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BUNYANUL MARSOOS

In order of OPERATION BUNYAN UL MARSOOS

This note is dedicated to the brave soldiers, security forces and intelligence
personnel of Pakistan who participated in OPERATION BUNYAN-UL-
MARSOQOS a critical counterterrorism mission aimed at preserving peace,
sovereignty, and the safety of our homeland.

Our forces' decisive actions and strategic brilliance compelled the enemy to
go on the backfoot, ceding ground and momentum as they struggled to
respond effectively to the relentless pressure.

We salute the unwavering courage, discipline and sacrifice of those who
stood on the front lines to defend our nation against extremism. Your
dedication to duty and the spirit of selfless service are etched into the fabric
of PAKISTAN'S history. é
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First of all, | would like to compliment the editors of this
magazine. | believe they are all students of the Medical
College, and I'm so happy to see them taking on the
responsibility of editing this publication. I'm sure this
experience will go along way in contributing to their future
career development.

Instructional strategies are changing all over the world-
especially in medicine-because medicine itself is rapidly
evolving. Just lectures and demonstrations are no longer
good enough. | strongly recommendthat all students begin
tolook intothe future of medicine now, because by thetime
they start practicing, things will be very different from the
currentinstructional methods.

Whatever you learn today must be considered in light of
how artificial intelligence is reshaping the landscape. We
are entering the era of Al, and no one can truly predict the
extent to which it will change medical practice-whether
computers will be able to diagnose, treat, and interact with
patients like doctors do. I'm not too sure if that will fully
happeninthe nexttenyears, butitis certainly a possibility.

However, | firmly believe that doctors will always be
needed. The human connection, the man-to-man touch
will always be the most important aspect of the healthcare
system. | strongly suggest that all students, both from our
college and other medical colleges, keep themselves
informed and updated about how Al is evolving and
potentially transforming healthcare.

The nextfive years are crucial. It's during this time that you
are groomed to become medical practitioners. You come

into college from different backgrounds, but by the time you graduate from Rashid Medical College, you will be aligned-
similarinthinking, understanding, and professional approach.

Please uphold the reputation and prestige of your alma mater. Practice medicine with the same commitment and
integrity that you pledged on day one, when youtook the oath upon entering medical college.

Iwishyou all great success, and | hope you will become the future leaders ofthe medical profession.

With Best Wishes,

of. Rashid Latif Khan




MS. SABAHAT KHAN

Wishing you all the success and happiness inthe world.

Sabahat Khan

CEO, Rashid Latif Medical College
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AMessageto Our Students
Dear Students,

| just want to take a moment to remind you how
incredible you are. Choosing medicine is not just a
career decision, it's a commitment to making a real
difference in people’s lives. And while this journey
isn't always easy, | want you to know that you are
capable, strong, and more than ready for the
challenges ahead.

There will be long nights, tough exams, and moments
where you might question yourself. But remember,
every great doctor started exactly where you are
now-learning, growing, and pushing through the
tough times. Keep believing in yourself, lean on your
friends and mentors, and never lose sight of the
passionthat brought you here.

You are the future of healthcare, and | have no doubt
that you will go on to do amazing things. Stay curious,
stay kind, and keep going. We're all cheeringfor you!
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- | appreciate with great acknowledgment the students and

‘ : the Magazine Committee of Rashid Latif Medical College
ﬂ in publishing Elixir. Since its inception, Rashid Latif Medical

. S | College has achieved continuing success both at academic

: — and extracurricular fronts. All this had been possible with

the dedication and strenuous efforts of the management,
faculty andthe students.

The college magazine is truly a representative student
publication and it reflects and encompasses the diversity
inherent to the academic and extra-curricular
environment ofthe RLMC. College magazines have a great
educative value and encourage students to think and
write. Creative writing is not only meant for people of
liberal arts or for people who adopt this as a career but the
ability to write well and communicate effectively is
important for the health care professionals. Elixir has given
the students a platform to unleash their creative potential,
develop their power of thinking and strengthen their
imagination. Students also learn the value of co-operation
and healthy competition.

The magazine also highlights the educational, cultural,
social and sports activities of the institute. | pray for the
future growth of the college and wish that the
management, staff and the students continue to work
together so that RLMC holds the distinction of producing
well rounded and well balanced graduates in the field of
medicine.

Best Wishes,
Prof. Dr. Tahir Masood
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It gives me immense pleasure to extend my heartfelt
congratulations to the entire editorial team,
contributors, and faculty advisors for the successful
publication of ELIXIR, a radiant reflection of the
creativity, intellect, and aspirations of our student
body.

I'm so impressed by the diverse voices and stories
that have filled our college editorial magazine. It's
been a journey of growth, creativity, and connection,
and | couldn’t be prouder of what we've
accomplishedtogether.

This magazine is more than just pages filled with
words; it's a platform for our community to share their
thoughts, experiences, and perspectives. From
thought-provoking articles to stunning artwork, each
contribution reflects the unique spirit of our college. |
encourage every one of you to keep pushing
boundaries, challenging norms, and using your voice
tomake a difference.

Thank you to the editorial team, contributors, and
readers for making this magazine a vibrant part of our
college culture. Here's to another year of inspiring
contentand meaningful conversations!

- ’j Let this magazine be a symbol of our shared passion
- forlearning, healing, and growing together.

Wishing ELIXIR continued success inthe years to come.

Warm Regards,
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Dear Elixir Team,

Asthe proud Chairperson of the College Magazine Committee,
I am delighted to extend my heartfelt appreciation to each and
every student who has played a role, big or small, in the
compilation of this year's edition of Elixir. Your dedication,
creativity, and hard work have truly made this magazine a
remarkable showcase of our collective talent and diverse
voices. Elixir has always been more than just a publication; it is
a platformfor self-expression, a canvas where the colors of our
thoughts, emotions, and experiences come o life.

Inthis year’s edition, | have witnessed the incredible efforts and
passion that each of you has poured into your contributions.
From thought-provoking articles and insightful essays to
captivating artwork and soul-stirring poetry, Elixir stands as a
testamenttothe rich tapestry oftalent within our student body.

It warms my heart to see our students coming together to
create something so special. The diversity of perspectives, the
depth of understanding, and the authenticity of your voices make Elixir not just a magazine but a reflection of
whowe are asindividuals and as a collective force.

Remember, Elixir is more than just ink on paper; it is a vessel that carries the essence of our thoughts and
feelings. Itis a platform where you can unapologetically be yourself, where your words can inspire, provoke,
and resonate with others. Your creativity has the power to connect us, and your voices have the potential to
spark change.

As we unveil this edition of Elixir, take a moment to appreciate the unique contributions of your peers,
celebrate the diversity ofideas, and recognize the beauty of self-expression. Let this magazine be a reminder
that your voice matters and thatthis platformis here for youto share your inner-self with the world.

Thank you once againfor your dedication and hard work. Elixir would not be the same without each and every
one of you. Here's to another year of creativity, expression, and making a lasting impact through the power of
words.

BestRegards
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Being a part of this year's college magazine brings me a quiet
sense of joy — not just as a teacher, but as someone who's been
lucky enough to walk alongside students through the many
seasons of medical college life.

Over the years, I've come to realize that learning medicine isn’t
just about mastering facts or perfecting clinical skills. It's also
about growing as individuals learningto listen, tofeel, to reflect.
This magazine captures that side of you the thoughtful, curious,
creative side that sometimes gets overshadowed in the race of
exams and schedules.

Reading through the contributions, I'm reminded of how much
heart and perspective this generation of students brings.
There’s honesty, humour, depth and above all, a strong sense of
community. That's what makes this magazine special.

Keep writing, keep wondering — and above all, keep growing.

o
o
(o)
(72)
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Our college magazine is more than just a collection of articles, it
is a voice, a platform, and a reflection of your thoughts,
creativity, and aspirations. Each piece within these pages is a
testament to the talent and dedication of our brilliant writers,
who have pouredtheir hearts and minds into their work.

DearReaders,

Tothose who have contributed, thank you for sharing your ideas
and inspiring us all. And to those who have yet to write—YOUR
VOICE MATTERS! Whether it's an opinion, a poem, a story, or an
experience, let your thoughts flow and make animpact.

Keep writing, keep expressing, and let's make this magazine a
truereflection of your collective brilliance!




DR.SHAMA AKRAM
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It's a real joy to write this note for our college magazine — a project
that's close to my heart and one I've had the pleasure of guiding as a
faculty.

Working with the editorial team has been a reminder of how much
talent, curiosity, and creativity lives within our student body. Behind
every article, poem, survey, illustration, and idea is a student who took
time out of their already packed schedules to contribute something
meaningful —andthat, tome, is inspiring.

“ This magazine is more than just a publication. It's a snapshot of our
campus life —the happenings we're excited about, the issues we care
about, and the ways we express ourselves beyond the academics. It
capturesthe heartbeat ofthis college.

S I'm proud ofthe creation of our team. | hope you enjoyflipping through
these pages as much as we enjoyed putting themtogether.




MUHAMMAD FAIZAN AKRAM
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As we embark on another edition of our medical college
magazine, it's essential to reflect on the journey we’ve taken
together as a community dedicated to the art and science of
medicine.

In this edition, we aim to showcase not only the academic
achievements of our peers but also the invaluable experiences
that shape us as future healthcare professionals. From insightful
research articles to inspiring patient stories, each contribution
highlights the diverse talents and perspectives within our
college.

We encourage you to engage with these pieces, as they are not
just words on a page but reflections of the passion and
commitmentthat drive our collective mission.

Thank you for being a part of this journey. We hope you enjoy
this edition andfind inspiration in the stories and insights shared
within its pages. Let’s continue to strive for excellence and make
apositiveimpactinthe world of healthcare.

ABDULLAH GHANI
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As we put together this edition of our college magazine, we find
ourselves reflecting on the incredible journey it has been. Every
article, poem, and story in these pages has passed through our
hands, each one adding a new layer to this vibrant tapestry of
studentexpression.

This magazine is more than just a publication to us—it's a
reflection of our dedication, our late nights of editing, and our
passionfor bringing voicesto life. We have carefully curated and
refined every piece to ensure thatthis issue not only informs and
entertains but alsoleaves alastingimpression.

We hope you enjoy reading it as much as we enjoyed creatingit.
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i!‘ "Perhaps, it is our imperfections that make us so perfect for one

1 another.”™

Sana Zahid
Editor

Works of art often lasts forever, or nearly so. But retrospectives often
bloom and then exist as memories pressed in magazines and books. As
this gives you the highlights of prior events, it gives us extreme delight
to present your work as memortes to cherish forever!

Komal Arif
Co-Editor

“No matter how relentless medicine is:within the chaos lies the
strength to transform exhaustion into purpose

Muhammad Ammar
Sub Editor

“Itis notwrong to treat yourself with kindness™

Ameena Sardar Khan
Sub Editor

1524 jill g B

So, surely with hardship comes ease.

Ahmed Riffat
Sub Editor

Enlighten your heart and mind with knowledge

Malik Mekeal
Sub Editor

.
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LIFE AS A STUDENT:

Q: From where you did your schooling?

A: F.Sc from GCU, MBBS from Allah Igbal Medical College.
Q: Your most favourite and least favourite subject?

A: Physiology is my favourite subject & surgery is least
favourite.

Q: Extracurricular activities in which you participated?

A: Football table tennis, badminton in school and squash while doing MBBS

Q: Did you deal any failure as a student?

A:No

Q: How has your time as a student shaped your personal development?

A: It has instilled in me a sense of discipline.

Q:What was the most challenging part of your medical school experience?

A: First and Final Profs were the most challenging.

Q: Any advice would you give to current medical students who are struggling to balance academics and
personal life?

A: Make a daily schedule and manage your time accordingly.

LIFE AS A DOCTOR:

Q: What sparked your passion for medicine?

A: My cousin who was also a doctor inspired me to become a doctor.

Q: What's been your most rewarding experience as a doctor?

A: Seeing your patient get better.

Q: What profession would you have chosen if you weren't a doctor?

A: Army.

Q: Your first patient interaction was like?

A: It was infinal year of MBBS. | had to convince a patient, with lateral carcinoma, for examination.
Q:What would a typical day as a doctor look like for you?

A: I have a very busy schedule. As a teacher and a physician, we have double duty. | also have a private
practice. Plus, | have to give time to my family as well.

Q:What did you buy with your first pay cheque?

A: It was Rs. 900 during my house job. | distributed it among my cousins.



Q:Your opinion on new doctors considering moving abroad?

A: There is no harm in going abroad. However, | believe they should come back and serve their country after
learning new techniques.

Q: Any one hurdle our health care system faces the most?

A: Our primary healthcare system is very weak. Patient should not be treated at the level instead they should
be treated at a basic level first. This would help reduce overcrowding in our hospitals.

Q: How did your upbringing and education shaped your career choice?

A: | wanted to become a surgeon since my first year of MBBS, however after graduation and FCPS 1, | decided
to go into ENT.

Q: Most significant challenge during your medical training?

A: It was a smooth ride for me with no significant challenge.

Q: Describe a particularly difficult case and how you overcame it?

A: There have been multiple difficult cases, and you learn from each and every one of them. | read research
articles to keep myself updated and if anyone of my patient is not well or is not responding to my treatment, |
get very bothered.

Q: How has medical education changed since you were a student?

A: It has changed a lot. New techniques are now available, and it is becoming easier to diagnose diseases in
their early stages.

ENT AS A SPECIALTY:

Q:What made you choose ENT as a speciality?

A:There are not many ENT specialists and | realised that | could help the society more after becoming an ENT
specialist.

Q: Biggest challenge in this field?

A: ltis a very huge and technical field requiring instruments and devices that are costly.

Q: How would you advice young students trying to pursue ENT in future?

A:ltis a very interesting field full of opportunities with very few trained surgeons. | would suggest that you
pursue it as one particular specialty and adapt to it.

Q: Most common conditions you treat in this speciality?

A:Infections are the most common because our primary healthcare system is poor and self-medication makes
things worse.

Q: How the trends changed over the years?

A: It has become more and more evolved with lasers and latest instruments.

Q: Do you think research play a role in ENTspeciality?

A: Research plays equally important role in every field of medicine.

Q: What do you envision for the future of ENT?

A: Itis afield that is growing day by day.

LIFE AT RLMC:

Q:How is your experience as a teacher in RLMC?

A: As ateacher at RLMC, | find the experience incredibly fulfilling. Working with bright, motivated students like
you is inspiring. The medical field is ever-evolving, so teaching here requires staying updated with the latest
advancements, which keeps me on my toes.



Q: Difference you have seen in the Government institutes and RLMC as a teacher?

A: No difference.

Q: What do you think is the difference between medical students of public and private colleges?

A: In my experience, there is no inherent difference between medical students from public and private
colleges. All medical students share the same passion for learning, dedication to their studies, and the
ultimate goal of becoming competent healthcare professionals.

Q: What is your most memorable experience at RLMC?

A: The most memorable experience was the performance of our last batch with 100% results and seven gold
medals in ENT.

