.

So here I’ll hold you, in my heart,
A love so vast, it never departs.
When you were in my hands,
Forever and always, my dear, my own.




A STAGE FOR BALLERINAS

Fatima -tu-Zahra

WANT TO DIE

Izza Fatima Mirza

FADING ECHOES

Eman Rukhsar

Have you heard the story of that child, Irveally want to die, There is a quiet that clings to the night,
Who dreamt of a world decently styled? And make people cry. A silence known only to those who stand at the
I want eternal death, crossroads;
A world beaming with such a light, And a peaceful, Of choices unmade, paths forgotten,
As thousand firveflies guarding the night; Uninterrupted sleep. Where roads once gleamed with promise
Now fade into the dust of what-ifs.
Where spring ruled with such a delight, Ijust wanna see,
Asthereisno Fallin sight. Isitthe ending? In every choice lies a ghost,
Where I can be free. An echo that reverberates through the corridors of
A world of beauty and soaring heights, Ijust want to confirm, ; memory,
A world of bravery and fighting knights, \ Can Isleep under_ \ Stretching long, bending the light,
Tons of the mud, > Casting shadows on moments that could have
Where the boys are chasing that wandering kite, And a huge grave stone? N\, been,
And the girls are dressed in crimson bright. N N\ But never were.
What’s the concept; R
Where dads are telling the tales of old days, Of hell and the heaven? \ A quiet ache lingers there,
And moms are smiling while lowering their gaze. Where I will go, / Not sorrow, not regret,
And what’s the criteria? But something older,
A world full of love and caring guides, 1 { Something deeper,
Where there is no need to lie or to hide. Will I go to the hell? Woven into the fabric of every turn
I’ve heard that there, \ We didn’t take.

But soon, a loud thud woke up the child,
And his glossy illusions left him beguiled.

People will die everyday,

Yet they ain’t dead enough_  \, And still, the weight presses on,

To be buried in the soil. , Not seeking redemption,
Now, once again, he was lost in the wild, B ( But understanding,
For not every nightingale has a firefly by its side. 7 { They will be surrounded; { The search for meaning in the spaces
; By all of their devils. / Between what we wanted
Here the dream ends, and the spring dies, And They will live a life, . And what we left behind.
And the child can hear the silent cries. In which they’ll never; /

These echoes are not just ghosts of past decisions,
But whispers of the selves we didn’t become,
The lives we didn’t live.

They are not haunting us; they are us,
Carrying the burden of what was,

And what never will be.

Be forgiven for their sins.

Now the villains are here, ruling the arenas,
And the world is just a stage for ballerinas. \

/
But I think I've fore suffered all.  «

., I'velived on a planet with all_ 2

The devils and unforgiveable sins, ®
Who haunts me throughout; \’
My deadly, poorly lived life. \

) \

They dance on the melodies of muffled cries;
Their flexibility can alter truth into lies. (

Their steps are like arrows, ripping the bodies apart, In the quiet spaces between breaths,

And the pieces are taken by them as awavrds. AN Orwill I go to the heaven? A Where the noise of the world falls away,
Where I'll be happy and_ We find ourselves face to face with the weight of the
And have you noticed their pointe shoes, g Allmy wishes come true? 4 road not taken,
Which helped them dance on their toes? A really good place to go, Wondering, always,
I don’t exactly know; \ How different we might have been
Once the ballerinas receive their pay, That I’ll stay or pray. If we had only walked a little farther,
The shoes are actually thrown away. N, If we had only dared.
Maybe I want to die /
Now, you have heard the story of that child, And giveit a try. [
Whose decently styled world is nothing but wild. Ithink I’ll choose this; ]
An eternal deathand a_ A
Peaceful uninterrupted sleep. 5
Far from all the creatures, Z
Y Devils and unforgiveable sins. ‘
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THE ROLE OF FAMILY TRADITIONS IN SHAPING OUR IDENTITY \

Y/ '\ \
Aqsa Khalid

amily traditions, with their deep roots in culture and history, are instrumental in shaping an
individual’s identity. These customs and values, passed down through generations, not only guide
personal development but also help define one’s relationship with society. The family, often considered

the first institution in a person’s life, is the place where early lessons about life, identity, and belonging are
learned. In many cultures, family traditions are so deeply ingrained that they influence not only our actions
and behaviors but also the very essence of what we become. However, while these traditions can provide a sense
of security, belonging, and purpose, they also have the potential to impose limitations and create conflicts,
especially when they come into tension with the evolving demands of modern life.

