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Jamal Abro: profile 

Birth: 

May 2, 1924 in Sangi village, M:ehartaluka, (Larkana district) 

Education: 

Schooling in Mangwani Goth1 Larkana city.Matriculqtion 
Bombay Board (1941).LLB from Shahani Law College, 
Latkana. 

Service: 

Lawyer in Larkana (1948). Police prosecutor, Shahdadkot 
(1949-51), sub-judge (1952), later as sessions judge. Secretary, 

'Sindh Assembly (1972-78). Member of Labour Corps (1978-
80). Member, Federal Servic�s Tribunal (1980-81). Registrar, 
Sindh High Court (1981-82). Judge, Labour Court (1982-84). 
Secretary, Sindh Assembly (1984-85). Chairman, Anti
Corruption Establishment (1985-87). 

Publications: 

Pishoo Pasha, autobiography in five volumes: Oonlii Galh 
AsrarJi, Dholey Dhaki Ahyan, Thohar Main GarhaGul, 
Eendo Na Vari Hi Vanrjaro and MaroPyaMe�nhW<l;san 
(under publication). 

JamaIAbro: 

A . Collection of Stories, · Articles &.n.d . Letters, 
A Dictionary of Quranic Aq1.bic Words Also Used in Sindhi 
(under publication) 

His stories have been translated into Urdu, Punjabi, 
English and German 
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BIO DATA OF MR. JAMAL UDDIN ALI KHAN ABRO 

1. Comes from respectable literary family of Sindh. His 
father Mr. Ali Khan Abra was the first "Muslim" M.A. 
(Master of �s) of Sindh, who was author of several 
books and worked, with missionary spirit for social 
reforms. He was a scholar in Arabic and Persian. Has 
written Tafseer of Holy Quran. 

2. Mr. Jamal Abra (Jamaluddin Ali Khan Abra) was born 
on 10th April 1925 in Village Sangi, District Dadu. H� 
graduated in Law in 1948 and was enrolled as advocate of 
High Court in 1950. 

3-. Mr.· Jamal Abra worked amongst the peasants and the 
labourers and acquired first hand knowledge of their 
problems and started writing about it. 

4. Mr. Jamal Abra was appointed Police Prosecutor in 1950 
and as such gained experience in criminology and 
problems of police personnel. 

5. Mr. Jamal was selected by Public Service Commission as 
Civil Judge and first class magistrate in 1952 and was 
soon conferred the -powers of Section 30 Cr.P. C. 
Promoted to Senior C.S.P. scale in 1971 and made 
District & Sessions Judge. Mr. Jamal Abra served as the 
Secretary to Government of Sindh in Assembly 
Secretariat for nearly seven years as such acquired 
·experience of legislation and constitutional law. 

6. Mr. Jamal Abra was elevated to the post of Member, 
Federal Services Tribunal under article 212 of 
Constitution. 

7. Mr. Jamal Abra was appointed judge of the labour court 
for nearly four years and thereby acquired knowledge of 
labour laws and problems. 

8. Mr. Jamal Abra was appointed the Registrar of the High 
Court for two years. He was likely to be elevated to the 
bench of the High Court but the then Governor of Sindh 
general J ehandad Khan requisitioned his services to 
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establish the Assembly Secretariat after the withdrawal of 
the Martial Law. 

9. Earlier the then Governor General S.M.Abbasi 
nominated Mr. Jamal Abro to the syndicate of the 
SindhUniversity where he acquired intimate knowledge of 
educational institutions and educational problems. 

10. Due to unquestionable honesty and integrity, Mr. Jamal 
Abro was appointed Chairman, Enquiries and Anti
Corruption, Government of Sindh. 

11. In the field of literature services of Mr. Jamal Abro were 
spread over a period of 40 years and he is so unique in his 
style and approach that many writers have adopted the 
same. In recognition of his literary services the President 
of Pakistan conferred upon him the award of Pride of 
Performance in the field of Literature on 23rd March 1994. 