Q: What made you choose RLMC as a place for work?

A: Professor Rashid Latif Khan is my teacher and has always been my inspiration so i decided to work here.
Q: Your vision, mission and goals for the ENT Department at RLMC?

A: | want to establish the ENT department at RLMC as a center of excellence in education, patient care, and
research, providing state-of-the-art treatment and nurturing future medical professionals.







HoP

Is this stress Long lasting ? No
Is this anxiety Long lasting? No

It feels good when you do some creative work
It feels like your life is complete when you create something
It feels awesome to have some innovative ideas
It feels like your life is peaceful when you fulfill them
But there comes a time, - Is this sorrow Long lasting? No

Is this burden Long lasting? No
| Is this season Long lasting? No
Is this exam Long lasting? No
Then why being so anxious?
Just give it some time and hope
for the best

When you feel helpless to create something
It feels like your creativity is dead
It makes your life dull and dim
It's the worst feeling in this world

~ UNDERA "
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“I'm still there, where you had drifted me apart
With a swarm of memories in the midst of bleak dark
You're still here, in the corner of my tormented heart

From where you peek, to make my soul distraught
That pain, it’s still there, where you had left it carved
And the reality is that it's never turned into an art'

Zainab Tanigy

When the stars cover the sky
And the darkness spreads its hazy light
Then u sneak out through corner of my chest
To paralyse and unnerve my every cell
Beats no longer coordinate with racing heart
In that instance, tears don't resist for their part
These anguished nights are hardest to survive
But, r so enough to move from the moon'’s light

to sunshine

Zainah Tanigy



In the hour of need, the one whom you reach
the one who listens silently, but responds
with "please "

The one with whom , you share with ease
Your laugh, your agony and your peace
Over the little compromise, when they leave
Its the most dreadful thing you ever perceive
Memories of them when crawl in your heart

You no longer the one you used to be with them
For the sake of yourself you just accept the fact

Everyone needs to move on to be on next step

Zoinah Tanig

Who says you are not brave?

When you endured silently like a moonlit night
A voice trapped in you gorge, begging to be
unleashed
When you were willing to die like a wave ready
to crash on the shore
Felt like a puzzle piece longing to fit
Like a flame that's burned out, leaving only ash
Who stood for you?

Who was there for you?

Who was your comforting embrace in this cold
world?

You! You were your own anchor in the storm
You shone like a beacon, lighting your own way
You were a soft whisper in your ear, reminding
you of your inner strength
Then who says you are not brave???

Haira Noor
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The dawn rises, gentle and soft,
They cheer as | begin, hands aloft
They marvel at the first step’s grace,
Eyes full of hope, hands eager to embrace

The dusk falls, serene and slow,
They sigh at the end, bask in the glow
They bid farewell with tender gaze,
As | bow out, lost in twilight's haze

But at noon, when the sun is high,
When | burn with power and reach the sky,
They avert their eyes, shield their face,
For brilliance now has taken its place
They praised my rise, they'll mourn my fall,

But at my peak, they build a wall
They brand my strength as harsh and vain,
Turn warmth to fire, pleasure to pain
| stand alone on this bright peak,

Unseen by eyes that dared to seek
They hide beneath, they cower and fret,
At heights where | won't let them forget
For | am human, like they are,| climbed,

| fought, | bear my scar
Yet they will not sit at my noon,
For they cannot bask in a sun so soon
Blessed be the sun that burns bright.

Aeem Shahid
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It's still just a lonesome forever, dear heart,
What meant to be shouldn't have ended,
| embraced everyday with some hope,
Justto realize | was left all stranded,

In these moments you ask if I'm sane,
After all the heartaches and all the tears,
And | reply I'm left with just unending pain,
| tried to conquer it but | gave in to fear,
As in your gaze, | seldom ever see hope,
But a little flame still burns in your eyes,
Though there's nothing left in me anymore,
It seems its telling me to live another life,
Yet the thought of survival haunts me,
To think | might never fall in love again,
I'm so afraid of the past repeating itself,
That again, all my efforts would go in vain.

Saad sran

FLAMES

Consider life as a flame on a matchstick,
From the day it was ignited until it grows
Dim and thick,

For that is life,

Nothing but a flicker of light trying to survive

The path itself is mysterious and daunting,
A pre-determined fate,
We seek to try to peek ahead
But then what's the point of life?

They say the journey is filled with love and joy,
But where are they, in this world so coy?
lts a mirage, a deception so grim,
For all I see is pain and sin.

uw

A man made of clay, but filled with attributions
With empathy, love, patience and satisfaction
Spend his existence in yearning for collections
But is not the owner of his whole possessions
When honored with power forgets his devoir
How to deal and treat others with the poise
After wasting his life on worldly distractions
He gets nothing but only the discontentment
His heart gets heavy with the weight of his pride
And his soul gets weary with the journey inside
Soon the reality of the world hits him with dejection
This world is nothing, but just a deception

Zainah Tanig

Yet | strive day and night,
Hoping for the purpose, for some light,

My dreams seem out of reach in this wretched

world [ live in.

So | battle against myself,
A war for my peace of mind,

For if 1 fail, death lurks around every bend

Waiting to claim me happily.

So | ask myself again,
What is life?
For | honestly don’t know the answer.
I can only wait for it to unfold patiently
Until the angels call for me, it is my time to
sleep peacefully.

Muhammad Ammar




I have a friend named “Life”.
He's kept on teaching me, relentlessly.

Who to love,
To hold close,
To shut out, | cannot lie that | have’nt seen my fair share of
To stay away from companions
And the endless lessons continue... For | have seen who were true to me,
Believed in me,
But | have reached my breaking point. Used me,
Can the teachings please stop? Took advantage of me to their benefit.
Because all | desire now is peace.
The trauma keeps hurling towards me. So, | call them out not
Accompanied by pangs of melancholy. out of regret or anger,
but rather out of respect
Friends that arrive and depart, fake relationships. & gratitude.
But how do I tell Life to understand that he is hurting me, For without them, |
Piercing my fragile soul, wouldn't have realized
For he lacks the emotion that | feel. the nature of people and
their two faces.
So | searched for a way out, For my body and
Maybe isolation consciousness remain

Maybe I'll shut the world out,
Or whatever it is that fills the hole this pain has left in my
chest.

| yearn for quiet,
For peace
For sleep
Friends, mates, brothers, or BFF's, call it what you want.¢/)
They all represent one thing; a companion.
Everyone has their idea of a companion and in my eyes,
A companionship is a contract that one must abide by
until one dies
And to break it would put one in jeopardy.
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"The heart, a prized possession,
Beloved by many, revered by all,
The very core of my existence."
It's the keeper of My memories.

Love, moments, and
recollections,
Fuel it's beat day
and night,
Though some ask
"How does it
break?"

An innocent teardrop
shatters it,
Tearing it at the seams.
The pain is excruciating
The mind tormented with
fright,

The soul lost in
isolation,

The peace shattered into a
thousand lights.

Yet time is said to heal
all wounds,
Maybe by someone new or
once known,

For | hope to find
someone who'll mend it
soon,

As my life’s essence
slowly drains.

Muhammad Fmmar

E A never-ending pleasure,

An unbearable desire,
Curiosity’s insatiable urge
This is obsession’s fire.

It starts as a dream,
A fragile mind goes hazy,
A tiny spark ignites,
And a new you awaken

Trapped with no escape,
You embark on this journey,
Thoughts are scattered,
Your nature is carefree,
The pain is a distant memory.

For some, its a love that rules their heart,
For others, money, power, and fame are their
counterparts,

Either way, the soul is chained.

I've been there, I've escaped, and I've learned,
So | reach out my hand to those who yearn,
Take it if you wish to break free from the dark hold,
Or don't, for you may experience a new obsession
with me.

Mubammad FAmman

A cloudy morning of spring with her, perhaps
Was all the heart ever wanted at last
In the far off land where the breeze becomes one with you
And the shady trees lure you to sleep under the sky which is
blue
Where people don’t take you for others words, but for who
you are Where u can hear the river flow even though it is far
For where there’s much more out there than there's within
these rooms
And where throughout the whole year the blueberry flowers
bloom
For where one needs no special reason to be at peace
For where everything is full in its least

Ahmed
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Scars portray a life lived,
Etched onto my fragile
skin;

They bear witness to my
experiences,

Some of which were
violent.

Each mark is like a
portrait,

A reminder of the pain and
suffering endured;
Each layer is a testament to
the battle for life,
Even as the healed ones
still ache.

The scars of violence go
deeper than the skin,
They have seeped into my
very soul,
Shattered pieces of myself
now mended,

But still bearing the cracks
of what I've been through.

| wish for them to fade,
but know deep down they
o never truly will,
For they are a part of me, a
reminder of what I've
overcome.
Thus | carry this burden
with me on the endless
- road ahead,
# A constant reminder of
oy | the price | had to pay and
' the lessons learned.
But the fresh cuts still
burn,
And the pain remains.

Muhammad Fmmarn
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21 brings to me, a new dawn
I've been through the motions,
Riding one wave after another
All these years have passed me by,
Yet still, | am left emotionless
No remorse nor happiness,
Has left its mark on my heart,
Except for this empty feeling in my chest.

Friendships turned out temporary,
Relationships proven futile,
The ones | wished to have by my side,
Have sailed far away from the shores
| call home.
| am left with one question haunting me,
Was | born to end up alone?

While hope still burns in the engine
Fuelling me,
| ask myself how long | can go on,
As the fire is nearly extinguished.

21is a new age for me,
| anticipate what it holds,
Will the flame stay alive or is it time to say
goodbye?

Muhammad FAmman
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The world is full of vibrant colours. The green of the lush trees, the red of the roses and the cheeks of people
who confess to their crush, the blue of the calm sky and sea, the yellow ofthe fierce sun, the orange of the dusk
sky whenthe sun bids farewell, and the purple of the evening sun after the clouds shed their tears. The worldis
a place of harmony where equality is common, people love each other regardless of gender, identity, class,
character, race, color, and age.

Everyone is free to do anything and nobody questions each other because trust is the foundation stone of the
society. Nobody dares to hurt each other and nobody can even consider raising their hands for violence.
These are such perfect days that one would consider living in afantasy. It seems real yet unrealistic. Anything
is possible, the hope that is embedded in everyone's heart is the driving force to do anything. There are no
regrets, no pain, and no grief. All is perfect with nothing out of place.

And withthat, you wake uptorealize thatit's all just a dream. An optimisticfool’s dream who believes in every
crazy thing. But even as you open your eyes to the less-than-perfect reality, there’s a lingering sense of that
utopian vision. You carry a piece of that dream with you, like a warm ember in your heart. It's the dream that
fuels your kindness, your empathy, and your unwavering belief in the goodness of people. It's what makes
youstrivefor a better world, even when faced with adversity.

You go about your day, noticing the beauty in the small things: the genuine smile of a stranger, the helping
hand offered without a second thought, the laughter of children playing without a care in the world. These
glimpses of the dream remind you that while perfection may be unattainable, the pursuit of it brings out the
bestin humanity. It's inthe striving for that harmony, that equality, that trust, that we find our true selves.

The world outside may not be the vivid utopia of your dream, but it is a canvas waiting to be painted with the
colors of compassion and understanding. Each act of kindness, each moment of courage, adds a stroke of
brilliance to the bigger picture. You realize that even if the world isn't perfect, it is full of potential, and every
day is an opportunity to make it alittle better.

So, you hold onto that optimistic fool’s dream, not as an unattainable fantasy, but as a guiding star. It's a
reminder that while we may wake up from dreams, we don’t have to let go of the hope and inspiration they
bring. Instead, we weave theminto our reality, creating atapestry of possibility and hope, where every thread
contributes to amore vibrant, more beautiful world.

Muhammad Qasim Ali
1* Year
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Han Kang is a South Korean author whose journey began when she published her first book “Winter in Seoul”.
She started to gain fame with her book The Vegetarian which got shortlisted for many awards, won some ofthem
and was produced into a movie. The latest of Han's novels to be translated into English, The White Book, has
almost nothing in common with its predecessors except for its stunningly beautiful writing and its preoccupation
with mortality. It's a book that defies genre and challenges the reader to make sense of its unusual structure. The
White Book isn't likely to appeal to fans of the traditional novel, but will reward readers with a taste for more
unconventional narratives.

The White Book begins with a list of 15 things associated with the color white: a newborn baby's gown, snow,
rice, blank paper, and more. "With each item | wrote down, a ripple of agitation ran through me," the narrator
explains. "l felt that yes, | needed to write this book and that the process of writing it would be transformative,
would itself transform into something like white ointment applied to a swelling, like gauze laid over a wound.
Something Ineeded."

The narrator, the reader learns, is a Korean writer living temporarily in a snow-covered European city. Lately,
she’s become preoccupied with thoughts of her older sister, who died hours after being born: "The most helpless
of all young animals. Pretty little baby, white as a moon-shaped rice cake. How I'd been born and raised in the
place of that death." The city, one which was nearly destroyed by the Nazis during World War I, inspires in the
narratorthoughts of death and rebirth.

The White Book is broken into several small chapters, most named after a white object, all related in some way to
the narrator’s family or the city she has found herself in. A chapter named after breast milk takes just seven
sentences to recount the narrator’s bereaved mother, a day after the death of her baby girl, squeezing out a
stream of milk that won't be used to nourish anyone. In "Blizzard," the narrator remembers being stuck in a
snowstorm in Seoul years ago, "unable to fathom what on earth it could be, this thing so cold, so hostile. This
vanishingfragility, this oppressive weight of beauty."

There’s no real plot to The White Book; in lieu of a storyline, Han presents a series of brief reflections on grief and
the challenges of mourning a family member you‘ve never met. At times, it seems like more like a poetry
collection than anything else — some of the chapters contain line breaks, a technique that Han uses quite
effectivelyto catchthe reader off guard.

Han is at her haunting best when the narrator considers the sister she never got to know, and how her absence
became something like another family member itself. The narrator reflects that if her sister had lived, she might
never have been born: "This life needed only one of us to live it. If you had lived beyond those first few hours, |
would not be living now. My life means yours isimpossible."

The White Book is a novel that's difficult to describe, but easy to love. It's a delicate book, hard to know,
impossible to pin down, but it's filled with some of Han's best writing to date. And it's also one of the smartest
reflections on what it means to remember those we've lost. "There are certain memories that remain inviolate to
the ravages of time. And to those of suffering,” Han writes. "It is not true that everything is colored by time and
suffering. Itis nottrue thatthey bring everythingtoruin.”

Muhammad Qasim Ali
1* Year



\g You'reaworkinprogress, shatteredinthe process......

There's beads of sweat abandoning me as | continue to dig a hole, breathless. There’s a blackened poisonin
my heart, pumping through my exhausted veins. It's a depression deep enough to peacefully sleep in for
eternity, not a ray of sunshine reaching me. Yet, | keep digging. You never loved me. Your life was an intricate
labyrinth of lies you told the world, hoping you'll find some truth and serenity for yourself. You never did.
That's how cursed beings live. You never loved yourself. Your paranoia dug a void deep inside your heart that
you longed to fill with your apathetic acts of kindness. There's a tortured creature deep within you turned to
stone. It's a chaotic work of art.