As the renowned philosopher Friedrich Nietzsche once stated, “He who has a why to live can bear almost any
how.” Family traditions often offer this "why"—a sense of purpose, meaning, and continuity that anchors
individuals to their heritage. For many, these traditions form the foundation of their values, beliefs, and
actions. Whether it is the rituals surrounding religious observances, cultural festivals, or the moral codes that
guide social conduct, the family acts as a primary vehicle for transmitting these practices. From a young age,
children are socialized into these traditions, gradually absorbing the norms, expectations, and practices that
shape their lives.

Traditions within the family also offer a sense of stability in a constantly changing world. In societies marked
by rapid social and cultural transformations, family traditions act as a safeguard against the erosion of cultural
identity. The poet W.B. Yeats captured this sentiment in his lines: "Things fall apart; the centre cannot hold". In
such times of uncertainty, family traditions can serve as the “center”, offering individuals a solid foundation to
stand upon, and a sense of belonging to something larger than themselves. These traditions provide continuity,
passing down wisdom and knowledge from one generation to the next, which helps individuals navigate life’s
complexities with a sense of connection to their past.

However, the weight of family traditions can be a double-edged sword. While they provide guidance, they can
also become restrictive, particularly when they clash with the aspirations or desires of the individual. The
tension between tradition and personal identity becomes especially apparent in cultures where conformity is
valued over individuality, and where family reputation and honor are paramount. Family traditions may
demand that individuals conform to established roles and expectations, often limiting their ability to pursue
personal dreams or make choices that deviate from the prescribed norms. This sense of obligation can lead to
internal conflict and a sense of powerlessness, as individuals struggle to reconcile their personal desires with
the family’s values.

One of the key challenges that arise from family traditions is the pressure to meet societal expectations,
especially with regard to gender roles and career paths. For example, the expectation that young women should
prioritize family duties over professional aspirations can stifle their personal ambitions, while young men may
feel compelled to pursue careers deemed acceptable or prestigious by their families. These pressures can be
particularly stifling in societies where the concept of honor and family reputation is tied to adherence to
tradition. As the writer Simone de Beauvoir famously wrote, “One is not born, but rather becomes, a woman”.
This quote speaks to the way in which identity, especially gender identity, is shaped by societal forces,
including family expectations. When these roles are rigidly enforced by tradition, individuals may find
themselves confined to narrow, preordained paths, unable to explore the full range of their potential.

Moreover, family traditions can sometimes foster an environment where personal autonomy is undervalued,
especially in the context of joint family systems. In such systems, where multiple generations live together
under one roof, individual desires and needs are often overshadowed by collective decisions and communal
responsibilities. This can lead to the suppression of individual expression, as family members are expected to
prioritize the well-being of the collective over personal growth. The renowned sociologist Sigmund Freud once
wrote, “The ego is not master in its own house”. In joint families, this dynamic is particularly evident, as the
individual’s desires are often subordinated to the authority and decisions of the family, leading to feelings of
alienation and frustration.

The joint family system, though beneficial in fostering collective responsibility and support, can also present
significant challenges to personal development. In such settings, individuals often find themselves bound by
the expectations of a large group of relatives, each with their own opinions, values, and desires. This can create
a constant tension between personal freedom and familial duty. For instance, a young adult may feel pressure
to follow the career path chosen by their parents or may be coerced into marriage decisions that align with
family expectations rather than their own preferences.

DhanScribes e . 2 b 2R umm—




The individual may struggle to assert their own identity in such a highly structured environment, where every
decision is made with the input of many voices. As author James Baldwin reflects, “People are trapped in
history, and history is trapped in them”. In the case of the joint family system, individuals often find
themselves trapped not just in history, but in the ongoing traditions and expectations that shape their lives.

Additionally, the constant interaction with a diverse group of relatives in a joint family can lead to an
overbearing presence in one’s life, reducing the ability to form independent opinions and decisions. The sense
of privacy is diminished, and individuals may feel they are under constant scrutiny. This can result in a loss of
personal space, where the individual’s identity becomes subsumed by the family’s collective identity. This is
particularly problematic for younger individuals, who may struggle to develop their own sense of self when
they are constantly influenced by the opinions and behaviours of others.