12. It may be mentioned that Mr.JamalAbro was sent to 4th 

Afro-Asian Writers' Conference at Moscow where in the 
absence of Mr. Faiz Ahmed Faiz he acted as the leader of 
the delegation in his place. 
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Short&ory 

Pirani 

The Brohis were comTI:ig down from the hills. The winter 
IJ.ad just set in. The cold, dry wind was sweeping gown the 
dust and the gravel ahead of them. 

. They had two or three bullocks and one camel. Two 
dogs vyith wagging tails followed them. 

·
The men were 

barefooted, their shalyvars(trousers) short and tom. On their 
heads they wore conical, embroidered caps full of dust and 
'dirt. The w�men donned long robes with pretty embroidered ' 
designs now shredded and fading away as a result of long 
wear. On the bullocks they had loaded huge sacks full of 
twine and ropes twisted out of goat's hair. The young 
children sat huddled on the sacks,· the parents driving the 
animals with their sticks as they kept humming, "Hee, hoon, 
hee, honn .. .".11 with their beards they looked handsome and 
dignified, but penury-stricken and weather-bitten. 

They pitched their camp on a secluded spot where they· 
d�stributed pieces of dry bread. From another cloth bag they 
took out some lumps f dried curd which they put in pitchers 
full of water. Each one gulped down a few draughts. Little 
Pirani, hardly nine years old, clapped her hands as she cried, 
"We are now in Sindhi We will have such good things and so 
many!" Her father took off his cap and scratched his head full 
oflice. The mother looked annoyed. Other children were also 
dreaming of the good and sweet things awaiting them on the 
plains. In the valley of Sindh, they built for themselves small 
shacks made of hay. They slept on hay and put on slippers 
made of hay. They sold the ropes and bamboo sticks, 
Sometimes, they" starved by tum. 
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The winter was over. It was time to return to the hills. 
The poor children went without gooC:l things. Pirani's father 
looked at his wife's face meaningfully. There was anger and 
desolation in the glances they exchanged. The wife felt scared 
and looked at Pirani's shirt which she had washed only that 
morning. There was no defiance in her silent, miserable eyes. 

Pirani's father approached the neighboring village and 
greeted the people with a loud, "Salamalaikum". He asked, 
"Brothers, does any body need a girl in marriage?" He meant 
to sell his little daughter. 

For the Sindhi peasant it is not easy to get a wife. Many 
girls are pledged as soon as they are born. It costs money to 
have a wife. May Allah have mercy on all! L_alu's father 
looked at his adolescent son who had a husky voice and the 
bare trace of a beard. Both Lalu and his father accompanied 
the Brohi to his hamlet. The Brohi dogs barked as they saw 
the Sindhi strangers approaching. Pirani, her hair loose and 
her back uncovered, ran and held her mother tightly by the 
shirt. Lalu's father felt her body. Pirani's father, anxious to 
strike a good bargain, exhorted, "She has lots of flesh. she is 
no weakling!" the dogs would not stop barking and they kept 
it up till they had followed the strangers back to the outskirts 
of the hamlet. the dogs then wagged their tails as if they had 
done their duty. 

Out side the hamlet, after considerable high-haggling the 
bargain was struck for sixty rupees! 

The Br.ohis were now getting ready to return to the 
hungry hills. they pulled down the shacks and loaded the 
bullocks. they children kept chattering about the hills and the 
babble trees on the hills. 

Lalu's village was on the way. Pirani's motheF walked 
abreast, almost touching her daughter, while the father 
offered his finger for Pirani to hold. "Are we returning 
home?" asked Pirani. The father nodded. He could feel a 
corrosive void turning and twisting within him. The mother 
felt as if something heavy were hammering within her breast, 
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trying to get out. 
Lalu's People were waitmg. As they drew nearer, 

Pirani's mother twitched convulsively and clasped her 
daughter. Lifting her high, she pressed Pirani to her bosom. 
The mother and daughter were panting, their hearts pounding 
fast, their eyes panic-stricken. Others stood around them. the 
father with his trembling hands lurched forward and tore 
away his daughter with a look of finality. The mother broke 
down, her heart crushed, her very vitals cut into pieces. She 
screamed, "Pirani, oh, my little Pirani!" The girl shrieked 
back.. The birds flew away in panic. 