Every crevice and curveis a battle scar youlonged to show off. Waiting too long didn’t work, and now you're a
wound inflicted on everyone around you. | saw my mother on the TV too much, but she was always there, no
matter how many times | flipped the channel. Nobody saw her, but eachflicker on screen revealed a haunted
expressionthat made me wanttothrow up. Soon, I'd reached the end ofthe channels.

Allthat remained now was blackness. A dark that consumed the darkness in our heads. Our demons became
stronger, and we lost battles more often. Fast forward to boyhood. I'm angry and unable to love. | question
daily ifthere’s love inthis cold world. | walk through narrow streets and smile at strangers hoping one ofthem
has the answer. Spoiler alert: they never do. | realize now that my hand was never reached out for them to
grasp and pull me out. | watched the girls in my life morph into women far too early. They carried their adult
bodies and the weight of melancholy, concealed with sweet-smelling perfume and hopeless grabs at peace.

You may be dyinginside, but you never tried to wipe the blood off your hands. | read books, hoping one would
tell me what was wrong with me. They never did. The words rearranged themselves to show me the hollow
corpse you had left me. Every page had t he same demented look staring back at me. Then, the book ended.
Leap to adulthood. I've loved and lost, descending into a state of quiet madness. It's not just me. We all have
death reflected in our eyes, and it won't go away. What must it be like being born and not having to scavenge
for your place in this world? | starve myself in an attempt to starve the whirlpool of shit swirling deep within
me.

Spoiler alert: It doesn't work. People leave and | can‘t stop them. After all, what right do | have? When my own
people abandoned me in a worldfull of strangers who tugged and twisted and pulled until | was just scars and
blood? It's not fine. It's not ok. It doesn’t matter how many times my wounds heal, or how tall I build walls of
titanium around me hoping nobody finds me hiding and sobbinginside.
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They always break down, and | piece them together, piece by piece. I've lost who | am. | crave warmth in
people who make my veins freeze, but what else do | have? My wrists aren't proof enough that everything

around you decays, are they? The truth is. You killed yourself long ago in the basement of some dingy motel
knowing nobody would come looking for you.

Then you haunted those who gave you a chance, looking for the thrill of being alive. You were a never-ending
movie | longed to finish. Then the titles roll, and | am left feeling empty. Fast forward to childhood. I look at my
greying skin andthe pile oftrophies that were never enough.

I'm still in my childhood bedroom, alone, desperate for a tear to shed, wishing it would take away a drop of
pain away from the overflowing cornucopia of hatred and sorrow wedged deep inside my gut. Turns out, |
never left. I'm still the scared and hurt child whose bruises you never tended to. We're all here, worsening
every passing day, secretly hoping to expire quietly inthe night. Our doom gives usfalse hope and then comes
back, stabbing our lungs as we gasp and long for oxygen without a hint of you.

| don't think there will be happiness after you. What | know is there will be a calm so strange it will upset me. |
will throw up my newfound freedom not knowing what a life devoid of hurt feels like. The truth remains, we
were works of art. We were a work in progress that you shattered. Then you made sure to crush us into afine
powder so we would nevertruly be complete.

Tell me, did you use the remaining shards to try andfill that hole in your heart? I know we didn’t. And so, | wait.
My patience has run out. My tears well up deep inside me, but patience is all | know. Through all this, a
despairing part of me still hopes for a stranger’s touch to heal me. To tell me it will be fine. But I'm repulsive.
Somethingto be used, enjoyed, and discarded.

I'm a dirty secret buried even before I'm dead. I'm venomous and everything | touch turns to rust.l ‘Il just ask
youonething. Wasitworthit, leaving me deprived, longing for death?

Talha Raja
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GUARDIAN B

She is awoman of unparalleled strength and resilience, a beacon of selflessness and unconditional love. From
the moment she takes on the mantle of motherhood, she dedicates every moment of her life to the service and
well-being of those she holds dear. She works tirelessly, day and night, without pause or complaint,
embodying a commitmentthat knows no boundaries.

A mother’s heart is like an engine that never falters-a tireless force that powers the lives around her. She
sacrifices her comfort, her dreams, and even her needs, without a second thought, for the happiness and
prosperity of her children. Her actions are not motivated by personal gain; instead, they stem from a deep,
innate desire to nurture and upliftthose she loves.

Irrespective of the challenges she faces or the hurdles life throws her
way, she remains steadfast. She adapts, overcomes, and perseveres
with remarkable grace. Her strength is not merely physical; it is
emotional, mental, and spiritual-a reservoir of courage that inspires
everyone fortunate enough to be in her orbit. For her, joy is found not
in material possessions or personal accolades but in the smiles of her
children and the harmony of her family. Her peace is woven into the
happiness of others. She gives endlessly, pouring out love and care,
never askingfor anythinginreturn.

Mothers are the most beautiful relationship Allah has gifted to
humanity. They embody compassion, patience, and unwavering
devotion-qualities that make the world a better place. They are a
reminder of the divine mercy that sustains life, for in their love, we
catchaglimpse of Allah's infinite kindness and grace.

May Allah bless all mothers, granting them health, happiness, and
eternal peace. May He reward their sacrifices and shower His
boundless mercy upon them. Let us cherish, honor, and celebrate
these extraordinary women every day of our lives, for their love is a
treasure beyond measure.

Ameen.




The New York Times started as a humble daily newspaper: one penny was the cost an average New Yorker
had to pay to discover what questionable decisions politician were making as early as 1851. Fast forward
nearly two hundred years, The New York Times is still around and as critically acclaimed as it has ever been,
despite having to mould itself according to the challenges of the modern world (a kind way of calling it an
online magazine hidden behind a paywall). With that being said, the 137 Pulitzer Prizes it has received are
testament to the fact that it has made people ask themselves questions: one such article that made me ask
myselfone such questionis why I'm writing this.

Mankind is lucky to have been graced with the blessing of
language and communication. Despite the obvious use of
expressing feelings and emotions in daily life, the ability to
transmit a thought holds much deeper significance, one that is
largely unappreciated unless stumbled upon. | don't think it
would be unfair to say that humans are capable of getting
through much of life by copying: by seeing what those around
us are doingand emulatingit, | believe it's quite easy to become
asingle cogwheel inthe grand scheme ofthings. After all, what
all of us want s not so different, it only makes sense the way we
get it doesn't have to be different either. But alas, dissatisfaction
seems to be deeply ingrained in us as a lifeform, and so we find
ourselves wanting more. Rightly so, because it's not too
entertaining seeing the same kind of person in everyone. That's
where the desire and ability to discover come in: the desire to
discover whatis, what could be, and what should be.

Discovering things about ourselves isn't as easy as it sounds. Infact, with regard to the multiple paths of self-
discovery, many of them are littered with uncomfortable situations and interactions. It seems pain is the price
to pay for discovery, but does it have to be? Must | go through the same unfortunate situation an unfortunate
person has experienced in order to ask myselfthe same question? Luckily, thanks to the gift of communication
we've been given, the answer is no. This unfortunate person is perfectly capable of sharing with me their
feelings and conclusions about their situation, and I'm fortunate enough to use them as stepping stones for
myself.| can ask myselfthe same question Mr. Manvir Singh asked himself, and come up with my own answer.
Withthat being said, maybe thanks are due.

“Are Your Morals Too Good To Be True?” is the question Mr. Manvir Singh asks inthe Annals of Inquiry section
of the newsletter. At first thought, the answer doesn't seem to be very well hidden much less hidden in plain
sight. Much like many others, I'm sure, Ifound myself seeking reassurance. Considering how | prided myself as
an individual with a strong moral compass, | never really gave thought to why or how it came to be. | didn’t
really think it mattered, because tfelt right and it was convenientto think that meant it must have been right.



Looking at the bigger picture, a not so astute observation reveals that objective morality has been subject to
dissection for quite some time. Be it the Greek philosophers, the German Immanuel Kant, or the Scottish David
Hume, a multitude of individuals attempted to explain why it was that mankind adopted such a rigid sense of
what was right and wrong. Owing to a multitude of factors best left unmentioned, the war between science
and religion in the 19" century led to many around the globe substituting the reason for their morality (God)
with amuch simpler one:they did because they thought it was right, and not because religion told them.

While things may have changed compared to thatfar inthe past, there’s more to it than meets the eye. What if
the reason as to why we cared so much about what was right and wrong was not because we, as humans, are
so unbelievably empathetic and righteous, but because we as humans care so much about what others think
of us? It's not necessarily a bad thing: going through life definitely gets a lot easier when those around us
believe we're good people. Although 'karma’ might seem like an oversimplification, people find it much
easier to be kinder tothose that have been kind to them. So, it only makes sense that we want people to see us
inagood light: it's useful. Initially, it's a bleak realization to have, because | for one didn’t want to believe the
genuine kindness | had experienced even at the hands of complete strangers had strings attached to it. But it
seems coming to terms with the thought that our direction of what is right and wrong is a complicated
manifestation of our self-indulgence yields an interesting crossroads: like many other times in our lives, we
arefaced withthe choiceto believe.

After serious deliberation at both my
desk and my bed (both sites where
riveting ideas come to be) | decided to
represent my morality and its origins by
means of a diagram. A circle within a
circle was too inaccurate, | feared,
because | remembered the occasions
where | decided to do "good’ despite not
having any religious bearings on the
matter: if the larger circle was religion,
the smaller circle being morality arising
from my own desire would not belong
completely within it. | settled on a Venn
diagram, partly because being able to
focus solely onthe accuracy ofthe circles
| was drawing was a welcome feeling.
To me, the Venn diagram meant religious doctrine and its commandments were absolute, with their
importance signified by being given the larger circle. The other circle, albeit smaller, represented my innate
desire to have something to believe in and stand by it. While both the circles had areas of their own, they also
cametogether in a beautiful ellipse signifying my will to have faith in my faith as well as in what | believed to be
true.

I'm afraid that's what the choice at our hands may be. We can either choose to believe that every act of
sincerity and kindness we see around us is a manifestation of mankind's oldest and most intrinsic hedonistic
desires, or we can understand that an act despite being self-serving can be just as genuine and beautiful.
There's alot to see around us if we pay attention: a glancing smile from a complete stranger is enough for me
todecide what|wanttobelievein.

Belal Tayyab



All kinds of feelings tumble all over themselves. Well... you know you're not quite blue because you're not
really sad, and although you're a bit jealous, you're not green with envy, and every now and then you realize
you're kind of scared but you'd hardly call yourself yellow. | hate that feeling and | hate the color magenta.
That's why | callthatfeeling magenta.

Magenta is that confusing, messy blend of emotions that doesn't fit neatly into any one category. It's the
restless unease that gnaws at you when things are uncertain, the flicker of frustration when you can't quite
express what you're going through. It's the tangle of hope and doubt, the mix of excitement and anxiety. It's
when your heart races and your mind is clouded, when you're pulled in different directions all at once.
Magentais complicated, it's vivid, it's overwhelming—andit's all too familiar.

Sometimes, magenta feels like a storm brewing inside, a whirlwind of thoughts and emotions that you can't
quite tame. It's the sleepless nights spent overthinking, the days when everything feels a bit off, and you can't
pinpoint why. It's the sense of being caught in between, not entirely lost but not entirely found either. It's the
bittersweet nostalgia of memories that bring-both joy and sorrow, the longing for something you can't quite
define.

Magenta s the color of contradictions. It's the warmth of passionmingled with the chill offear, the bright spark
of creativity shadowed by self-doubt. It's the laughter that turnsinto tears, the confidence that crumbles into
insecurity. It's the thrill of new beginnings paired with the melancholy of endings. It's a rollercoaster of
emotions, a spectrumthatdefies simplicity.

wearing amask, tryingto hold it all together while
inside, everything is in disarray. It's the quiet
strength you muster to face the day, even when
you're unsure of what lies ahead. It's the courage
to keep moving forward, even when the path is
unclear. Magenta is the essence of being
human—imperfect, vulnerable, yetresilient.

In moments of magenta, you mightfeel like you're l /

Muhammad Qasim Ali
1" Year
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DREAM o DELLUSIONMENT

Ever since school, whenever the teacher would ask that classic question, "What do

you want to be when you grow up?" my answer was always the same, "a Doctor".
While others changed their dreams like outfits, | stuck to mine; | was fascinated by =
the idea of being on the other side of the stethoscope, mostly because TV shows
made itlook so glamorous. b

The lab coats, the dramatic surgeries-it all seemed so cool. Never mind the endless o
warnings from everyone about how the life of a doctor meant no sleep, no holidays, =
and practically no life. | thought, How hard could it really be? Spoiler: harder than | '. 9
thought. B
Fastforwardto med school, andreality hits you like atruck. The excitement of getting
in quickly fades when you realize you've signed up for five years of sleep
deprivation, endless textbooks, and living off coffee. Ward rounds? Well, they
weren't the inspiring, heartwarming scenes from medical dramas. They were a
slap-in-the-face reminder thatlife as amed student is amarathon of exhaustion.

I mean, | knew it wouldn't be easy, but no one told you you'll eat, sleep, and breathe
medicine.Meals? Optional. Sleep? Overrated. Family? Oh yeah, remember them?

And as for those breakdowns? Please-I'll pencil that in after finals. For now, the
anatomy syllabusisn‘tgoingto memorizeitself ;(

& Areej Malik
1" Year
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Alleena’s heart fluttered nervously as she stood before the mirror, adjusting her bridal dupatta. The young woman
reflected there was radiant, her eyes bright with hope, cheeks flushed with joy. She was marrying Haris, the man her
heart had chosen, the one who had promised her a lifetime of love. Their wedding was a whirlwind of laughter,
traditions, and blessings-a day etchedin golden hues in her memory.

As the years unfolded, their love matured like a tree, deeply rooted yet reaching higher with every passing season.
Haris was her partner in everything. Together, they burned the midnight oil preparing for exams, worked tirelessly to
build their careers, and celebrated milestones with the enthusiasm of dreamers who had turned their aspirations into
reality. They were an unstoppable force-supporting, motivating, and cherishing each other at every step.

The birth of their two children brought new joys and challenges. Their son, Ayaan, was a bundle of energy, while their
daughter, Zoya, was a curious little soul, always asking questions that made Alleena laugh and marvel at life.
Motherhood transformed her days into a whirlwind of activity-school runs, bedtime stories, and juggling work with
endless chores. Aleena, once full of dreams-and aspirations, chose to set aside her career to devote herself entirely to
her home and children. Her days became a symphony of selfless care, nurturing the needs of her family while her own
ambitions quietly faded into the background. In her pursuit of creating a loving and harmonious home, she left behind
her personal aspirations, prioritizing the happiness and well-being of her loved ones over her own. It was exhausting
butfulfilling. Shefeltlike ajuggler performing a delicate act, balancing love, duty, and aspirations.