The hierarchical structure of joint families also plays a significant role in shaping identity. Elders in the family
are often seen as the final authority on matters of decision-making, and their opinions carry significant weight.
While this can foster respect and provide a source of wisdom, it can also create an imbalance of power that
stifles creativity, independence, and individual expression. Young adults, for example, may find it difficult to
make independent decisions when they are expected to prioritise the desires of the elders over their own
aspirations. This hierarchy can lead to generational divides, with younger family members feeling disconnected
from the traditions they are asked to uphold, and older members feeling their authority is being undermined by
the younger generation’s desire for autonomy.

The tension between personal identity and family tradition becomes even more pronounced when family
traditions conflict with broader social changes. The societal shift towards individualism and autonomy, fueled
by globalization and the rise of modern technology, often clashes with the collectivist values embedded in
traditional family structures. This conflict can leave individuals feeling torn between two opposing worlds: one
that values personal freedom and self-expression, and another that upholds communal values and familial
duties. As the philosopher Albert Camus observed, “Freedom is nothing but a chance to be better”. However, in a
traditional family structure, the individual’s freedom may be limited by the rigid expectations placed upon
them.

While family traditions undoubtedly contribute to the formation of a strong sense of identity, they can also be a
source of constraint and conflict. The challenge lies in finding a balance between honoring tradition and
fostering personal growth. It is essential for individuals to retain the ability to make choices that reflect their
authentic selves, even within the context of family expectations. This requires a level of self-awareness and
courage, as well as the willingness to engage in dialogue with family members to negotiate the boundaries
between tradition and individuality.

In conclusion, family traditions play a crucial role in shaping identity, offering a sense of belonging, moral
guidance, and continuity. However, they also present challenges, especially when they have conflict with
personal aspirations or limit individual autonomy. The joint family system, while providing support and a
sense of community, can sometimes stifle personal growth and expression due to its hierarchical nature and
emphasis on collective responsibility. The task, then, is to navigate the complexities of family tradition with the
understanding that identity is not fixed, but evolves over time. As the writer T.S. Eliot once said, “We shall not
cease from exploration, and the end of all our exploring will be to arrive where we started and know the place
for the first time”. In this sense, the journey of self-discovery often involves reconciling the influences of
family traditions with the need for personal freedom and growth, forging an identity that honors both the past
and the future.
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@ij A MEDITATION ON SOLITUDE IN THE DIGITAL AGE @Q\Z

Nida Barhat

n the past, silence and solitude were essential aspects of everyday life. Today, pervasive influence of digital technology have
made moments of solitude and solace increasingly rare. For centuries, sages and philosophers have embraced solitude to
seek clarity and wisdom. In today’s hyper connected world, this ancient practice feels increasingly elusive.

Solitude serves as a catalyst for self-realization and self-introspection. Meditation plays a vital role in cultivating solitude as it
fosters interaction among mind, body and behavior helping in understanding oneself.

There is a common misconception that loneliness and solitude are two sides of the same coin, when, in reality, they have
fundamentally different meanings. Loneliness is a serious mental health condition characterized by emotional burden, often
leading to feelings of isolation and disconnection from the rest of the world. Loneliness as a Subjective State of Mind, begins by
stating: “According to a recent study, many people prefer to give themselves a mild electric shock than to sit in a room alone with
their own thoughts. The pain of loneliness is such that, throughout history, solitary confinement has been used as a form of torture
and punishment”. (Burton, 2017).

Millions of people are afflicted by this state of mind. Loneliness is not a chosen phenomenon; rather it’s an outcome of several
shortcomings in a person’s life. Loneliness, of course, has nothing to do with solitude. Loneliness is distinct in its nature. Solitude,
in its very essence is different from loneliness. Solitude is chosen and conscious. Solitude is a state of mind, where an individual
experiences disengagement. Solitude is not an outcome of societal desperation but a voluntarily activated decision of a person.

In the modern era, individuals are inseparable from digital technology and social media. Social media platforms and digital
devices have contributed a lot in transforming the world. Additionally, digital technology poses a serious threat to the practice of
meditation on solitude. Immanuel Kant, a German philosopher views enlightenment as man’s emergence from self-imposed
immaturity. However, in today’s digital landscape, a question arises, can one truly attain enlightenment amidst countless
distractions? Our blindness to digital stimulation; scrolling through social media, watching tv shows, and countless activities on
phone perpetuates a profound disconnection from solitude. If we look at the psychological impacts of digital technology, the state
of always being activated on such platforms can lead to anxiety, depression, stress and mental fatigue.