Lalu's father took hold of Pirani who lay huddled on the 
ground. Pirani's father was sobbing, his tears flowing down 
his cheeks and through his beard to the ground. But he was 
holding his trembling wife and pulling her back. The caravan 
started moving. Pirani was hysterical, crying for her father 
and mother. The mother was being dragged away, but her 
loud lament rent the air from afar. "Oh, Allah, my Pirani, 
baby Pirani, may the hills be on fire, may Sindh prosper, oh, 
my little Pirani!" 

They dragged the struggling inside her new home. But 
she was slipping away from their hand.s, kicking, biting, 
screaming and bouncing like a rubber bail. Lalu ran inside 
and soon brought a piece of jigger which was put into Pirani's 
mouth. But the sweet came out gurgling. The child's delicate 
throat was hoarse with cries. Between tears and hiccups she 
kept moaning about her father and mother. In vain.Lain was 
in fury now. He brought out a dagger and opening his eyes 
wide, he thundered, "Now, will you shut up before I carve 
you in pieces?" Little Pirani, rolling on the dust, gave a 
scream with all the was left of her strength. The goat in tl�e 
courtyard pricked up her ears and started licking her kid. A 
woman hugged her daughter in fright. 

Yes, Pirani is still alive today. One of her sons is a 
policeman, and the other a life convict in a prison. 

(Translated from Sindhiby HashooKewalramani) 
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The Angle 

I was in Islamabad. Normally all kinds of living beings; 
birds, insects and animals inhabit Islamabad; but since this 
story concerns me, I will only talk about my visit to 
Islamabad. 

So, I was in Islamabad and was staying in Islamabad 
Hotel. Cool, comfortable room, colour Television, flowery 
curtains, a telephone and an efficient room service were at my 
disposal. Free meals three times a day, loving friends, relaxed 
atmosphere, no work to worry about. Only speeches to 
devour and digest. 

Unfortunately I fell ill. Discomfort, short breath and 
sinking he�rt alarmed me. My friend PirbhuNaashaad, who 
has now joined the fold of the faithful, and calls himself 
NafisShaikh, rushed to my room with his humble and pretty 
sister-in-law. One look at me, he got worried about the state 
of my health. Sincere as he is, he rushed immediately out to 
Ci;t.11 �ome "wise man". Wise man is the word we use for a 
doctor. 

He returned almost immediately, and said , "Qasmi Sabib 
is on the way." 

I was now my tum to get worried. During my school 
days I had seen pictures of Mohammed Bin Qasim: sword in 
hand, steel helmet to protect his head, riding a handsome 
horse with forelegs in the air. 

Soon the doctor came. A lovable character he was. 
Nadeem or Nadim, whatever his name was. We looked more 
Nadim than Nadeem. 
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After he had checked me carefully, I said, "Doctor Sahib, 
you say that I am running high blood pressure, but in fact I 
am suffering from low blood pressure for the last so many 
years." 

He replied with an extremely sweet smile·, "It is not the 
blood pressure, but the literary pressure that has gone high." 

I was not satisfied. "Is it some newly discovered disease 
like AIDS?" I asked. 

"No, no," he said, "it is a very common disease in 
Pakistan these days," 

After a pause he said, "it is curable. If you are unable to 
write, speak it out. Keep on talking loud and clear." 

I said, "I aw a poor speaker". 
He became serious and went out of the room. On his 

way out he told Pirbhu confidingly, "he will burst very soon". 
After the doctor was gone, Pirbhu really got perturbed. 

He said "I will bring the best available doctor in Islamabad 
this time". 

The big doctor did arrive at last clad neatly from head to 
toe in white, he looked an angel. He smiled, laughed and 
embraced me in his strong arms for a big hug. Said pleasant 
things, comforte� me. 

"Everything is going to be alright" , he said, "nothing to . 
worry about. This is a very peaceful place. Weather is 
pleasant. People are friendly. Now rise and shine. Here you 
will find of all sorts. People get their hopes and desires 
fulfilled here. No disappointments, No failures." 