But time has its way of leaving marks, not just on the calendar but also on people. The vibrant, carefree Alleena of her
youth begantofade under the weight of responsibilities. Her once-bright eyes grew shadowed with fatigue, her once-
glowing skin dulled by sleepless nights and stress. Her reflection now showed a woman weathered by life’s trials, her
figure softened by motherhood and her beauty worn like an old photograph-familiar yet distant.

She didn't mind. In her heart, she was still the woman Haris had chosen, the one who had stood beside himin every
storm and celebrated with himin every sunshine. She believed their love was afortress, unshakable and eternal. Haris,
however, began to drift. At first, it was subtle-longer hours at work, missed dinners, and a certain absentmindedness
when she spoke to him. Then came the changes she couldn'tignore: the secretive phone calls, the excuses, andfinally,
the devastating confession. .

"ldidn‘t planforthisto happen," he said one evening, avoiding her tearful gaze. "But1'vefallen for someone else."

It was as if the world had tilted, throwing Alleena into a void where her dreams shattered like glass. The woman, he
spoke of, was a colleague, younger, lively, unburdened by the responsibilities that had weighed Alleena down. Haris's
words cut through her like shards, each one a reminder of how she had given everything to their life together, only to
lose himto someone who had walked in when the hard part was over.

The days that followed were heavy with silence. Alleena’s home, oncefilled with laughter and the clatter of busy lives,
now felt like a hollow shell. She moved through her routines mechanically, her heart aching with betrayal, her mind
swirling with questions. Had she truly let herself go? Was it her faultfor not being the vibrant woman he had married?



But deep down, she knew this wasn't just about appearances. It was about shared burdens and unspoken
resentments, about a love that should have grown stronger but had instead withered underthe weight of unbalanced
expectations.

Alleena stood before the mirror again one evening, the same mirror that had reflected her radiant bridal glow years
ago. This time, the woman looking back at her was older, her eyes filled with sorrow but also a quiet strength. She
traced the lines on her face, each one a testament to the life she had lived-a life filled with love, sacrifice, and
resilience.As she gazed at herself, a realization dawned: she had lost Haris, but she hadn’t lost herself. The love she
had poured into her family, the strength it had taken to carry them through their struggles, and the woman she had
becomeinthe process-these were hers to keep. Her heart, though bruised, still beat with the capacity to heal, to grow,
andtorediscoverthe joythat life had to offer.

And so, Alleena began to rebuild. She found solace in her children’s laughter, in the warmth of friendships she had
neglected, and inthe quiet moments where she could simply be her true self. She started taking small steps for herself-
a walk in the park, a book she had meant to read, a hobby she had long forgotten. With every step, she reclaimed
pieces ofthe woman she had been and discoveredfacets ofthe woman she could become.

Life, she realized, was not a fairytale but a tapestry woven with light and shadow. Haris's betrayal had left a dark
thread in hers, but it didn't define the whole picture. Alleena chose to weave new patterns of strength, love, and self-
discovery, creating a story that was uniquely her own.

Years passed, and Alleena’s life blossomed in ways she had never imagined. She returned to her studies, earning a
degree in psychology to help others navigate the storms of life as she had. Her career flourished as she became a
sought-after counselor, known for her empathy and wisdom. Her children grew into kind, accomplished individuals,
their achievements atestamentto her unwavering dedication.

~ One day, as Alleena sat in her office reviewing her appointments, a name on the list caught her attention. Haris. Her
heart skipped a beat, but she quickly composed herself. When he walked in, he looked older, wearier, and burdened
bythe choices he had made. He spoke hesitantly, his voicetinged withregret.

“Alleena," he began, "I need help. My second marriage didn’t work out, and I lost everything. I thought of you because
you were always my anchor." Alleena’s gaze was steady, her heart surprisingly calm. She listened to him, but when he
finished, she smiled politely and said, "I’'m sorry, but | don't recognize the man you're describing. The Alleena you're
lookingfor no longer exists. She’s moved on.”

As Haris left, Alleena felt no anger, only a sense of closure. She had risen from the ashes of heartbreak, stronger and
morefulfilled than ever. Her life was her own, atestamentto resilience and self-love.

»

Prof. Sadia Qureshi






"Those who shine brightest often burn fastest."

Alizeh
Editor

“When you come to the end of your rope, tie a
knot and hang on."

Esha Wali
Sub Editor

Indeed, (it is) We (Who) created humankind and (fully)
know what their souls whisper to them, and We are closer
to them than (their) jugular vein. ( Quran 50:16 )

Noor Fatima Amir
Sub Editor

It's all about finding the calm in the chaos

Rzan Mujtaba
Sub Editor
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1. What's the most bizarre question you've ever been asked by a student ?

« 'Thequestionis never bizarre, butthe answer can be." (Dr. Faheem Rao, Surgery)

« "The most bizarre question | was asked in class was when a student created an imaginary enzyme and asked
meto explainitsfunction." (Dr. Adnan Sadig, Biochemistry)

+ "Ma'am, howdid you attend Fahad Mustafa’s show?" (Dr.Kinza, Anatomy)

» "Once a student asked me why | came into the venue. It's the most bizarre question.” (Dr. Madiha Afzal,
Gynaecology)

« "Madam, canyou please give us sometreats or something like that?" (Dr. Syma, Community Medicine)

« "Many questions.But one thing whichlamreally asked is why | amstill single." (Dr. Sadaf Yusuf, Medicine)

» "Money or love? A girl asked me this for her vlog, and it was quite a bizarre question for me." (Dr. Sumbal
Khalid, Physiology)

« "ltend to entertain all questions asked by my students equally. This is why | don’t think that | should call out
their questions as bizarre so that | don't discourage them from asking questions." (Dr. Navida Manzoor,
Pharmacology)

2. If you had a superpower that could only be used in the classroom, what would it be, and how would
you use it ?

"l would like to inculcate knowledge into the minds of my students by whatever means possible." (Dr.

Faheem Rao, Surgery)

« "Alhamdulillah, my sharp memory allows me to remember each student’s name and academic record,
creating a welcoming atmosphere where students feel recognized and valued." (Dr. Adnan Sadig,
Biochemistry)

« "I'would get all the students to be quiet." (Dr. Kinza, Anatomy)

« "l just want to hide myself from the students, then | want to read their minds. | just want to know their
thoughts about me." (Dr. Madiha Afzal, Gynaecology)

« "l just want everyone to understand my lectures properly and give me a proper response." (Dr. Syma,
Community Medicine)

« "Ithink the power to make all the students mute, at least for my lecture during that duration, would be
ideal because | don't like interruptions." (Dr. Sadaf Yusuf, Medicine)

+ "lwould change the students’ classroom. | would make it a great theater-style, 3D-style classroom and
keep a coffee machine. | will allow my students to drink coffee that they enjoy. The purpose is to create a
comfortable and attractive environment." (Dr. Sumbal Khalid, Physiology)

» "lwould like to read people’s minds, and | think that it would be the most useful quality in a classroom as it

will help me understand my students better and help them in a more effective manner." (Dr. Navida

Manzoor, Pharmacology)

3. Have you ever had a moment where you felt like you were in a sitcom episode during a lecture ?

+ "Yes, manytimes! Sometimes, teaching canfeel like a scenefromadrama. We're not just explaining concepts;
we're presenting scenarios, and some acting inevitably comes in. As professors, we act to keep students
engaged." (Dr.Faheem Rao, Surgery)

+ "In one lecture, a student | called on accidentally unplugged his earphones, filling the class with a popular
song. Too shocked to stop the music, he eventually had to switch off his phone." (Dr. Adnan Sadig,
Biochemistry)

« "Students learn cerebellar signs by performing dance steps." (Dr.Kinza, Anatomy)



"l have never permitted my students to feel as if they were attending a sitcom rather than a lecture." (Dr.
Madiha Afzal, Gynaecology)

"Once, someone was watching a drama ontheir tablet during my lecture." (Dr. Syma, Community Medicine)
"Notreally." (Dr. Sadaf Yusuf, Medicine)

'"Once | asked the students to show me their creative talent. | was very surprised to see their paintings and
poetry. There was a boy who didn't speak at all, and he wrote romantic poetry." (Dr. Sumbal Khalid,
Physiology)

"l want to create a collaborative learning environment in my class, and often discussions and fun banter
replicate the scene of a sitcom when everyone starts speaking." (Dr. Navida Manzoor, Pharmacology)

4. If you could add one completely unrelated class to the curriculum just for fun, what would it be ?

“I'd love to add a class on attitude training and professionalism. These topics are my favorites-they’re
essential for developing leadership and a strong professional mindset." (Dr. FaheemRao, Surgery)

"A baking class, | think, will teach students how to manage time and their stress." (Dr. Adnan Sadiq,
Biochemistry)

"A clinical drama class where students learn by enacting out the signs and symptoms of disease." (Dr.Kinza,
Anatomy)

"Ramp walk of students." (Dr. Madiha Afzal, Gynaecology)

"To have morefield visits, like we take our students tothe SOS village." (Dr. Syma, Community Medicine)
"Painting and music." (Dr. Sadaf Yusuf, Medicine)

"A class to showcase their creativity. | will give a platform to allow students to interact with their creative
ideas." (Dr. Sumbal Khalid, Physiology)

"I think | would add something interactive and fun like a game class which will refresh the minds of students.
Games like chess can be entertaining as well as help in critical thinking." (Dr. Navida Manzoor,
Pharmacology)

5.What's the most creative excuse you've heard from a student who missed aclass ?

"| once heard a funny excuse: a student claimed they missed class because they got involved with a
disreputable company, started smoking, and became addicted. They said they couldn’t attend lectures, but
now had changedtheir life. It seemed unrealistic." (Dr. Faheem Rao, Surgery)

"A hostelite arrived late to class, claiming his bike had aflattire and he'd been busy getting it fixed. The funny
part? Justmoments earlier, I'd spotted him through the window, sitting outside the lecture hall, calmly sipping
acupoftea." (Dr. Adnan Sadiq, Biochemistry)

"Ma'am, a friend accidentally spilled juice on me, so we both had to go buy a new shirt. That's why we missed
the class." (Dr.Kinza, Anatomy)

'"Once a student told me that she was late because she had been taking a urine pregnancy test." (Dr. Madiha
Afzal, Gynaecology)

"Not a creative excuse, but mostly it's either the tire punctured or | slept, my eyes didn’t open." (Dr. Syma,
Community Medicine)

"Helping the student, and the student is inthe class. The student was in the class, and his friend was saying that
| was helping him as he had someissueinthe lab." (Dr. Sadaf Yusuf, Medicine)

"During an online class in COVID, | asked a student a question, and he didn't respond. After a while, he said,
‘Madam, | was listening to you, but | had come to buy curd, and | was standing in a curd shop."" (Dr. Sumbal
Khalid, Physiology)

"A student once told me that his car had rolled over while coming to the college." (Dr. Navida Manzoor,
Pharmacology)



6. What's one piece of advice you'd give to your past selfif you were starting as a professor again, just for

laughs ?

“I'dtell myselftotake life less seriously. I feel | should have enjoyed my job. In my success story, Ive dealt with
stress, solwish|I'd had more fun on my professional journey." (Dr. Faheem Rao, Surgery)

"Needto submit assignments ontime." (Dr. Adnan Sadiq, Biochemistry)

"Listeningto and sharing students’ jokes withthe entire class." (Dr.Kinza, Anatomy)

"lwish|could have done MPhil or FCPS since I started teaching quite early." (Dr. Syma, Community Medicine)
"Toreally behave like a professor. Because | don't behave like a professor. | am very casual." (Dr. Sadaf Yusuf,
Medicine)

"If1 geta chance again, I will cool down allittle. | wantto be very friendly with the students. Friendly inthe sense
thatthe students are comfortable talkingto me." (Dr. Sumbal Khalid, Physiology)

"l would reassure myselfto keep working hard and that it will surely pay offinthe future. This is something that
I keep reminding my studentstoo.” (Dr.Navida Manzoor, Pharmacology)

7. If your lectures were a movie genre, what would they be ?

"I'd say a mix of thriller and reality. Sometimes we create drama to engage students and make it thrilling for
them." (Dr.FaheemRao, Surgery)

"My lecture would feel like a movie-starting as a documentary with a touch of mystery and humour
throughout, and ending on a high note, leaving everyone inspired and uplifted." (Dr. Adnan Sadig,
Biochemistry)

"Pursuit ofhappiness." (Dr.Kinza, Anatomy)

"My lectures would be like ‘Munna Bhai MBBS' or ‘Doctor G'." (Dr. Madiha Afzal, Gynaecology)

"My lectures would be like aninformative documentary." (Dr. Syma, Community Medicine)

"We can callitathriller.” (Dr. Sadaf Yusuf, Medicine)

"Harry Potter." (Dr. Sumbal Khalid, Physiology)

"l like to keep my lectures fun and lighthearted while also being informative. | think my class could be
described as an expository nonfiction with a tinge of comedy and drama." (Dr. Navida Manzoor,
Pharmacology)

8. What's your impressive last-minute teaching moment ?

“I showed the students a video clip and demonstrated the ATLS faults. Initially, they acted out a scenario
with haphazard movement following no protocol. Then, | showed them the correct approach, detailing the
steps from Ato D. They enjoyed it and learned a lot!" (Dr. Faheem Rao, Surgery)

"One of my best last-minute teaching moments was when | was invited to lecture on a specific topic but
asked at the last minute to switch subjects. | quickly adapted, and the new lecture turned out even better
than my original plan.” (Dr. Adnan Sadiq, Biochemistry)

"Explaining cardiac looping in embryology with a plastic pipe." (Dr. Kinza, Anatomy)

"l just check out the names of students on the attendance sheet, confirming if there is any proxy. If there is,
I'll mark the whole class absent." (Dr. Madiha Afzal, Gynaecology)

"Giving advice to students from my own prior experiences and not wanting them to make the same
mistakes." (Dr. Syma, Community Medicine)

"When | relate my lectures to my clinical practice or to my clinic patients, to the real scenarios." (Dr. Sadaf
Yusuf, Medicine)

"During an online class in COVID, a girl attended my class while her labour pain started, and | didn’t know
about this. After a few hours of her delivery, she texted me and apologized for not being in the class till the



end. | was very impressed that she still attended my class." (Dr. Sumbal Khalid, Physiology)
"l like to be prepared when | head into the lecture room. This is why | have never experienced any last-
minute teaching moments." (Dr. Navida Manzoor, Pharmacology)

9. What's the most amusing conversation you have overheard between students ?

“l once overheard a junior say that she thinks about how | would react in difficult or panicky situations, which |
found amusing. It's interesting to see how students look up to role models and try to emulate them." (Dr.
FaheemRao, Surgery)

"I never heard any student conversations." (Dr. Adnan Sadiq, Biochemistry)

"Discussing different nicknames ofteachers." (Dr.Kinza, Anatomy)