The masses live a life of quite desperation. People are no more interested in analyzing and finding way to their inner conflicts.
Moreover, constant connectivity encourages a fear of missing out (FOMO), further diminishing the value of solitude and
increasing dependency on digital interactions. Solitude is necessary for the well-being of an individual but it has become complex
with change in digital media environment. In this digital age, individuals are so connected to the world, that they do not even have
a minute to reflect on themselves. As a result, they are not able to exercise their minds and think creatively. Their mental health is
deteriorating day by day.

In the countries like Pakistan, it is hard to find such people who are interested in solitude. Those who are among these exceptional
few, often find themselves in a pool of misunderstanding, unsure whether they are perceived as lonely or intentionally seeking
solitude. Solitude and its pursuit are core tenets of Islamic history; the very origins of faith are intricately tied to the Holy
Prophet’s (PBUH) search for truth in the silent deserts of Arabia. But, unfortunately what our prophet taught us is not being
followed . If we talk about Ramadan, it’s a month of spiritual awakening, and this can only be achieved by practicing solitude. We
can reflect upon our sins, and attain inner peace and solace. In reality, month of spiritual awakening has become a month of
special television transmissions and gargantuan iftar parties. It means, we are drifting away from our religious solitude.

Meditation is usually practiced for its various health benefits, specifically the elimination of certain mental states, such as
loneliness. Meditative practices focus on self-navigation and awareness of intense feelings and emotions. Nowadays, where
meditation is a beneficial tool for exploring one’s self, and helpful in cultivating solitude, digital technology is a major hindrance in
achieving that ideal state of solitude. People are too busy to reflect on their inner selves. To seek true solitude, practicing
meditation is essential, as it allows one to embrace its pure form.

” Everyone who wills can hear the inner voice. It is within everyone.”
- Mahatma Gandhi-

Being alone, in a positive sense, grants freedom in opinion and action. Proximity to nature once played crucial role in seeking
solitude and mindfulness. William Wordsworth, John Keats, and Robert Frost are among the greatest poets of nature. As John
Keats mentions in Ode on a Grecian Urn.

“Beauty is truth, truth beauty _

Ye know on earth and all ye need to know”

The poets of nature are aware of the transformative power of nature and it’s healing process. In today’s world, where everything is
digitally connected, it's very rare for people to maintain their bond with nature. In order to pursue solitude, it’s essential to
practically applied several techniques. A lot of people fear solitude yet the great psychiatrist Winnicott said that “The capacity for
solitude is one of the greatest markers of psychological health”. Developing a capacity for solitude indicates that one is
comfortable with their own company. By embracing solitude ,we can not only fully develop our capacity for optimal deep work but
also enhance our ability to collaborate with others. Finding solitude in amidst of our busy lives, should be the first and foremost
priority.
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The significance of personal space is that this space, whether physical or figurative, serves as a sanctuary where we can nurture
and connect with ourselves. Once we develop intimacy with our personal space, it’s not difficult for us to build connection with our
deepest desires, values, boundaries and preferences. Taking quiet time for oneself is essential for gaining clarity and
understanding our own desires and aspirations. These steps also require putting aside all physical and digital distractions,
allowing nothing to interrupt this peaceful practice. All types of physical and mental exercises like yoga, meditation and fasting
help foster deep spiritual and personal growth. Meditative practices do not easily become habitual; they require passion and hard
work.

Most people are well aware of the terms ’introvert’ and ‘extrovert’. Individuals who possess the capability of creativity are known
as introverts. They are interested in exploring their internal world of ideas. Solitude cultivates creative mindfulness. When people
practice solitude, their visions about things become more vivid . An example of creativity as a result of solitude is writing. With
writing, our perspectives become broader. One has to find time and place, if he want to write creatively. When we express our
thoughts and emotions on paper, we actually release our mental burdens and inward conflicts.

One of the major advantages of solitude is that it helps us reform our way of thinking. By seeking solitude, we are able to refine our

introspective tendencies. Another benefit of solitude is that it allows us to introspect spiritually and morally. Spirituality, in its
essence, is about self-realization, leading to God-realization. Solitude is crucial for spiritual growth, as it enables us to recognize
the path we’re on. It is important to note that not everyone has the luxury or capability to practice solitude , it requires focus and
consistency. “Consistency fuels the journey to success”.