I told him about my ailment. Showed him my heart, 
chest and pulse.Talked about my failures in life. 

He replied, "No problem. I can arrange a luxurious 
house a car and regular monthly income for you ". 

"No thank you", I said "God has been very kind to me 
already". 
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"Burn those dirty books. Read the Holy Qur'an only." 
"I recite daily, with meanings and comments." 
"Always remember God and offer your prayers 

regularly". 
"Five times a day. I even pray during the nights also". 
"I can send you for Hajj". 
"I have already performed Hajj". 
"Enjoy your holidays. Visit Swat, Kaghan and Ziarat". 
"I have travelled widely in India, Pakistan and other 

parts of the world. I have even been to SovietUnion". 
He was shocked. Most certainly he did not like my reply. 

He shook his head in disgust and said, "Something terribly 
wrong with you. I will have to re-check you thoroughly". 

He raised both his hands. I was taken a back to see his 
hands turn into claws. With terrified eye. I started at his 
spotless white robe, which had moved a little to show a 
uniform under it. 

I could not resist shouting, "Angel of death". 

(Translated from Sindhi by QamarShahbaz) 
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How to stay young 

Youth is not a time of life . . . it is a state of mind. 
Nobody grows old by merely living a number of years; people 
grow old only by deserting their ideals. Years wrinkle the 
skin, but to give up enthusiasm wrinkles the soul. Worry, 
doubt, self-distrust fear and despair . . .  these are the long, long 
years that bow the head and tum the crowing spirit back to 
dust. Whether seventy of sixteen, there is in every being's 
heart the love of wonder, the sweet amazement at the stars 
and the star like things & thoughts the undaunted challenge of 
events, the unfailing childlike appetite for what next, and the 
joy and the game of life. You are as young as your faith, as 
old as your doubt; as young as your self-confidence, as old as 
your fear; as young as your hope, as old as your despair. 
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Quaid h�lds 90 minutes talks 
With sindhi students 

The above captign is not of my-c1·eation. It is page from 
history. It is the lead story, that day, on the front page of the 
daily Dawn under the editorship of AltafHussain. The Quaid
e-Azam had already burnt his fingers in Bengal by declaring 
Urdu as the state language. So he was quick enough to call 
Sindhi students and give them his precious 90 minutes when 
he hardly gave 15 minutes to Liaquat Ali Khan, the then 
Prim Minister. 

It is strange that people forget less'drts ·of history and 
allow students to be carried away bf'ordinary day-to-day 
events that can be tackled by sagaci:W !ind tenacity of Quaid
like character. One is taken ba'.ck wh'en politicians of the . . . 
caliber and stature of PirPagaro succumb·to the vain demand 
of separation of Karachi from Sirtdh. It was the very same 
decision that was in the ma�g that the whole Sindh was 
aflame. There was spontaneous peaceful uprising throughout 
Sindh. Mr. Abdul GbafoorBhurgiri, Advocate (later a 
Minister) was arrested at Larkana, Mr. Abdul Sattar Sheikh 
Advocate (later Additional Advocate General) was arrested at 
Mirpurkhas, Mr. Faiz Muhammad Kazi at Nawabshah, Mr. 
Sher Muhammad Shtijra at Sh!Jrn1pur and Mr. Wagho at 
Jacobabad were also put under arrest. It was late 194 7 or 
early 1948 when Karachi was pleasant climatically. We 
students daily moved out in separate groups, raised slogans, 
and held peaceful demonstrations. The path of violence was 
unknown iri those days. The politics of JalaoGherao was 
imported into Pakistan from across the border. 
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One day we went to the house of Pirzada Abdul Sattar 
(probably Commissioner House at present). He came out and 
stood a� his door. Obviously agitated, he kept his calm and 
cool. He plainly said that he was a federal minister and we 
should better approach the provincial heads of government to 
oppose the proposal of separation of Karachi from Sindh. We 
thereupon went straight to the Governor House, at Bleak 
House street to meet Sir GhulamHussainHidayatullah. He 
refused to meet us whereupon some students P.elted stones at 
his house. His military secretary came out and ·asked us to 
choose a delegation of.five or six for an audience with the 
Governor. It was midday and Sir GhulamHussain was sitting 
at the head of a long table. He was a diehard and shrewd 
politician. As soon as we sat around the table he rebuked us 
and ,shouted at us. The students were sitting silent whereupon 
I got up and told my colleagues to leave alone the hopeless 
and helpless old �an whereuP.on they walked out in a file and 
the. Governor obviously annoyed at my words shrieked, "Get 
out". I was the last to leave· and turning to him said, "You 
will also get out soon". The Secretary Muslim Students 
Feder�tion, Mr. Shafi Ansari of Dadu, asked me to keep 
quite. We came out within five minutes and told the students 
of what happened. The atmosphere was further charged with 
anger and we came back to Sindh Courts. In the afternoon, 
some students collected hundreds of phptographs. of Mr. 
Jinnah and set them on fire near Muslim Gymkhana. . . 

