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The sunisspitting fire, the streets are deserted, and even the birds are hiding. We used to say that
changingseasonsbring color to Pakistan. Now, theyjustbring dread. By the time Junerolls
around, itfeelsasifsomeone has opened the hatch ofablast furnace directly over our heads. You
don'tneed athermometerto tell you this; the melting, shimmering asphalt on theroads of Lahore,
Karachi, Sukkur, and Nawabshahis proofenough that we are standing on the edge ofan annual

disaster.

Everyyear, the headlines are splashed with termslike ‘heatwave’, ‘heatstroke’, and ‘heat
exhaustion.’ Butlet'sbe clear: these are not just medical jargon or dry statistics. They are the
bloody, painful stories of human beings breathing theirlastin overcrowded emergency wards
and fillinguplocal mortuaries.Itis atragedy we witness every single year, weep over for aweek,

and promptly forget.

Asanation, we suffer from a strange blindness. Until the disaster knocks on our own front door, or

until one of our own family members collapses, we treatitas " justanothernewsstory” andflip the



page.

We complain bitterly when the mercurytouches 45°C or 50°C, butwe convenientlyignore our own
guilt. In the name of progress and “modernization,” we have paved over our cities, turning them
into concrete jungles. Where dense, shady trees once stood, we built housing societies and
commercial plazas. We axed the trees, filled the canals with dirt, and now that the earth isbhaking,
wesitin our air-conditioned rooms wondering whyit’s so hot outside. This is nature’'s whip,
punishing us for our own greed. Climate changeisnolonger a textbook debate. Itis standing on our

doorstep, and it’s furious.

Everysummer, doctors scream the same warningsinto the void: learn the difference between

heatexhaustion and heat stroke. Itis quite literally a matter oflife and death.

Heat exhaustion isyourbody s finalwarning. When youwork for hours in the blinding heat,
losing water and salt through sweat, your head throbs, you get dizzy, and your body turns tolead.
Ifyoustop, movetotheshade, and drink water or ORS, you survive.Butifyou keep pushing, you
enterthekillzone: heatstroke. Thisiswhere your internal cooling system completely breaks
down.Youstop sweating. Your temperature shoots up past 104°F. Your brain short-circuits, and

you collapse. Atthat point, youhave minutestolive before your organsfail.



Butasacolumnist, I cannotlook at this purely asamedical crisis. Thereis a dark, ugly classdivide

hiddenbehind this heatwave.

The sunissupposedtobethe ultimate equalizer—itshines on everyone. But the reality on the
groundisbrutallyunequal. For those privileged enoughtositinside insulated homes or offices,
thisweatherisjustanannoyance, areasonto complain about the electricity bill. But for those who

earntheir bread underthe opensky, itisadailybattle for survival.

Forthose privileged enough tositinside insulated homes or offices, thisweatherisjustan

annoyance. But for those who earn their bread under the open sky, itis a daily battle for survival.

The easiest targets for thisscorching afternoon are the daily wage laborers, swinging heavyiron
toolsbytheroadsidejusttofeed theirkids tonight. It targets the deliveryriders, weaving through
trafficonroadsthat feellike ovens, just sosomeone can geta hot meal delivered to a cold room. The
security guard standing atattentionin a thick uniform, the pushcartvendor, the laborers baking

atbrickkilns—these are the front-line soldiers of this disaster, and they are always the first to die.

Meanwhile, our administration does whatitalways does: nothing, until the bodies start piling up.
Onlywhen the hospitals are overflowing do the authorities scramble to hold “emergency

meetings"—which are alwaystoolittle, toolate. To make mattersworse, unannounced load-



shedding becomes even more brutalin the peak of summer, and thelack of clean drinking water in

poor neighborhoodsremains a permanent curse.

But cantherest ofuswash our hands ofthis? Dowe have no moralbackboneleft? We spend
thousands on superficialluxuries every day. Can we not put out a simple clay pot (matka) of cold
water outside our gates for passersby and birds? Can we not tell our security guards, maids, and
driverstositdown andrestbetweennoonand 4:00 PM? Humanity demands that we lighten their

load, butour collective apathy has become far deadlier than the sun.

Weneedtostoptreating thisas a passing season. Thisheatis our permanentreality, and we have to

fightit.

Our municipal corporate bodiesneed to stopissuing meaningless pressreleases and actually set
up functional, fully equipped heatstroke centersin every hospital, stocked withice, water, and

emergency meds.

More than that, we have tolook out for each other. Handing a glass of cold water to a sweating
laborer or offering a patch of shade to someone who has noneisn 'tjust charity—right now, itis the

highestform of worship.



Untilwerealize that shade and clean water are fundamental human rights, and not luxuries
reserved for therich, these heatwaves will keep filling our graveyards. Itis time to tear down the
concrete and bring back the green. If we don'tact now to save our land and our poorest citizens,

nature srevenge nextyear willbe even worse—and we won 't even have the time left toregret it.