Imagine if the internet were unavailable to us—what would we do? There are numerous activities we could engage in without the

presence of digital technology. When a person succeeds in attaining solitude, they become more aware of the practical use of
digital technology. The world of media is neither entirely bad nor entirely good; it has its own pros and cons. Meditation can also
help us reflect on how and when to use digital technology and social media appropriately.

If a digital addict cannot avoid looking at their phone for 10—-20 minutes, they may feel disturbed, or worse, experience a condition
known as FOMO (Fear of Missing Out). Practicing solitude helps us overcome this condition and enables us to confront our inner
fears and conflicts. It also allows us to recognize our own flaws (hamartia) and protects us from facing unnecessary tragedies.

This essay critically analyzes the nature of solitude as a useful tool for introspection, examining internal ideas and conflicts. It
explores nuanced perspectives on digital technology and its hindrance to meditation in practicing solitude. We discover various
challenges while seeking solitude. In conclusion, it is essential to practice solitude in the world of social media and digital
technology. Moreover, those who aim to practice solitude must clearly distinguish between solitude and loneliness, as discussed in
this essay, since loneliness poses a significant threat to one’s well-being. Additionally, solitude fosters creative abilities, making it
essential for individuals to incorporate into their lives.
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QP CULTURAL HERITAGE: THE FOUNDATION OF OUR WORLDVIEW @&

Laraib Zahra Baig

“A person without the knowledge of their past history, origin and culture is like a tree without roots.”
- Marcus Garvey

ultural heritage, the collective memory of a society, significantly influences our worldview. It’s the lens through which we
perceive, interpret, and interact with the world around us. By understanding our cultural heritage, we can better
appreciate our past, present, and future. Cultural heritage can be divided into two categories: tangible and intangible.

Tangible heritage includes physical artifacts, monuments, landscapes and buildings, such as the Great Wall of China and the
Pyramids of Egypt. Intangible heritage encompasses non-physical aspects like folklore, music, language, traditional dances, and
knowledge passed down through generations.

Cultural heritage shapes our worldview in various ways. It provides a sense of identity and belonging, connects us to our ancestors
and helps us understand the values, beliefs and customs of our past. It also shapes social norms, behaviors and expectations,
influencing how we interact with others. Additionally, cultural heritage inspires creativity, innovation and artistic expression,
shaping our cultural landscape. Let’s explore how cultural heritage shapes worldviews in different cultures; first we have, Japan’s
Harmony with Nature, Shintoism emphasizes harmony with nature, reflected in architecture, gardening, and traditional
practices like hanami (cherry blossom viewing).

This cultural heritage fosters a worldview that values environmental preservation, mindfulness, and respect for nature. Second,
India’s Unity in Diversity, India’s rich cultural heritage is characterized by its diversity of languages, ethnic groups and religious
practices. This heritage promotes a worldview of tolerance, inclusivity and respect for different cultures and beliefs. Third, Italy’s
Artistic Legacy, Italy is known for its contributions to art, literature and philosophy, The Italian Renaissance, a cultural movement
from the 14th to the 17th century, produced some of the world’s greatest works of art and literature. The Renaissance produced
masterpieces by Leonardo da Vinci, Michelangelo, and Dante Alighieri.

This heritage shapes a worldview that values aesthetics, creativity and intellectual pursuit. Fourth, Africa’s Oral Traditions; Oral
traditions transmit history, values and wisdom through storytelling, music and dance are used to pass down history, values and
wisdom from one generation to the next. This heritage fosters a worldview that values community, cooperation and respect for
elders. Fifth, Native American’s Connection to the Land; Native American cultures emphasize a strong connection to the land and
its natural resources. This heritage promotes a worldview of environmental stewardship, sustainability and respect for all living
things

Sixth, China’s Confucian Values; Confucianism emphasizes family, respect for authority and social harmony. This heritage shapes
a worldview that values family loyalty, social order and respect for elders. Seventh, Brazil’s Celebration of Joy and Diversity,
Carnival reflects Brazil’s diverse cultural heritage. The lively music, dance and colorful costumes of Brazilian festivals reflect a
culture that embraces life’s vibrancy and encourages social unity. This heritage fosters a worldview that values diversity,
inclusivity and the joy of life.