The next day students came out orr roads. We were on 
the road leading to the Governor General's house_(previously 
and presently Governor House). A friend suggested to go to 
the Chief Minister House to register our protest but we 
decided against as the then Chief Minister, Mr. M.A Khuhro 
was already in hot �aters. He had played a positive role 
during Kar?-chi riots against the Hindus_, engineered by Khan 
Liaql,lat Ali Kh1;1.n. Mr. Khuhro crushed the riots in one day 
with iron hand. He was a politician of high caliber and had 
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firm hold on the masses. On his appeal broadcast on Radio 
Pakistan, we saw, with our own eyes, people carrying looted 
goods on their backs and returning the same to Hindus. It was 
a wonderful sight but the mischief of riots, achieved its 
objective of creating a sense of insecurity amongst the Hindus 
and a mass exodus took place much against their will, as t;hey 
did desire to stick to the soil. It was much later that Gen. 
IskanderMirza disclosed in his memoirs that Khan Liaquat 
Ali Khan admitted that he wanted to create a constituency for 
himself by settling Indian Muslim in Karac.hi. It may be 
remembered that he has to contest elections from Bengal to 
get himself elected. 

So while we were on way to G.G. House, a Minister 
stopped near us and told us that the Quaid-e-Azam wanted to 
meet our delegation the same day in the afternoon. The 
Quaid-e-Azam was not a petty politician; he was a statesman 
and as such he knew the mechanism of a popular 
spontaneous uprising of people and saw how it got the 
momentum. On receiving this massage, we returned to the 
Jinnah Courts. 

I was surprised when �. Shafi Ansari ;;tsked me to be 
one of the delegates. I told· hilll that: :{:-was not a m�mber of 
the Muslim Students ·Federation but he insisted that I was 
better suited to be their spokesman. He knew that, because I 
was bold, had better command over English (which the 
Quaid-e-Azam spoke) and already had two face to face 
meetings with the Quaid-e-Azam before Independence as 
such I was chosen to play the leading role. Six of us went to 
the G.G. House. Mr. Agha Hilaly was the secretary to 
Governor General. He received us and took us to a room -0n 
ground floor. He gave us a lecture on how to behave before 
the Quaid-e-Azam, obviously he was concerned about the 
charged atmosphere. He then put us to psychological pressure· 
that the delegation should be properly dressed and then added 
that on should at least liave a coat on. I always moved in 
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ShalwarKemeez, which I washed myself. I therefore got up to 
leave but Mr. Muhammad SiddiqueMemon of Hala (later 
Chief Engineer) gave his coat to me and sacrificed his chance 
to meet the Quaid-e-Azam. Mr. Shafi Ansari (later Chief 
Engineer), Salman Khawaja (later Advisor in Kenya), 
BachalSoomro (Col. M.B Soomro). I and one else remained 
in the room. Mr. Agha Hilaly told us that the Quaid-e-Azam 
would soon to meet us in that room. Shortly thereafter there 
was sound of footsteps and all of us were on our and stood 
up. Agha Sahib appeared and was obviously pleased with our 
behavior. He then announced that the Quaid-e-Azam would 
meet us upstairs in his study. He led us there and we found 
the tall graceful Quaid already standing full length to receive · 
us. Books were scattered on his sofa, table and on the ground. 
He opened booth our hands in a gesture that we take our 
seats. I noticed his broad palms and long thin fingers, 
indicative of a strong willed successful politician. I sat nearest 
to him after Mr. Shafi Ansari who was the office bearer of the 
Muslim Students Federation. Out of respect for the Quaid we 
sat silent and he initiated the talks. 