"There was a girl my students nicknamed 'Shoper’ because of her habit of collecting shoppers." (Dr. Madiha
Afzal, Gynaecology)

"lhaven'treally overheard a conversation." (Dr. Syma, Community Medicine)

"Talking about me and my dressing." (Dr. Sadaf Yusuf, Medicine)

"l have heard students bad-mouthing about me, and once a few students were mimicking me." (Dr. Sumbal
Khalid, Physiology)

"| often overhear campus gossip, but | have overgrown the stage that | am amused by the gossip." (Dr. Navida
Manzoor, Pharmacology)

10. What was your least favourite subject in med school, and how did you cope ?

“My least favourite subject was biochemistry, closely followed by community medicine. If | ever had to take a
supply exam, I'd rather it be in pathology than community medicine since | could barely tolerate studying it."
(Dr.FaheemRao, Surgery)

"I struggled with Forensic Medicine and, in the end, studied just enough to pass the exam." (Dr. Adnan Sadiq,
Biochemistry)

"Urdu literature... Enhancing my Urdu literary skills through daily practice with Urdu novels." (Dr. Kinza,
Anatomy)

"Forensic Medicine...| bunkedthat class." (Dr.Madiha Afzal, Gynaecology)

"Initially, it was Anatomy, and then it was definitely Forensic Medicine." (Dr. Syma, Community Medicine)
"Gynaecology. Most ofthetime | used to bunk." (Dr. Sadaf Yusuf, Medicine)

"My least favorite subject was Pharmacology. | used to ask my friend to teach me." (Dr. Sumbal Khalid,
Physiology)

"It was Anatomy. | can surely relate to the students who find it a nightmare!" (Dr. Navida Manzoor,
Pharmacology)

11. Did you ever ask a friend to mark proxy attendance for you back in medical school ?

“Honestly, | was the most regular among my friends, while most of them frequently skipped classes. | would
sometimes mark proxies for friends | thought had a genuine reason for missing class." (Dr. Faheem Rao,
Surgery)

"Yes." (Dr. Adnan Sadiq, Biochemistry)

'"Yes." (Dr.Kinza, Anatomy)

"Yes, multipletimes." (Dr.Madiha Afzal, Gynaecology)

"Yes, thousands oftimes." (Dr. Syma, Community Medicine)

"Not one time, many times." (Dr. Sadaf Yusuf, Medicine)

"Yes, multiple times. Infact, |l used to mark the proxy for myfriends." (Dr. Sumbal Khalid, Physiology)

"Of course! | have been a student and have experienced all the highs and lows of campus life." (Dr. Navida
Manzoor, Pharmacology)



12. What current trends can you never get your head around ?

"I struggle to understand why people share so much oftheir personal lives on social media. You can‘timpress
people with your blessings, and you only make them jealous." (Dr. Faheem Rao, Surgery)

"Theincreasing use of social media." (Dr. Adnan Sadiq, Biochemistry)

"Broad necklines andfunky hair highlights." (Dr.Kinza, Anatomy)

'Students withtattoos ontheir bodies." (Dr. Madiha Afzal, Gynaecology)

"l don‘tlike TikTok atall." (Dr. Syma, Community Medicine)

"To have unnecessary workshops." (Dr. Sadaf Yusuf, Medicine)

"ldon‘tlikethe excessive use of mobile phones and gadgets." (Dr. Sumbal Khalid, Physiology)

"I can't wrap my head around the current trend of excessive use of social media and the obsession with
gadgets. Everything is good in moderation, and it is important to maintain a balance in our life so that we enjoy
it without stickingto our screens 24/7." (Dr.Navida Manzoor, Pharmacology)

13. What differences do you see between your morning and afternoon students ?

"lfind that the energy in any lecture depends more on the content than the timing. If I'm teaching something
clinically oriented, | enjoy it, regardless of the time. However, if the topic is boring, it's hard to engage with
students, whether it's morning or afternoon." (Dr. Faheem Rao, Surgery)

"Studentstendto be less energetic in afternoon classes." (Dr. Adnan Sadiq, Biochemistry)

"Morning students are more active and attentive thanthe evening ones." (Dr.Kinza, Anatomy)

"Thereis no difference atall. Both are equally disinterested intheir studies." (Dr. Madiha Afzal, Gynaecology)
"Most of the students are absent in morning classes, and the ones present are usually sleepy and lazy." (Dr.
Syma, Community Medicine)

'"There is no big difference between the morning and evening. The majority of the students are non-serious
andthey remain non-serious throughout their study time. Once they are done with their final years, they shine
like stars." (Dr. Sadaf Yusuf, Medicine)

"In the morning, everyone is fresh, while in the afternoon, most students are sleepy.” (Dr. Sumbal Khalid,
Physiology)

"Both are sleepy andtired! The difference is that the morning students are yawning because they just woke up
and haven't slept properly, while the afternoon students are yawning because they are tired and can‘t wait to
go home!" (Dr.Navida Manzoor)

14. What makes you remember a student’s name ?

"I'm bad at remembering names, and often feel embarrassed when a student knows my name, but | don‘t
know theirs. Sometimes | recognize faces in crowds, but | struggle to recall names. (Dr. Faheem Rao,
Surgery)

| just need to hear the name. (Dr. Adnan Sadiq, Biochemistry)

Class participation. (Dr. Kinza, Anatomy)

| remember the names of students with unique traits, like the final-year male student with very long hair.
(I'm not good at remembering names.) (Dr. Madiha Afzal, Gynaecology)

| can’t remember the names, but | remember their faces. (Dr. Syma, Community Medicine)

I try to relate with my friends and family. (Dr. Sadaf Yusuf, Medicine)

| remember the names of those who are more prominent in class, like if I've scolded someone or if
someone is quite outspoken. (Dr. Sumbal Khalid, Physiology)

| try to remember the names of all students, but the ones who participate in class and are more eager to
learn stand out automatically. (Dr. Navida Manzoor, Pharmacology)
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1. What's one hidden gem on campus that every student should know about?

« Dr.Fayyaz, Community Medicine (Anonymous)

« Third-floor washrooms (the cleanest ones outthere) (Anonymous)

« Last seats in classes for sleeping because it's better to sleep in class than at home. (Warreesha Mahmood,
RLMC2026)

 LR3 &4 - perfect spots to chillinthe summer. They're mostly free and always air-conditioned. :) (Nabiha Tahir,
RLMC2026)

+ Thepark behindthe hospital. (Isra Arshad, RLMC2028)

« "lt'ssohidden, evenlhaven'tfoundit." (Mashael Umair, RLMC 2028)

+ The GreatDesert of RLMC. (AreejMalik, RLMC2028)

« Dualmran(Dualmran, RLMC2028)

« Thewashroomnexttothe principal’s office is very clean. (Anonymous)

« Theold café.(Maira Anjum, RLDC2025)

« There'safountain behind the BDS building that doesn't work, butyes. (Adan, Psychology 3rd Year)

« TayyabBhai(café) kismile ???? (Fatima Batool, 2nd Year MBBS)

+ 0ldCafé.(Muaaz, Final Year MBBS)

« AmirBhai.(Usama, Final Year MBBS)

+ Couplespots. (EshaWali, 2nd Year MBBS)

2. If your study habits were a meme, what would it be?

« |havenoparticular study habits. (Anonymous)

« Chintapak damdam. (Anonymous)

+ "I'lldoittomorrow," not knowing which tomorrow-the one starting from sunrise or the next day. (Warreesha
Mahmood, RLMC 2026)

« Not sure if anyone has seen this video, but it's a hare pulling his ears with this audio: "Dimagh mein kuch hai,
par kuch nahi." Core me. (Nabiha Tahir, RLMC2026)

« Nahiparhamain ne poora saal, ab kya hoga mera haal? B aaye ga, E aaye ga, bach na paaon gaiss baar. (Isra
Arshad, RLMC2028)

« '"Ekkaamkartahoon, sojaata hoon." (Mashael Umair, RLMC2028)

» Ghabrana nahihai. (AreejMalik, RLMC2028)

« Haye, maintohthak gayi. (Dualmran, RLMC2028)

« Depressed cat. (Anonymous)

« lalwaysfigureitout.ljust needto panicfirst. (Maira Anjum, RLDC 2025)

» Mujheapne gharjanahai.(Adan, Psychology 3rd Year)

« Meratohitnalife kharab ho gaya hai ?? (Fatima Batool, 2nd Year MBBS)

« Kahin pe nigahain, kahin pe nishaana. (Muaaz, Final Year MBBS)

« 1st7 months - System phaar denge, Last 3 months - Bhai, yeh kya horaha hai? (Usama, Final Year MBBS)

» Meratohitnalife kharab ho gaya, itna life kharab ho gaya. (Esha Wali, 2nd Year MBBS)

3. If your campus Wi-Fi had a personality, what would it be?

« Mr.Fayyaz, Anatomy Department (Anonymous)

» Likeyourex(neverthere whenyouneedthem).(Anonymous)

« "The Overly Dramatic Diva." It's fast one minute, then suddenly slow like it's sulking. Only works when it feels
appreciated. (Warreesha Mahmood, RLMC 2026)

« Avoidant personality for sure. (Nabiha Tahir, RLMC2026)



The unreliable redflag. (Isra Arshad, RLMC2028)

"The unpredictable friend" - You can never rely on it; it will always ditch you when you need it the most.
(Mashael Umair, RLMC 2028)

Sleeping beauty. (Areej Malik, RLMC2028)

Flash. (Dualmran, RLMC2028)

That paralyzed patientin MunnaBhai. (Anonymous)

Flash (the sloth) in Zootopia. (Maira Anjum, RLDC2025)

Igbal, kyunkilgbal hamesha dair se aata hai. (Adan, Psychology 3rd Year)

Chaudhary ShujahatHussain (politician). (Fatima Batool, 2nd Year MBBS)

Thakela.(Muaaz, Final Year MBBS)

Pakistan cricketteam (Chalay to chandtak, na chalay to shamtak). (Usama, Final Year MBBS)
Bs meri aniyajaniya vekhotusi. (Esha Wali, 2nd Year MBBS)

4. Your group of friends just failed an exam. What is the recovery plan?

There's no recovery plan. If we are not in the mood to study, we risk failing the next exam as well.
(Anonymous)

Group study ke naam par awara gardi. (Anonymous)

The gang heads to the campus café for "post-exam therapy"' (caffeine and complaining), a huge cup of coffee.
(WarreeshaMahmood, RLMC 2026)

Never actually experienced this, but norecoverytill we pass the retake, lol. (Nabiha Tahir, RLMC 2026)

We all just goforfood and think about how exams don‘t matter. (Isra Arshad, RLMC 2028)

Recovery plan? We're going outfor chai, man. (Mashael Umair, RLMC 2028)

Post-fail adventure. (AreejMalik, RLMC2028)

Cry session, study hard. (Dualmran, RLMC2028)

Calling ourteachers incompetent and claiming the paper was too tough. (Anonymous)

The questions were completely off the syllabus! Blame the teachers and say the prof exam isn't that tough
anyway. (Maira Anjum,RLDC2025)

Turnitinto a full-blown roast session where everyone competes for the "'Dumbest Answer Award," followed
by Coca-Colato drown our sorrows insugary denial. (Adan, Psychology 3rd Year)

Food poisoning by hostel mess. (FatimaBatool, 2nd Year MBBS)

Celebratethe loss with a party, then getto work fromthe next day. (Muaaz, Final Year MBBS)

We will give them courage by telling them, "Not only you are failed, we are failed too." (Esha Wali, 2nd Year
MBBS)

5. If your college cafeteria food had a diagnosis, what would it be?

Diarrhea. (Anonymous)

Tamaam khuraak bachon ki pohanch se door rakhein aur tabiyat zyada kharab honay par doctor se ruju
karein. (Anonymous)

"Inconsistent-itis." Sometimes unrecognizable. Diagnosis: Unpredictably edible. (Warreesha Mahmood,
RLMC2026)

Iltcould have literally anything, butlet’s just say E. coli. (Nabiha Tahir, RLMC 2026)

IBS, the way it ruins my stomach. (Isra Arshad, RLMC2028)

Chronicblanditis 100%. (Mashael Umair, RLMC 2028)

Acute Gl distress with chronicflavor deficiency. (Areej Malik, RLMC 2028)

Myocardial infarction. (Dualmran, RLMC2028)



Traveler's diarrhea. (Anonymous)

Post-traumatic stress disorder (PTSD): After trying that cafeteria food, you'll avoid it like an ex at a party.
(Maira Anjum, RLDC2025)

Split personality disorder: It looks like biryani, smells like pulao, but somehow tastes like soggy cardboard.
(Adan, Psychology 3rd Year)

Norovirusinfections ?? ??. (Fatima Batool, 2nd Year MBBS)

Averagitis. (Muaaz, Final Year MBBS)

FUO (Food of Unknown Origin). (Usama, Final Year MBBS)

Nausea, headache, stomach acidity. (Esha Wali, 2nd Year MBBS)

6. Which of your professors would you want to star in a comedy sketch, and what would the sketch be
about?

Dr.Fayyaz, Community Medicine. (Anonymous)

Sir Ahmed (one whoteaches maths). (Warreesha Mahmood, RLMC 2026)

Dr.FaheemulHag, Anatomy Department. (Nabiha Tahir, RLMC2026)

Dr. Syed Hussnain Shah, Anatomy Department - a sketch about a professor getting lost while explaining the
nervous system. (Isra Arshad, RLMC2028)

Dr. Asim Majeed - we'd have himteaching us howto survive in exams, but then getting himself confused with
the same subject. (Mashael Umair, RLMC 2028)

Dr.Sana, Anatomy, for her dramatic explanations of bones! (Areej Malik, RLMC 2028)

Dr.Hafeez, Pharmacology - sketch about him being overly excited about drugs. (DuaImran, RLMC2028)

Dr. Murtaza, Community Medicine - sketch about him going on endless rants about hygiene but forgetting to
wash his own hands. (Anonymous)

Sir Faisal - he could totally play the ‘unsuspecting victim’ in a comedy sketch, where he's about to give a quiz,
butthe entire class gets distracted by a ‘non-academic’ crisis. (Maira Anjum, RLDC 2025)

Dr. Yasmin - the queen of witty comebacks, she’d totally shine in a sketch about how to deal with difficult
students. (Adan, Psychology 3rd Year)

Dr. Fariha, Biochemistry - she would be the comedy relief where she starts talking about enzymes and then
accidentally gives a lecture on pizzatoppings! (FatimaBatool, 2nd Year MBBS)

Dr. Bilal, Pathology - a "wrong turn’ sketch where he gets lost in the hospital while explaining the difference
between benign and malignanttumors. (Muaaz, Final Year MBBS)

Dr.Imran, Physiology - his lecture on blood pressure somehow turns into a hilarious chase scene around the
campus. (Usama, Final Year MBBS)

Dr. Nadia, Microbiology - a skit about bacteria and viruses having a hilarious debate about who's more
dangerous. (Esha Wali, 2nd Year MBBS)