Preserving cultural heritage is essential for maintaining our identity, values and connection to the past. Challenges like
globalization and modernization threaten cultural heritage, but efforts are being made to protect it. UNESCO’s World Heritage
Sites program is one such initiative that aims to identify, protect and preserve cultural and natural sites of outstanding universal
value. In a nutshell by understanding and appreciating our cultural heritage, we can build a more inclusive, tolerant, and
sustainable future.

“The real voyage of discovery consists not in seeking new landscapes, but in having new eyes.”

~Marcel Proust

In a nutshell by understanding and appreciating our cultural heritage, we can build a more inclusive, tolerant, and sustainable
future. Culture act as a lens that colors how we see the world affecting every aspect of our lives as it provides structure and
meaning to our interpretation. Culture is also dynamic as it evolves in response to changing environments and interactions with
different cultures. It teaches and reshapes our ideas and perceptions, and our worldview is not confined by it. The more we
explore diverse cultures the more we expand our worldview and adopt more progressive ideals.

”D;s’@@vap the Wet Blanket Papadeox: W/ly oo oup
most bpilliant 1deas and plans @/f“@n /@@/
@%ﬁ%ﬁ%ﬂ}é@d by doubt and n%@ﬁ&w&f’y? Uncevepr
tthe pfy@ﬁa/%;@@/ f“wfs*zf‘? that- make @nﬁuﬁfgs’lm

- {é
@V@papﬂféa

DhanScribes




GENRE INDEX
FLASH FICTION

1. Hollow Spirit, Curious Body Flash Fiction: Stories in a Blink

lgraNayab ... -

qra Nayab rage-is Flash fiction is a literary genrve that delivers
2. EverLastlng c A Hauntmg Masterplece powerful storytelling in the smallest of spaces.
DanialKhan Page-15 Typically under 1,000 words, these concise tales

capture the essence of a moment, a character, or a

3. Voices Unbound

conflict with remarkable precision and impact.

AndleebZara ... Page-16 Flash fiction thrives on brevity, challenging writers
4 The Whlsperlng Words to Cmﬂ narratives that are both rich and

restrained. From startling twists to poignant
Fasiha Rehman Page-16

revelations, these short pieces often leave readers

5. Fractured Drea ms, Unbroken Souls pondering long after the final line. In the world of
MalaikaTariq = ... flash fiction, every word matters, making it a

masterpiece in the art of storytelling distilled to its
purest form.

SHORT STORIES

1. Write a Letter To Your Fathers

Muhammad Furqan Page-17
2. The Social Murder
TariqAbbas . Page-18 Short Stories: Worlds in Miniature
3. On the Earth of Chocolate Delights

: : Short stories are compact narratives that offer
Noor-ul-Ain Fatima . Page-19

a glimpse into the lives, emotions, and

4. A Red Rose For Yesterday conflicts of their characters. Balancing
brevity with depth, they capture the essence of

Fatima-tu-Zahra ... Page-20 t n\ nt, often leavi

o a moment or a turning point, often leaving a
5. Where Madness Meets Possession lasting impression. From the haunting tales
Farah Afzal . Page-22 of Edgar Allan Poe to the evocative realism of

6. CI‘OWI’\ Of ShddOWS Anton Chekhov, short stories have been a
lgraNayab .. Page-24 cornerstone of literary exploration, blending

7. Where Have All the Socks Gone? precision with profound storytelling.
lqra Rasheed @ ...

DhanScribes




o

DhanScribes

HOLLOW SPIRIT, CURIOUS BODY

Iqra Nayab

he environment was suffocating due to hot weather, but at
I this specific time, everything was loud. The overstuffed bus
of children was leaving the school parking-lot for its normal