The Quaid was master of table talk and I noticed his 
shrewd tactics. He tried to put us in defensive by asking, 
"While- sitting in your class room who put it in your heads 
cPutting his finger on his temple) that Karachi was being 
snittclied'from you? I did most of the talking (no credit to me) 
bed.us!:! I ·was brought for that purpose. I told him that the 
accusation was an insult to our sincerity and our problems. 
Without paying heed to my reply he repeated the question. I 
said, "apart from genuine problems, it was question of our 
sentiments and our sense of history." He at once dropped that 
topic by describing his uwn difficulties." He then tried to 
invoke our sympathy by saying that his house at Malabar 
Hills was better than the Governor House and pointed to the 
shabby furniture that was provided to him. He also disclosed 
that an attempt on his life was made as a suspicious person 
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had jumped in the G.G. House from Polo ground and was 
caught. 

We said, "Why then choose Karachi as the Capital of 
Pakistan. He had a ready answer and said that your own 
representative Mr. Khuhro invited us to Karachi. I at once 
blurted, "Who is Khuhro to barter our interest and land. He 
had no much mandate." The Quaid-e-Azam had a legal and 
constitutional mind and as such, he realized his weak point 
on the question of mandate. He at once dropped the point 
and asserted that in the interest of the state he was fully 
competent to make the decision to sel_ect Karachi as Capital 
of Pakistan. We agreed but told him that the decision would 
create untold problem.·He gazed at me (as if to asses whether 
it was a threat) and- commandingly asked "What problem". I 
replied (i) influx of population (ii) water shortage (iii) 
shortage of electricity, telephones, hospitals, educational 
institutions, roads and sanitation. He appeared relieved and 
said confidently and patronizingly," My dear boy this age of 
specialization. The specialists will solve those problems: 
Leave it to them. You have not to worry about it." We were 
disarmed and outwitted, though I wanted to reply by Mr. 
Shafi Ansari struck me with his elbow signaling that I should .. 
keep quiet. The talks proceeded in a lighter vein. I took the 
opportunity to ask Quaid-e-Azam what about the Muslim left 
behind in India. "They are being murdered and victimized". 
He replied in his well-known emphatic and decisive tone, 
"Forget them". There was hushed silence. He then asked, 
"Well boys, everything is settled and you are ·satisfied." I 
plucked up courage and said, "No sir Npt the least. We have 
inalienable rights in Karachi. We have put all over mo:q.ey in 
Karachi and built the Jinnah Courts, Metharam Hostel, 
ShevsK!-1nj Hostel, the Sindh Madressa. , the only science 
college in Sindh1 the only Medical College (the Dow Medical 
College) the only Engineering Coll�ge ·in Pakistan, the Law 
College and so many other institutions. We can not abdicate 
our rights and be pushed back for half a centUry." He at once 
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agreed and in his usual emphatic and decisive tone said, "I 
guarantee your preferential rights on these institutions." He 
went further as if to give extra concessions and said, "I am 
prepared to give Karachi, representation on Sindh." I at once 
said, "No sir. On the contrary Sindh. should have 
representation on Karachi's administration." He gazed at me 
for a few moments and then said, "You are, requested to 
kindly right. It shall be so." 

We, encouraged by the Quaid's forthright guarantees, 
wanted properties of Sindh worth billions of rupees in 
Karachi viz. the Secretariat, the Assembly building, the High 
Court, The Governor's House and hundreds of bungalows 
occupied by federal ministers and Officers. The Quaid-e
Azafu brushed aside the. issue by saying that the Pakistan 
Government short of funds. He confided that at one stage, 
"Pak Govt. had no funds 2to pay monthly salaries to its 
employeesj but o·ne man came to our rescue and donated a 
huge sum voluntarily for the sake of Pakistan". We could say 
noting. 