7. What's the most unusual food you've ever eaten in a campus cafeteria, and did you survive?

There'stoo much water indal, but | survived. (Anonymous)

Surprisingly survivedthe cheese paratha. (Anonymous)

Everything, but the loaded fries because RLMCiens have no other option to survive. (Warreesha Mahmood,
RLMC2026)

| don'ttake risks but tried their samosa once; it was undercooked. (Nabiha Tahir, RLMC 2026)

Nevertook thatrisk. (Isra Arshad, RLMC 2028)

The most dramatic moment would be thefightinfront of LH2. (iykyk) (Mashael Umair, RLMC2028)

Café ParathaRoll Barely, I'll probably be scaredfor life. (Areej Malik, RLMC 2028)



Loaded Fries, yes. (Dualmran, RLMC2028)

Cafeteria’s aloo wale paratha. (Anonymous)

The Chinese food. | took a bite, and my taste buds went into shock, but somehow, | survived-though | suspect
my stomachiis still staging a protest against that culinary disaster. (Maira Anjum, RLDC 2025)

A samosa stuffed with macaroni. | survived, but | don't think my trust in humanity did. (Adan, Psychology 3rd
Year)

Macaroniin samosas, and yes, we survive daily. (Fatima Batool, 2nd Year MBBS)

Biryani.Wasn'tgood. (Muaaz, Final Year MBBS)

Biryani. Yakhhhhh, evenlwasfeeling ashamed offering this to a cat. (Esha Wali, 2nd Year MBBS)

8. What would be the most dramatic moment if there were a reality TV show about university life?

After a breakup, a wave of heartbreak washed over the students, their faces etched with sorrow as they
soughtsolacein solitude. (Anonymous)

Announcingfinal year as the class ofthe year at sports fest. (Anonymous)

Midterms week, when three friends discover they've all mistakenly studied for the wrong exam. Tears,
caffeine spills, and dramatic music ensue or maybe students don't evenrealize they don'thave an examinthe
next 10 minutes and ask why everyone s studying. (WarreeshaMahmood, RLMC2026)

Confessionfroma crush, hahaha. (Nabiha Tahir, RLMC2026)

Whentwo boys in our class fought over a simple textinthe group chat. (Isra Arshad, RLMC2028)

| remember someone trying to stay awake by putting really loud item songs in their earphones (we could all
hearthem). They still fell asleep though. (Mashael Umair, RLMC2028)

Random quizzesfrom unprepared students. (Areej Malik, RLMC2028)

SirMudassar entering the class. (Dualmran, RLMC2028)

Administration not allowing studentsto leave college premises. (Anonymous)

Reaction of some of the professors when they realize other departments won more medals thantheirs. (Maira
Anjum,RLDC2025)

The episode where everyone realizes the snakes on campus aren’t just in the garden-they're sitting in class,
taking notes, and being suspiciouslyfriendly. (Adan, Psychology 3rd Year)

Situationships plus trips. (Fatima Batool, 2nd Year MBBS)

Short circuit ofthe music system 2 hours before music fest. (Muaaz, Final Year MBBS)

Golmaal (everyoneis anex of someone). (Esha Wali, 2nd Year MBBS)

9. What's the most entertaining way you've seen someone try to stay awake during a 1-hour lecture?

Crack the mostlame joke and then elongate itfor no reasonto make everyone laugh nonstop. (Anonymous)
Tryingto stay awake by pinchingthemselves. (Anonymous)

A guy inthe third row tried every trick in the book-pinching himself, loud chewing, holding his eyelids open-
finally "accidentally" knocked over his water bottle on his lap. That woke him up. (Warreesha Mahmood,
RLMC2026)

Who stays awakeina 1-hour longlecture? Isleepinthe veryfirst row. (Nabiha Tahir, RLMC 2026)

No onereally stood out. It's always the same: coffee or tea. (Isra Arshad, RLMC 2028)

When the professor called out this guy wearing glasses, he very calmly took them off and asked, "Who? Me?"
Notthe funniest, but definitely a break fromthat lecture. (Mashael Umair, RLMC 2028)

Picking the most random stuffto ask questions about. (Areej Malik, RLMC 2028)

Bunk. (Dualmran, RLMC2028)

Pretendingto be anHO and roaminginthe lecture hall. (Anonymous)



« Side-eyeing all the couples in class and making sarcastic remarks about their love lives just because they're
still single. (Maira Anjum, RLDC2025)

« Istartdrinkingfrom my Tumblr until it's empty to avoid sleeping. (Adan, Psychology 3rd Year)

« Slappingthemselves. (Muaaz, Final Year MBBS)

« Scrolling FBwith nointernet connection. (Usama, Final Year MBBS)

« | have seen my friend sleeping on the floor in the last row with their bag as a pillow. (Esha Wali, 2nd Year
MBBS)

10. What's the funniest thing you have ever seen someone do in a lecture to avoid getting called on?

« Liedownontheseatand sleepsonoone cansee you.(Anonymous)

+ Crawlingonthefloorto another seat. (Anonymous)

+ One friend perfected the "Drop Your Pen and Look Busy" move. Somehow dropping his pen on cue just as the
professor’s gaze neared. (Warreesha Mahmood, RLMC2026)

« Makingtheirfriend stand instead. (Nabiha Tahir, RLMC2026)

« Laydownonthefloor betweenthe rows. (Isra Arshad, RLMC 2028)

« Lecture Roulette: A day each year when anyone can take any major’s class. MBBS can take a speech
pathology class, law can take a BDS class. | think it'd be a good way of knowing your university. (Mashael
Umair, RLMC2028)

« Lyingdown between 2 rows. (AreejMalik, RLMC2028)

« Started crying. (Dualmran, RLMC2028)

« Ducking behindthe seats. (Anonymous)

« Faking asudden coughingfit, reachingfor a water bottle as ifthey were choking. (Maira Anjum, RLDC2025)

« They pretended to be deep in thought, then slowly started typing on their phone, showing off their "important
work." Turns out, they were justtexting their friend about the next coffee break. (Adan, Psychology 3rd Year)

« Hidingbehindthe seats. (Muaaz, Final Year MBBS)

« Pretendingtheteacheris callingthe student behind them. (Usama, Final Year MBBS)

« Bynotmaking eye contact withthem and saying, "Me? Me?" (Esha Wali, 2nd Year MBBS)

11. What's the quirkiest or funniest tradition that should be adopted in every university to make student
life moreinteresting?

« Thereshould be arulethat nobodyin university is judgmental for no reason. (Anonymous)

« Batchshaadi.(Anonymous)

« 'Library Dance Breaks" - once a day, the library has a 5-minute song where everyone can do a little dance in
the aisles to break the study tension. (Warreesha Mahmood, RLMC 2026)

« Anonymous confessionsinthe auditorium. (Nabiha Tahir, RLMC2026)

« Theme weeks or days. More holidays ? (Isra Arshad, RLMC2028)

« I'd want my life to be narrated by Ali Gul Pir. He'd probably say something like, "Ye hamari dost, apne aap ko
'Jab We Met' ki geet samajhti hain, lekin jab exams aate hain to tamasha ke Ranbir Kapoor ki tarah mehsoos
karne lagti hain." (Mashael Umair, RLMC2028)

+ Pop-upnap podstorecharge between classes. (Areej Malik, RLMC 2028)

« Giving Fridays off. (Dualmran, RLMC 2028)

» Every couplethatdatesfor 2 years must get married before the end of their academic session. (Anonymous)

« Memeday, where students and professors can dress up as meme characters. (Maira Anjum, RLDC 2025)

« Pajama Mondays, where everyone has to show up to class in their most ridiculous sleepwear. Bonus points
for slippers that make noise when you walk. (Adan, Psychology 3rd Year)

« Trendystufflike no backpack day, theme parties. (Fatima Batool, 2nd Year MBBS)



Fraternities and sororities. (Muaaz, Final Year MBBS)
Fashion show every week. (Esha Wali, 2nd Year MBBS)

12. Imagine your life is being narrated by a famous Pakistani comedian. Who would you choose, and

what's the funniestthing they’d say about you?

Mr. Amanullah, a Pakistani comedian: "Rul te gye an pr chass bari ayi ay." (Anonymous)

My fav Pakistani comedian Ifthikhar Thakur would probably say this to me since | am a yapper: "Bhai, ik
vaari saans vi le lain, mainu lagda ae tu oxygen nal battery charge karda ae!" (Anonymous)

Ali Gul Pir narrating with a deadpan voice: "And here she is, again, writing her essay last minute,
promising herself it'll be different next time. Spoiler alert: It won't be." (Warreesha Mahmood, RLMC 2026)
Probably Tabish Hashmi. I'd be roasted for how | accidentally end up doing hunger strikes every month.
(Nabiha Tahir, RLMC 2026)

Moin Akhtar: "Allah maaf kray bohat manhoos lag rahay ho rehne do. Tobah tobah sara mood kharab
krdia." (Rip) (Isra Arshad, RLMC 2028)

Tabish Hashmi: "Shukr hl yeh food blogger nhi hain warna har dish ko "bohat meetha’ keh kar wapas kar
deti!" (Areej Malik, RLMC 2028)

Ali Gul Pir for sure! He'd probably say, "This MBBS student'’s caffeine game is so strong, it doesn’t even
work on her anymore-she’ll just sleep anyway!" (Dua Imran, RLMC 2028)

Mustafa Chaudhary: "Ye aur Salman Khan samajh main nhi dil main atay hain 2." (Anonymous)

Mustafa Choudhury: "Chaand par hai apun ?2." (Maira Anjum, RLDC 2025)

I'd want my life to be narrated by Ali Gul Pir. He'd probably say something like, "Ye hamari dost, apne aap
ko 'Jab We Met’ ki geet samaijhti hain, lekin jab exams aate hain to tamasha ke Ranbir Kapoor ki tarah
mehsoos karne lagti hain." (Mashael Umair, RLMC 2028)

Mooroo: "This person’s idea of time management is figuring out how much sleep they can get between
classes without being late." (Adan, Psychology 3rd Year)

Legendary late Umar Sharif. "Doctor sahiba, apki zindgi ek operation theatre ki tarah ha lekin is mein ‘ICU’
stands for ‘I'm completely unavailable”." (Fatima Batool, 2nd Year MBBS)

It would be boring. But if someone had to, Moin Akhtar. (Muaaz, Final Year MBBS)

Sohail Ahmad (don't know, he's unpredictable). (Usama, Final Year MBBS)

Obviously, it would be adrama. (Esha Wali, 2nd Year MBBS)



@HOTOGR)LPH\/
— GLCTION —




Never be limited by other people’s limited
imaginations. .
Rafia

Editor

It’s not about being perfect, it’s about doing

the best you can _
dzeem

Sub Editor

[ E
B n
N u
o C
Ll u
- - Practice until you reach perfection.
u =]
. . Subhan
- - Sub Editor
I u
o} ¥
™

Float like a butterfly, sting like a bee.

Aishmal
Sub Editor

g







vy T ARy TR AR yRy

" FUNFAIR -







b |
[
w
x
u
a
=

&







T‘_

RLMC MUN 2.0







-










e MR gng | PANYA ' gy SN
e Sl A

5 YW r)

MAlRa

.05

Bf i TE

i













:Pl_- qu lﬁ?"'r“‘

.‘" 5
ﬁjk@ l?‘hlf«;l'o’h







AN EXTRATERRESTRIAL

“That exists, occurs, or originates from beyond the earth...”




Il

P D P T

ETE

—

L+ALT+DE
3 THE WAY YOU TH

. P THEWAY YOU THI

o TOE

UL




RASHID LATIF
MEDICAL COLLEGE






















ACTIVITIES







UNLIMIEE N :

e










=1 - 'Y - e W -' L Las - -~ - ey L
: rn re “Fy - .‘V [ A Y -' 7 ~ - ] \- y “ ’-‘- ':“ g "
'- o \. y Y , ' = >
= L = N ;"'- AL '-' - — LN — ” s a’-}'-- = 3 = "
: . ' ~' 5 \, l'- ‘, - ' -~ " - ‘ ’ - F \ -~ -
. “¢ v - -'I a d S B T
r ;' « o - - T i g . N
- = LN e ! e "
y L - 7 ) b ) g
= b Y . - 4 £ . = e = - "
4 r 9 ~ - B ’
° -~ - v ' 4 - < - ’ v M o
’ =
' g : . = L
] - - .. .’ -1
A S ° . |
A 2 * ' . |
[ ] ’ -' ’
.' ‘
| . o =
L] # ) ’ :




, ® ®

X

viIBBS

—FIRST YEAR_ —
’ L]

Wl=1=1=

N — SECOND YEAR_— ' >




X

viBBS

—THIRD YEAR_ —




. BDS | .

» —FIRST YEAR_ —




BDS

—SECOND YEAR_ —
™

BDS =




v ® &

BDS

—FINAL YEAR_ —
” L]

B D P Tyl

—FIRST YEAR_ —




" DPT -

—SECOND YEAR_— _

N DP T




DPT

—FOURTH YEAR_ —

W DPTaS .

—FINAL YEAR_—




’ TH
HCONVOCATION

MBBS 8" BATCH [2017-22)
BODS 17 BATCH (2018-22)

«‘.yg My

§__.J§\

6] @r |

}' e
- £ ? el < L.

" TH
B CONVOCATION

MBBS 8™ BATCH (2017-22)
BDS 1" BATCH (2018-22)




RASHID LATIF RASHID LATIF
MEDICAL COLLEGE DENTAL COLLEGE

’ TH
BEONVOCATION

( ’ MBBS 8™ BATCH (2017-22)
BDS 1 BATCH (2018-22)

MBBS 8™ BATCH (2017-22)
BDS 1°" BATCH (2018-22)

|5

=

> | nmvEs




3 % 3.

2 .
c’ 3 Ly & (L~
4

w{mﬂ

!'ll ! "&3%& +y ~"“5

"A : | \ o il

KA
(1]
Y h A » ¥ Lral
T S P
* - #hie

S










2" YEAR BDS

. -_f;g

2
e
-4
=
Il
e
5

|
M
m
|




3"" YEAR I]PT PT § \




14" YEAR DPT ;

T— —
.

]

5

B—




LK 2 RIS e K St B Bvi e Plachhiictig
YA £ G5 i da il Wb /A3 s 2em Q56 2

/‘M’Lﬁakvﬂiu“’) VV(LW)Mg Fu-fl?’uﬁ..:.«ﬂ/"’u(u?

