Rahbar International

Tuesday, July 1st 2025

H

YOUR WORLD IN WORDS

FADING PICTURES " (A shortstory) writtenin
Urdu by Nasim Ashk &translated in English by
Raushan Zamir

Published on October 1, 2024
DocumentDate: Tue, Jul01 2025 04:17:40am

Category:,Articles,English

Show onwebsite: Click Here

Therewas a crowd of people allaround. There was confusion.Ialso came out of the room and
walked amongthe people. Some ofthem began tolook at my form. Since Iwasnew to the city, Idid
notfinditstrange tosee them.Ienquired about the matter from an old man. The old man said
smiling.

Babu! allthishappens every day. Today is his, tomorrowis ours.Idon'tunderstandit! .Itried to
find out the details. He guessed very well that thisis a stranger whoisnot aware of therulesand
laws of this city. He said.

Babu! thedays ofsheep and goats are numbered. We are allsheep and goats- Today one goat is

less. Apersondied of tiredness from constant starvation and poverty.
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Hebeginstolaugh. There were millions of sorrows in hislaughter. Hislaughter was asking me
hundreds of questions.

When thisuniverse belongstothe creator, itshould beruled by him. He said to me.

Babu! Youlooknew in this city. Where do youlive?

Isaid thatIwaswriting a story.Inthiscase, [ had to come to this citybecause my story endsin this
city.

Hebegantolookatmeinsurprise and said wow! You also write storieslike these big Sahib. Wow
Sahib!look athowmanystories are born here every day. They see an old man spitting blood, a
worker working on a four storied building, a group ofhungrynaked people,cursing mothers their
wombs, that graveyard -traveller in search ofhome.

Seeingmylack ofinterest, he changed the scenario.

BabuSahib! comehere. Look at these blooming flowers, look at this mountain, look at the tall
buildings.

Isaid stopping him.I'm runninglate.I have to go.

AndIwalked towards the house with fast steps. He stopped me and said.

BabuSahib! those big Sahib also come here. Theyrepresent ourlife. They are great artists

wheneverthey come here, they surely keep a cloth over their mouth and a mineral water in their



hand. Peoplesay that thereis great pain in their hearts for the poor. Are you abig artisttoo? "No! I
amnotagreatartist.”

The old mansayswith smile.Iknowyouarenota greatartistotherwise how canyoustand here
withouta cloth on your face and you don't even have mineral water in your hand.

Istarted from there without saying anything. I was starting to feel nervous. That old man's talk was
disturbing me.

Iclosed the door of the room and left one side of the windows open so that the outside talk can come
in. Human nature works every where. The room was completely dark. There wasload-shedding.I
lighted the candle and wanted to take the story forward by opening the diary. Then suddenly, the
storytellerinme appeared. He was constantlylaughing at me.

Youcreate standard literature. Howlong hasthisaddiction been on you.?Have you ever looked
into theirlives?whose pictures you make with words on pages. If not, why do you make such
people yourrole? Whether the flowers bloom in Spring or not,Itis more important thatno one
sleepshungry. Those whose skin burnsin the heat of the sun, they know the intensity of the
sun.Without feeling, You cannot express inwords.Where is the true picture oflife found in
palaces? She sleeps on the side walk. What do you know about the povertyinvolved in the luxury of

your life?



Igotlostinthe words of this storyteller.Iwas shocked by hiswords.In the city of dreams, the night
was dark.Idon’tknowwhenIgotlost.
I had found the end of the story. (Unpublished)
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