The Quaid-e-Azam was up and so did we. While he was 
shaking hands with each of us, I threw a question at his 
asking, "Quaid-e-Azam! What will be the constitution of 
Pakistan." I vividly remember, he said, "My dear boy you are 
very dear." He pointed to the books scattered all around and 
said, "I am working on the constitution and you will soon 
have it but I can not tell you what it will be." I was not the 
one to be silenced and threw another question at him, 
"Quaid-e-Azam! Will it be federal?" He stretched both arms 
which was his favourite gesture and answered, "what else it 
can be." We came satisfied with his guarantees. 

Instead of honouring the wishes and guarantees giveh by 
no less than Quaid-e-A.:?;am himself, we got the illfated gift of 
One Unit, the doors of all the colleges and institutions were 
closed on us and Karachi is giving us ghostly gifts of dead 
bodies every day. 
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Mr. Khajiloo 

The other day I read an article under the caption of 
K.hajiloo, in Daily Dawn. The word smacks of Parsi 
language, culture or personality. With close look, I found that 
it was written by one Mr. Khajiloo, a Parsi gentleman. I 
know of outstanding personalities of Parsi community which 
is the most peaceful and cultured community of Karachi. One 
can never forget the great men like Messrs J amshed 
N aseerwanji, J ehangir Kothari. N adirshaw EduljiDinshaw 
and JehangirCowasjee and so many others like Mr. 
N oursozeji. Here was a miniature of them, just a dwarf in 
comparison to them, who either due to his unfulfilled 
ambition or inner darkness saw everything with tinted eyes. 

On the one hand he praised the elderly army general a 
punctual to clod( and as brave to move about in the streets of 
Karachi without escort and challenge the terrorists to find a 
sack of his size. It pinched Mr. K.hajiloo that the General 
never forgot�to refer to the Prime Minister of Pakistan as 
Mohtrama. Being a Parsi Mr. Khajiloo must be knowing the 
meaning of the word Mohtrama; do I have to tell him that it 
means respected one. May I ask Mr. Khajiloo that would he 
not like every Parsi lady or for that n:atter any woman to be 
called as Mohtrama. I presume that he would welcome it. 
Why then this vicious grudge against a lady who is the Prime 
Minister of Paki:fran, by dint of her own enormous merit, and 
not d�e to his blessing. 

I wonder where Mr. Khajiloo was hiding for the last 
twenty or thirty years. Was he hiding in a dark hole like an 
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frightened mouse? Where was he when Ghulam Mohammed 
dissolved the constituent assembly and dismissed the Prime 
Minister. Where was he when Mr. Bogra was imported from 
USA and installed as Prime Minister. Why his lips remained 
sewn when Gen Ayub imposed Martial Law and started the 

. rot. Where was he when Yahya Khan and then the worst 
dictator � history Zia remained President while 
simultaneously wearing the uniform. Or did he not see or 
hear that the ailing father of the nation was left unattended at 
Maripur, the then Prime Minister not taking the trouble to 
receive him or send a few air-conditioned vehicles or 
ambulance to bring him to the G. G. House. 

Now when an era of democrat�c predominance has 
unshared in, by the untiring efforts of this young lady in her 
early thirties, he grudges her, her well deserved ordinary little 
of Mohtrama. Heal th�self physician. I am prepared to call 
you MohtramK.h.ajiloo. 

Have I to remind him the achievements of our young 
Prime Minister? 
1. She stood up against Martial Law when she was a young 

unmarried girl of 23 years, military boots trespassed in 
her private residence and dragged her out of her bend 
and threw her in prison cell. She did not bend. or bow. 
Senior members of her Bhutto family and other 
collc;.agues of the Shaheed Prime Minister migrated to 
Europe .till the clouds were clear. Did you ever care to 
say .so during Zia era. Had you suppressed your 
qmscience or closed your eyes? . 