—ii 5JJ&£VrIfU/' Hlp.f J;—f/'é—unb-fjji‘fu LA“JQV“}LR?V LYL1P®
EAGT I Gl /""wvm*..fus’nu:Jr*’uu..uéa_.u?/mum
WAEAR ST AL

c,f};;!}o/:_)u;un_iﬁr}u’fcﬁ"w&&.uu!ﬁfuﬁé.ﬁuw;u o8 22 2B K S b a2

e R Ry L W A G s 2l U 21 K G e S L5

/,
KUs P

P B

(Consultant Urologist Peads &AdU|t)~L-‘$*'/V Iz Lu*‘c.\,""uf’-ﬁﬂ/

q_,wt,;/l'Kuqu:nLuG,;yL g@f‘.,w_wiuug.:lﬁamj SIS s I U
J.‘.'-— @"fi._f}”,f-rJJ"’u;:,af"'cf"uuuLif b oo S
QAL S sn TEBAR Lt rdJ"buwd/*J/é‘
*Lﬁjugb’d:)%dﬁ,‘ufub/ 4 nel E(2014-15) st 6 Fodr it
T (2016-17) ol L U

sl ub”k(us&Jg):udiLéJ_gru:fful:?p{ Z.L/J{.lpu’é Sz
M._.kaig"_,@;f/d/u"uw bV rL/J._/._,/u» (. r‘,,u/.v
o f’/:" AT Uul'{l’/ KB SG 2 bm R Sdbs uﬂ'(}’{/d/.,)u Ass? 5 L;f%r‘ugu;f.yic;blat,«.%??_lé_

SH. 7 §(Peads Urology & Renal Transplant) g SUn /i 2k 2250 S e (SIUT Karachi) ot 1

\ - A e » » ” r | canl W
Uﬂ'JL*’:_./»m 810 KQ"-{:fd.;b-nsh‘,ml..LflﬂiuKUJ_/ u"l_.,(:':u_ls)uf-llq.;fhgia.us Lo O AnlysrZra Ll tusf

ug-%-'_ﬁ;yiil) ‘_)f:.'/ta. =l J)J}’J wi;/{xﬂté.ﬂfi{ st Ki,(ﬂ%f_ayﬁuuf L..lg“:’-;.;u“lé_uﬁi{;/q_,rzjﬁﬂg_)fncv:? & ix
-ufz"/;/,éd/rfmﬂm_ﬁgjﬁi(f”& z.'él,ufca_/'/t/ A0 U fbu’.‘.’nluxﬁ_fwgéf &gd:



vt a6 iy Ly @il o el SOl lido g5l ‘
= w8 LS o8 )S Jo giluw gl Eﬁ#éw'-aﬁfuﬂmhgup
oausi Ligac 3813 w2l glesi 815

u.._n,-u%r.fzozo,%@n-1-1@4_.5-,&.( f).,t-:_w,éué_u:_a./;’urw
- J{ﬁlbuﬂﬁl/g.._. 5L ai ) qu'“\,,r‘f) J/’L batch &/
Sl E i - & 65 Shouse job U e Bt Sl L

MRCP.s/PLAB-2 s1PLAB-11.4 USMLE U 7 U sl £ Sk § b1

-sJE

C,!‘{LYJ'L:/ s c:ﬁ)’//:’? fML,“i 7}’@_}‘- LJC".‘./-" ..%’Jj:ibéér)bj}url
/. -

UCJMU«C._J U L)7| L= Lj gy U":é_. 4 V!/.’)L‘!‘JW ("’-L::}:.l::l ud;;dﬂ“dlsd.._ugru-

.J/LbLﬁ‘:L”f LB LRI -un /6 Uk sussex ;s bl iUk

z,)’ur’fwlé_ié_ﬂx MG LT Setor 2 b T
e b‘ﬁwijp»‘g.i,’:c_iur_l:;ﬁ’mu%lﬂ; a3l (L/C?J-’/.“L{.lgtﬁfh"

Jl,w?-MAFJP//&grL}"JJb_L/F fuJ??'T/raJ_-.C.-L‘J}zg-4"Kﬂjﬂw‘~¢.)-:"lt J/rK;sf- "‘:LL“JUY’U{" &J@;:!.gvﬁé

5‘ il VU JJW!JJAJ/'J{'AM‘Q{L’_Q’L/LJJJWL,"J)Q‘J'JJ}’LJ.)er’L/L.K/ffu/um ..x_J’b

Al 2 g sy A e S ) s o0 o S s g bl P30 290 U i a8 el £ Pl |
K on B il

- |



- = iy w2 welSl Sl g2y S ulelS ‘*’l“"'T"Sldi"*‘J: UPI.S””G'“’JSS
Ut Sy ey S S

Juous ,SI3 AbG sl _,.‘.’SI_S

Slaw J LeolS Cuizs gl Cuoldiwl . -
M _:Li::;omitm&|5 2o = wid gilw 8 yolly IS Ol Crawws

Bl asols SIS HUai Azl SIS




95w L) yiigs i nbos SOl Uy s _‘dﬂ-"d}“‘-@{.ﬂlwsugﬂjusyT&wiSﬂ
" il nAd |"}g|'53 B Jl paed 0)lgd ~ 5 -
) ’ o> desl jules SIS

9 )¢S5 o8 0g @7 il i B3 Sl 92 15)




iz pliwld g2 S Cabbe (S ole iyl a1 87 g
wied C83 on ol Gl 55 Sl 10 ugulS S ISyl oS uay il @y 320 G1yS Ol
o5 Lo 13 e s UggS 435 o d oy dy sz Jlis= L 2l
S B3 dlgw Ll 425 ~ ygl 1S i<
Sl b 513

> JSiite oS Cao il )
de&d@ﬁﬁiégib . 5 Ul ni ygaS gl oS Ol gz 95 Juol> ple

)6 ~xlb HiS13 Sl 1)1 813




N6 JL

U OU @l gidl
BATCH 2023




Les )\ FH e
: %wa;ﬁjgﬁsﬁ.}ﬁ:

[\

/f&uﬁfl’(’éiuug
L&y AG3 oL
SMNHNE o dis o845
ééi'-%ﬂﬁ(‘-:‘-/Q
eSS AT,
Z%L%’Lfﬁuﬁ:tﬁiuﬁ
AT Ll es”
L& s W80
BAEL A PN

z&:.&&wjfuﬁfc@?u(ur}

STESU 20 e
Z%Z_fjm/légfuxuu‘yﬁ/ﬁ

%’“Uﬁi—ﬂfﬁuuu,«%&u;JJz;_l

Loz Lok $F15a

k4

g4 gi o
(gl o ot ) piga Jlw

e dednGardiiivnuz
oL e bt A
Lﬁé—'s%u@t{{qj
.:;.JlnCLfg;._.‘Ji,uf;ﬂ
fﬁywﬁ{_uug
e s Ele B3 T
;&ilr/iﬁ’;ﬁi.juaurﬁdé}
= Joui 2 eIk
u.?a,,-:d-‘-'—/wé:fnf-,«u?
;.le;,{;.uif’_:ﬁn,é[,{e
L&A Lediné e &
= Jed e s/, S
Mol £ 2. S e S12 L6y
e ek fo e b ess Cas
ﬁ%z%&%&%;&)’&g
;..du};;?-mufmug)f
soieze EL G 0,

Ld@éiﬁ}%ﬁn‘;l%k);



\‘\ ‘: LY f

u&’féﬂfdifd/wfw

SEIACTE (Y [P

UEASUsE G

ugfd/ Us /;.-:;Qg!uf:f £ b3

PSS Uy

U SEE U s

u?iwaL/@?ﬂ;‘u

S b Ll ﬁ:ﬁ:.l:’T«::U._g/.f

e n T U e S

i T Jc;‘gfﬁxu{

% z,
s Slaigatod |

=

‘L.kaJU/ &I
A SE S
<~ ’.LH bz
S TP L0E
eyt S
{1 4
A
Lo
z{.(}x_f £
«f-@rfJ LS
CRIC Y
T Ty
-
& s
Wi “/JUTJ}

vaunls nigoso
(gl (o1 o2 pal) pdl Jidlo



U:U/.‘."?Jh-'){iﬁt.ﬂ
LEAIS g
JE S L eieS 2 .

v VAP BINLN
) .:.'..l((&stil{ébyu‘/i
/ . | U‘-'-'U'o/.'.:}MJLSJfU!’.
*T-u"" gd. n*—-f f LU F Fn LU BRI
U ZAS bF i U6 endi T
s g,_.,,» @W:Cbia“@fd}f[ e F e
3 e l/:‘é/jd}/-gf}
Uiz Bl %
. Q)b Gy Jilio
(ol o1 2 @ul) piga Jlw
é- e |

: I ] J’ZUV'{/{_.JWZJK,-«ILJG

= ,qul,-‘;'(u!ulg» uf/fé-il'f'ljc’

'] . - [
L e e - =l



% S ,fl.‘;"fﬁ;.lf 2l r’}
& Senli bl oo ff

et o g MUz uz

%/@WJJH};JF

$% Ut o 2 e § S5 sl
L Soes bl S SS

i.‘ﬂk &liu.fd_ﬂ:f)}l&i/
%/Uy/_;lm d/d&/: (3/;'

FE @A 3w
%/lﬁ)ﬂlz Srlos B @

glooj oljol
(gl (53 1) piga Jluw

& Lipe LIGAT
%;/cd/q?bﬁux;@dfﬁ

LS s ST
l}lvé./,:c.gﬁé.ga.afﬁj

!}JL'L“(?-% K'Jlf.,ﬁj' o J’
eebd il C Pt Uy

e s Fe Alu
L'J-ﬁé./ Lfkc./éxl,ugl

WU AS AU oo
b3 _CK e Cur SnZ o

YRy NI EVIN
ui;‘_)l.;{.‘jgu:fd__url

/qUul.ﬁc.(fc“_t‘l.@fv’/’?_{l
bhe u.....d} g&u}’))l}lg}y

Joi noblo
(gl 1 2 @al) piga JLw






AULHE S Ao e el B bor §p ek 215 LL 8 for bl L Ly
i./f”'fag,j,lfb’:_/(?l}fﬂf@52_);&2a./u._gfuﬂ_.i/,;,_w-‘_vgfag}
Kb ol S

P LU fud S ﬂtﬁ&gﬁ,m%wf;q_,z(ﬂugvf JIE Qe s
Ul £ skl G AUt} K P Sl (i % L2 Ll

gﬂ

LA pesp fenf LGS

Jul-,ﬁ'!/gffﬂﬁl?:,u:.“;ﬂga.aﬂ/"d/y:(d;fﬁm::uéL&Q’Lé.y(})u’lfa.;lr
/@yw(tﬁ_c‘;....s;:;z:H*".:.,f,g‘c/ﬂu,Lé&f,;m/ﬁé'/&qum@_&x&mga;r
S5 30811 s o St o1 /.luLg“a.U:uﬁ,Gﬂ}éfﬂlﬁ:’,f i b Lo /""'L;.»-wz}"u:’t;l
-@JJI!’@’ 16 16 S oK bl ok




9l 2o 15 yglous Sipuleo
gba) 15 dgSy 95 ygiluil
g.,é.li_}uﬁdu/";Jl(bugt)::w,lé?‘/‘:u».lf:dﬂwul(35’4:;/::ugll{;lj.ldg.;‘b//_;h
b3S ETAL o b 8 F el s P2 H o ilila G548 61 P15 2 2
tujgj./‘:)‘l.ﬁgfd'lfdﬁlﬁ)’f)ul&bdlﬂ&}.’(ﬂhd,"jcul_.JcJL«JLUIIL./u_{lj)’ﬁ.‘L
t’lgk:/)l,&'l/g,;ub‘j;[&‘lﬁf“}O.J:l:ﬂl:Qjc&ﬂéléuﬂfécgﬁﬁ%flij&ul.é

—
¢

S u’(ﬂh...ﬁz_g_t‘/bxa",g/Q? Seltosp sl 2 e Fore_da1s i
Csifu’ﬁa:«,'fdlfurldﬁéﬁ?fwél%m;ui%dﬁw LSl 8L S rLl
LB G\ENG foe st flei_ e S it f B s LGS T hpl S

LQ’I_ujz;.u@“i’.)/?uj’yc..Ll?i;ﬁ&@fpuﬂ‘at’?__l}'t,.:lﬁb/éryu'luﬁi!:u,ﬁﬂ/

LIS n 1 Pl AL LSS e Erpben g L LTIl Sk
e b B a b G S 2t e s /’Pt@uj’f g 9
L’@Ju"«v{}.éﬁ{:f;ﬁiu

U It sl
i £ S SRt Bt S G e s G S ok
H S e e TS S 6 I2eetis e e llo e Foel £
f@u;JUl;gl:&UlpLUl:&L{Jc)l%Lél?[usfuu:lz_c"_.:w/;;&g?wéaﬂﬂK:f;‘?
-Q-lg&/ f/ Py J =
Lfijl;;l;f&w_dﬂdjw|’@JP}:l&%@!ffﬁ,%é,&gﬁdacﬁjuﬂ_jﬁu&)fd/gg
J&[LIJJQJ/JJJJI:J?:L/Uﬁ[&f&;./é!ﬁ.lfu;f%_lf-ujéﬁ)l;l;/fifr;.
Jguff'ﬂ'i-ﬁxJLJJ/”JﬂUbLdzdl@JJ@ukf/tﬂfuvaﬁ-%lg@Jﬁg

¥ pp 2 e



ylagla &

‘Gﬁdffjfffjd/%f
ﬁyc.g.ﬁ;}a:fd/uwfﬂ;uf_fm;fz.uJgi,LJ:/J@L;;:'JIftfo;’&dlﬁfxruff?%y
Lc?i::lgdf;[/fx.@:u}‘fulgg.fwﬁfoéiu‘bLnafd;’;aw{&lfl__d’pbUc}r‘gcgt{f_ﬂ; _/Juof_.lagﬁ
dﬂ.‘—d‘:—E"z&!l;!(dcjé-ﬁ’?u”-gmggJE‘LJI u’.‘.‘cﬂ._,gud'..)/uu Kmag/:r@:/)ﬂ/(u’l?d‘d%ugf
L LuPF TS e ol “e bl LAt n Sl SR enid e e S Ll
& ﬁ‘vfjéﬁa){ulﬁjlgf ernds Uy -Unbl st dgleUmblo st g cUnblo siush w,e,n_%mﬁc,}J (b
Li.féufquﬂ)l:fu(“gl”?3:?;!;3}&5/0/{;%(;6;:/_u?i'..lgc,ﬁ“:f,él;}f’m?ué/_ﬁ‘ M“..G;:u;‘)r:ﬁs
-f&)vwfyu@“;”..i

U kg Ul LRI BE T 1
“un e P& UnG ESLTL s

e B SE Fobe sy JFI o Sk L LU LS S S S as g
Z-,;yﬁ“uﬁ;ﬁf_f%;_i.nr@d”.’/&mj’ul"/;',;»qu(@f@;Lla&‘”:mJn; P el S
_Lbsw,.-”t,,eﬁ’_/,,ﬁ_,wf.&uj U*Ld.bgn/'dL-FK_..«)‘”JJF_LL;}d/MﬁjJJJ}fVJJurul
Fer S b ufléa.._«:"’-'ulw"g_a LyJL:!Kf»i._,pu‘ﬁﬂ._,l;f@.@;;;ufgﬁd
ubvnf d/”@ul £ LA b’_,if (r&dLﬁuﬁvédjuué_uxur’uriiw_,n Junelbg Il
ur/‘b/(é }fu rJJL{Jlsu!n!J;./a.u’-c;.t‘lamfél C/L‘JJLCLU/J'M =Dy U“Lj'/rd,«.?’f
______ J('KLU?(_Q /,.,ﬂz)tﬁfﬁ.‘f(d.b;

fJ,C;_,LTL/_,;u:/fugﬁ}ﬁﬁb“fiuib;u’%@»mwfy@)vufug/f}ﬁmLL@%ay;ﬁ@Juﬁ

Lo Bt b btz iy f e e3P a3/ LU 5 A

J“’s“i Lz :rd;l}d’_&.l;f/_d},gjd/fbﬂbé.a;ﬁmc)ljli_uj?b':'l(jl _ﬁ;u/djTjsl %Jg!d’-’uﬁ_a?

furf-dz_}’j{,ﬁf/’lL}’-F)f{!ﬁ)&u}-’;?ﬂ}@lﬂ;iL:«}Wﬁ({b’g}:ﬁbd’affz}ugljécf.