route of sudden stops, unforgiving bumps, broken roads, congested
seats, and of course, transporting students to their destinations.
Secluded from every other child on the bus, I was sitting quietly in seat
number thirteen, listening to the screaming laughter and shrill
excitement of everyone, as always, at that time. I was sitting there in
silence because I knew that it was just a way to eliminate the jadedness
of their tiring day. I was trying to take everything in: the smell of the
old brown bus seats, the half-opened windows that daily tried to keep
us cool; the pleasantly plump and incredibly rude bus driver, chewing
tobacco; and the jovial, rambunctious sounds of kids cackling and
yelping.
Suddenly, as we were moving forward, the blasting sound struck my
ears, as the back tire of the bus burst. Every passenger was sure that
the bus was of no use now. At this time, when the sun was blazing hot,
all of the students were angry and tired.
But fortunately, the bus stopped a bit farther away from my dwelling.
I preferred to walk the remaining way to home. The heavy bag was
hanging around my pitiable shoulders, but who cares? Sweat made its
way from forehead to chin in the blink of an eye, trying to escape
through the miseries of a long path. I chose a lane that was always
quiet and silent all the time as there was no houses around. I was
walking along the roadside kicking off a tiny stone with my shoes like
a wanderer. Head down, frowned eyebrows, tired body, and silently
awkward walk was all I was doing with my inner self. There were trees
all along the lane. The susurration of leaves and the tweeting of a few
thirsty sparrows was all I could hear in the quiet surroundings. I was
moving in my zone when a barrel bag caught my attention, lying
hidden at the back of an old tree. I looked around to see if the owner of
the bag was nearby. I put my school bag on the ground and out of my
curious nature, I peeked into the bag. The zip of the bag was opened
from the side corner. I wanted to look inside but the fear of being
caught was stopping me from doing so. I had no bad intentions but my
curiosity was poking me badly.
I moved a step or two forward, then stopped for a while to think of the
matter. I had a strange feeling about this. But at last, I sat down near
that Barrel bag. I untied its mingled strip and opened the zip with my
thumb and index finger. While doing this, I felt no scruples regarding
this. Because curiosity can make you do things that may have bootless
and futile consequences. I forgot about my school bag and the way
back home, unaware of the situation that someone might have been
watching my every single move since my arrival here. As I unzipped
the bag, it had some uncommon and odd objects inside. There was a
candle with melted wax, a surgical mask with scissors and a cloth
bandage with a smudge of blood on it, a theatre playbill, a nail polish
remover, and a mascara along with a little stuffed teddy bear.
I couldn’t understand whether it was of a child, a lady, a gentleman, or
a doctor. When I looked deeper into it, I pulled back sharply, dread
coursing through me. It was a gun inside that was placed at the
deepest end of the bag. My hands started shuddering. I got up and
took a few steps back wiping off my sweat and eyeing around. A few
seconds departed away and I glanced back at the Barrel bag. This time,
my attention was caught by a piece of paper sticking at the lower end
of the bag. That message was whispering the terrifying words of some
scoundrel. Again, in a robotic motion, I went near that mysterious bag
and started flipping through the words:
“As you have opened up this worthless and pathetic sack, mark my
words; you are heading to mourn. However, before that, you have to
submit the answer to my concern. Why is it that when one man
constructs a barrier, the next man instantly desires to know what’s on
the other side? Whether it is associated with worldly subjects or one's
sentiments?”
The words left me astonished and scared. Days moved in a blink, and
the incident still lingers in my mind like an unwelcomed guest.
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EVERLASTING: A HAUNTING MASTERPIECE
Danial Khan

To all the fleeting moments that became everlasting in our memories.

he house always felt frigid, despite the hot sun rays streaming
I through the high-lined windows. Sara, the seventy-year-old
maid, had spent thousands of days keeping it breathing—
cleaning floors, spreading the fragrance of her flavored hands, and
preserving the paintings of Jeff, the man who held sway over it. Her hands
were rough, her back bent due to years of work, but she was an epitome of
resilience, faithfulness and loyalty.
Jeff was a famous painter, known for his genius mind but haunted by his
temper. He always carried a dagger with him that made everyone uneasy.

His daughter, Julia, was an arrogant and sadistic girl who lacked the
inheritance of talent. Sara used to absorb her insults with quiet patience.
Jeff would beat her over small mistakes, and Julia's recreation was to set
traps to embarrass her. But Sara remained silent and patient in the house
of absolute chaos. The dark room was Jeff's sanctuary where he used to
store his paintings under the dim light of bulbs, while the rest of the room
was shadowy. No one was allowed to enter the room—not even Sara, who
prepared every painting for preservation.

One day, Jeff's hands turned a piece of paper into a masterpiece of art

"Everlasting” he titled. "Everlasting” captivated every person at the
exhibition. It gave a speaking look to a collector who offered one million
dollars for it—a great fortune Jeff never dreamed of. But his greed turned
his fortune, and he refused the offer, insisting he would hold an auction to
get more than the offered fortune. He took back his painting with
extraordinary joy in his greedy eyes. "Sara!" he barked, handing over the
painting to her for preservation, "This 'Everlasting’ is worth more than
your life.”

Sara sighed with patience, despite Jeff's<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>