“Ipan (il L5 lagasjl cij”
“_.L/.f?;.{:dlal UfJf;C)U"ﬂ‘L U!..u:g_’[.g L(W!MJ)&LU:/JUC,}’J | e em|

FU Tt i Fe Ui e i 1335 B TP S be opa 2y 278 =T

SISVl ZIY N8 SO ”’L/u’:é_L,Mu*;f”!/u‘LL;I//’%anL/ch_s)qu
Golph wilaiwe glj

(gl 1 1 pal) @iga Jlw






i.//lg..&ﬁuu‘:u;’wli./r}:J!’/abJJ?&L[b#I&WﬁX:VI}'&é»J KA nIy
ALbe bt LTA LG Y mored i nsitte o nd s Jb ot/ P foakt
-U:C.Jlfuﬁﬁ}g)’f"bﬂidlﬁéf._g

,;g“f:ﬁi'uf( rLf L b le (ko asracliileids# b sl FL v v il
MEJL-UJ‘?J;(?;{_E.L-‘KMl)dfgbjfjjIL;J,;JLJ;;deh_ingﬁjjﬁjJJLéiL;f'))ia’_.)

Sl P G o SO PGS A S G S g L
A fosiste i S 22 L S L §aie Gamnd 23700 uisiha b
-u*cfafa—J'ﬁu:C/.:ﬁszﬁ;/;""Lufr(?utg
Bbudnd LG Hun
Fu? s TE Matof . LS5
sty KA e g I S P S
Sl Lof B P
Lan§ B8 TP s
b o F b P g
Ewelpsisefii
& oo §IE S S

JF/‘-.JZ‘uf‘;yfb’u;.;ffu:)?‘: - l{.ﬂﬁu’Plkﬁ.«{fﬂylﬂl}é;«uﬁp/&:(s;-ﬂ?,:gfb_v%
A 'J{:Jg)-:i)}IL-//G{JJJ;‘C-/GLQI"IK&U?é-lfb(&izi-ue?}gﬁ)Jéijw <
b 1..{ j: d’ L 4Ll E::?A P yi K "'L{!—L‘_‘L» I 2 5e e ;";:(.:zif"’u!._’__:l'__,e

L/GETU?L&s-gJ/"LﬁLUi’ﬁ-l};ﬂ"dﬁ‘ﬁﬁ‘ﬂﬁﬁ-df/&b’;J?j%%fufj St
i




2 v AR S B v i b S St w2 TP s & e
et HEGFS M Gl S Lt It e B S ez
&lfd"-ﬁéﬁ;)k.;@)(_,‘.r),’—"aL;?:«tf?uﬁ?Z{L‘Lﬁ’l;uﬁﬁg_{_fgf;f(dl;f?dﬁmm
b d Sse s Jas hEm s 2y el E uhu“s&,ﬂw:’_i’é!f@

_u.’}';j)}u:ﬁ“-’géx
_Lf.f_f,«:%: J,-Kdmf.?ju:ﬁz/'lgl

LU P UL S S L At L Sl K53 A s eqeuef 18 s
oG P S ind et WSt (g S s 2
tﬁé:"a@fﬂﬁf-f-gﬂnkd-f‘-‘méﬁ Ju:/miv&w /‘Q-J'ugvf(»{'tﬁlmfjvéd‘ﬁwg
St Edappide polid 5L 00 GE ALt poisiete P S AR

..4.@6' 2 sl

Ju?;g«u;x,,;fu.-bﬁ »l«‘aéﬁﬂ&fxi/funuu’frt;.Lj_g/&?JaJydﬂ’bﬂq_yufﬁ
Stk B S F NS S A A L p e T S FS s
12 s, U 566 £ UnGielle S8 MG g B B Gt Sk dep Sl




,’/Q!/? & JF > /Jé/
(ﬁuizr,ou;ag/m’
r/,gflaa (B et 5
pyicedy
B AVY IV
I 0F e §
e } gy /
(13’, Y J'ila J:l 0,
Az A Y
(/3 Y U
5.0 g &l 4l C

-

eh J N S al b



Mgl W Yl A ek e U b

LA 'ﬂJ@; u’?c/i ﬁ}"’j’/}:ﬂﬂuﬁ
gl e gL I LA S D2

1S et g
Wyl W Yl A 157 B e

2 B Az et Uy
WYl G gl e 0












- lg;:g_-JLJl e s 674.;.,’?‘&.:;;5{ ﬁl..{l_..«f/&” I

e YUl pes TS e ot Py I n SIS UL il U S8
03I AT U K 2 93 ﬂ?f.,d':'u,vnj by EJ.&RJ’ r-eﬁﬁﬁefdlwdw’*' %,Lﬂ&ff Al
I zd ﬁ,?%gﬁjﬂ@-’-uﬂv@f < Jiry f/,:_;_t-//,:g,;gf v Uil 9 s B2 b sl s LI

-uf}ugﬂﬁé—ﬁuuwﬁ’ﬂ:Jﬂuf}uV‘f»'—"—?f.ﬁ'fﬁif{-&lgub?'

Z ;Jlr.».-.%,&ls'u‘fu{wfa./»K:Ule,rK.,:,i,uL_ugaymJ(Lj“-ﬂ,-ld/“_,l/bbf”.f_.gf,?s_xj‘)w:{ggffr/?
U L%d:rcc}l?u(?‘ff MJU:*“‘“»&_'I_U.?

nfeJBe 21 Lafé'iu;:rk_ﬁ:z:)}ul B g cbgz‘;tg..;‘fzcg/ O A
- "L“.Jt:t)ﬁy ' fﬁ.;-,;ﬂiauw‘;guv‘fé' Ile Jt o Jﬁf L’q}Jf L e sl »:.,?3'&/ St 2

?ujéfdﬂl.pbéa-{,‘;(c;,“_..,l/b"l”Jl(’ff‘g,:dlr?uﬁdfw“?fﬁf”ﬂfguﬁ;dfr
L‘,gf‘ugu"ga.mﬁé)’m/é(w BB AP\ an i d Lusgu b.u:@; PNy
Loyl e e/ LA Pd e S L Lt ol AN SIS s s P, i b

~UU ke e L L uégdt:l:bu,i

Jﬂ&ﬁugu?iufﬂiw“{__ﬁ:ulﬁf@ﬁ'&”@ﬂglk(%},ﬁ-%éau'ﬁsujiLJ/uﬂ&JiﬁfiLffff’uﬁ
_JTJJ/}U‘[?TJ&,TJ?{J:LQ??LQUulj;:r..;j’%.,‘::}”jnféﬂfuléjrIé_u'l_,g.?

SM0 glbww 2000
(gl & 2 @al) piga JLw



S eI s /,-?mulﬁl,aeq:uflndmf g?ﬁ:f;ﬁi...,wunw IS e Gl Vet calul
L Uit e el o FAUPb e S s KKl Ut Y AL N
e blaslle 2BUAL L Ik ok L& 2wy SASASebUden s e
_égimf

552 SEB U S Iole eT e bt i Sl Sar bl S a8 ot o e
ta (L Sy s et B3

Gk o hbinsd it o et S e ST Ay S e e

OFABGF A 3§ SHAVGH T Syt e e AT E 20 HE Lo
el g s 1S LB 604 st sl S belfonistd o S s o3 ol
L oﬁg%ﬁulgd ,g-.,./;i;:ﬁjd-},u AL /f e ﬁgguﬁlgéfa..jﬁﬁé_(g-ﬁ}'{dﬁulg

Dl dsesord = sz A JTEL ol tgfbf B3 geiy S Bkl e Ly LTl
FP GBI S I B I I3RS e tiG To B S i P
el I OTEL L SEALE b PSS Dt otbon (2 e S B0 S e
BRI s rS2,

2808 -5 S So i e TS T S BB AL eSS BSEL S F N P $
e LG FFI e STl g S SR re Wik [T i s a1 d L
b bl remnd g S K

SR Y | PR 1P NS P

B

AL wpng 820 Sod £ i A i FSns S np
SBASI Tl 2308, U T udd s Tusl L Ui U o AT gl St
LaJeutds




}bgu)il/(l/:fi.uf:’g)j?a){’(;/i.ﬂﬁdf:’:yu@éLiiﬁf&tflfl.;l‘ud‘@rgi.@ﬁL:_-/b:;c)')th

%;}gﬁuu ld(b-yw:iJ}bth;J)j:laslbﬁ.zﬁcﬂ/@{,é-/"wla i:-’ﬁ/ljufh.)/‘.ta?.})ﬁr‘d”:(jfup
&

JJI,TJI?I‘Q:?;,ydﬂ?fx&:‘fﬂ;g»u:;ﬁfﬁ@,q_J/;g,gavTéavﬂi_u?Q:?p
SPLLA

2y SIN P S5 e SASNTEL S Sl Sen g e 35Tt
bl A S MG AS K1y

W TS b UL G TR o L3 S 17 I el A N B FE ST
Sal s K13 SYE AL o Uy fT3L o L unZE AT S Sk s
eI B E LA o1t Iorelfhoe L Tt SENRL G507 S 15
Gt SN PRI TS 2 et e T

Ui sty S o A e g e\ SR ST e s ST )};;”.:'*smg_ H‘?fh,_,‘r’ Lol 15
A AL LSt e G S e e et e b1 7L TP TE
e CEMZ 1 o)

i\ Grbd T STt en 82 gtinls S UL JUpedbIsTe o
ce i

Uhe S G o -t Lm e SSL M il VT2 e bl S T
_‘Lt.ﬂt—.w;‘eju&‘b’}r

AR e b s S i TR e dln e Ll 1B Uil fL (/)
=g

o ey P 1S Lt 28 B s T ol T3 o Ko i S e B3Pt

ff:g..-..lﬁ £y 'ausU:







% é? | Ml;ﬂ;:.c_JuL?'i cLlpA.b(LlA/

“a Lj;%. /fﬁu’lddﬁ IS ?uyf’ L a5t

7 | 2P Tl e A T g

_;/..‘!w,.,?(f E vt IS shsea S o T Jiridl 2 g
W Sty e G e b1 e se s QU S 3K e 15 2
s U LS L i s W St T bt T s Lo Do

te & U Y- St ]lgu

I S G E S e nlun s Lz!’fh/u"u”;l{_/dryi KeeT Tl & nZ wlga
- IS B BB AL FIeSL 2, AL ;uu»ﬁ_;uc)f’; _(_,w'f

4 Wb it e B 17 g el s o e SR RS /,f_w’Jﬁé

s puf e b f EEUISL T« E’rLf'Zu*l//_.lgf.mé.r_zf_:/w’ifb(;.ﬁiL//‘_r’_
..,5vLu{fmlrﬁfdbcurru/.:—.uyu'%iwbﬁawJé;f’M

SOnlfad s gt I T g

LGN Lo bl St S e 12K NPT il ML e L1710, g
4...-/‘/;3!‘ furbb&;;/-»l;,.«d,lgf ul{:'_a:.lpLru"#bléfc‘_dfdniéutﬂi UlepYMdj
,unL/_/,u’dzj_Ldua’Juw_m;.uf/,g.o:ur&bfur;wc.ffl,“’

0 & b Euf LStk i
B0k ST L0 ST R ks e L e T S8 b s g
_dqz.xi.ﬁjgf%g,fn.a/%??w?

¢t (L Lun bind Zude i f1 digu

u:@ﬁiﬁ"u’DJI-L..»VUb_./../wﬁﬂy’»la..fl:..u'u;’;J/JLAU’);JJU’JI d d (’IJ wilgn
Z;/AJQJ’U!{I}"/[@:@J g}’lfﬁIfir._/u‘.;:..é_liLuﬂ-q/_fﬂj/}’r_uwU"

JJ;JA.J}" L,{flt’t/’:?dbwi L/fl;/uxc:_.lfda‘/f:.b)uJd/;JI;}IZJ/fI;;’/HJc_UJI
_.m!”’u".aﬂiﬁdlg:m»,w;’ fou "_dgulfd'_gwd;v;wgfdgulg

_,:/é_é_;%..frli'w(}‘luﬁ'dﬁﬁjﬂl;:ugyﬁ{ﬂfv’rﬁlr:‘_jtfé._/:.flo:d;:




WA LT
RUAN UNIVERSITY

?Lﬁutfd?u{sia{lf".;‘f?“;mjmJé&uu:é(ﬂy_&yﬁu LTI/ idIgan
ﬁ@é;q}{‘fq_,;:dﬁﬂ_mJoz"r“;d/;/fgnslt‘nﬁiﬂ{,u{l uﬁ?t‘ﬁ;ul.‘a;&ﬁuf)’! g
B AL SR a2k e

S e oy S Tl LTt £ L G i

SHIEAT 201042 LK 4 b a2 Ul E B U 528 P B edlid Ut Moot iilg
Belingtedis

e AESET e Gk flie Lip LS55 1o

AIUE B 6 goutbn st e Aes G 2 7S U see v o 60T .S GG e
S Bnflen e 2 a3 LA n G wlla o e 2 5L ) LI
iy n§EGhpn Lot o iy nwf'u@vzaﬁ E B Gt FEL)

Oé_fJUIQLU?‘?]LM[?’/TJéKﬂ%’Jy,&IJ 'dlguw

etk A D toe et e B b Blen ¥ S 2t S WEI S enSE6 S i Db g
..../Jé,K‘ﬁ.,‘y._a,:bwugg.{_irlggrwﬁlng);g/fu‘f(ui'grgg,,wmrayfrv”ugigf_‘g
g/Lijf__mglujL/u:b?Jw:7T$.ﬁnsuguIViLul{wl{w}rufuw,%&ﬁéﬁaw{la
For8 Uty ek Liee o6 20T S s b 20 S (T2 128l f S Ugif St
P p LG U S



	Page 1
	Page 2
	Page 3
	Page 4
	Page 5
	Page 6
	Page 7
	Page 8
	Page 9
	Page 10
	Page 11
	Page 12
	Page 13
	Page 14