2. Let us come to the recent past. No one can possibly . .  
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forget those days whep. the President of Pakistan G. I 
.Khan and the Prime Minister 9f the �o called Sharif 

. family, in their official capacity came -to Karachi and 
drove straight to 90 to call on the king

· 
of t�rroris.ts,. at 

, public e�pense, and politics of blackmciiling ·an_d money 
was official introduced 

,
by the said tow gentlemen. For 



reasons best known to him, Mr. Khajiloo kept quit and 
found no fault with it. One Prime Minister of that era, 
confessed in public that rigging (in elections) was 
committed under his very nose and he could do nothing. 
What a fall, what a pity and what a nose. Could he not 
resign? Mr. Khajiloo's conscience remained at low ebb at 
that time or he was afraid of Martial Law lashes. 

3. Mohtrama Benazir Bhutto was the first ever Prime 
Minster who called a spade a spade. She was the first to 
condemn and oppose the terrorists. Hats off to her, she 
called the terrorists coward mice, which no one else 
could do. The yellow press twisted her words to create a 
mischievous notion · that she had branded the whole 
Muhajir community as coward mice. Mr. Khajiloo could 
not say anything at that time. 

4. Mr. Khajiloo has ridiculed the brave elderly General and 
is mute and helpless to say anything for those friends 
who offer the Hon. Interior Minister, gifts of dead 
human bodies packed in the sacks. Bravo Mr. Khajiloo, 
Bravo 

5. Often in the press the Present democratic Govt, is 
dubbed as feudocracy. What a distortion of facts. Who 
eliminated the feudal lords but the late Zulfiqar Ali 
Bhutto. Who brought them back. G. I, Khan and Nawaz 
Sharif. Again who wiped them much to the dismay of G. 
I, Khan and Sharifs and Begs, the Jatois of Mehar 
(Dadu) were completely rooted and so the J atois of 
N awabshah, including the then Prime Minister. The 
SardarMahar and the SardarChandio had to eat the 
humble pie. Even the great Pir with all his awe and 
dignity was defeated by 'boyish Pervaiz Shah of PPP. 
SardarMalkani of Jati was re3ected by his own Raj. 
Even then if any one has the cheek to say that Mohtrama 

is thriving· on the support of feudal, he has to consult a 
psychiatrist. After the· crushing defeat at the hands of the 
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young leadership of the Mohtrama, the feudals must have 
had the shock of their life to realize that the people were not 
under their thumb and had abandoned them for good. 
6. It is strange that every one including intellectuals are 

complaining that the constitution is not being respected. 
When Mr. Zulfiqar Ali Bhutto brought a few 
amendments in the constitution within the House, 
constitutionally by z13rd majority, there was a hue and 
cry that the constitution was mutilated. When a dictator 
abrogated it and called it a piece of paper, no one had the 
courage to say a word to protect the constitution. It was 
the height of hypocrisy. When the Mohtrama is seeking 
to annual the VIII amendment the so called K.hudaeis 
and Shareefs are opposing her, and our 
honourableK.hajiloo are dumb and deaf and blind. Mr. 
K.hajiloo like any other Parsi gentlemen must be 
conscientiou� and kind hearted. What happened to him 
and his pen when innocent villagers of Khairpur Nathan 
Shah were hanged on tree during the historic MRD 
(Movements for restoration of democracy). 

7. Mr. K.hajiloo is complaining about corrupt and weak 
bureaucracy. What he has to say about the great Roedad 
Khan and IjlalHyderZaidi and their master G. I. Khan, 
who were all honourable bureaucrats. 

8. Mr. Khajiloo is weeping for indiscriminate arrests of 
young men. Has any young Parsi, K.hoja, Bohri or 
Christian youngman been arrested. Definitely no. The 
answer is obvious. 

9. Last but not the least, alleged corruption of the 
politicians. Which country in the world is devoid of suth 
black sheep? Who introduced this mass corruption, by 
brief cases, Lifafa and Lotacracy? Not the Mohtrama, 
but her predecessors in power. The Mohtrama has 
created such an awe that ask any MNA or MP A who is 
close to you and is your friend, if he has courage to ask 
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her for a plot or permit or any other favour. He is 
reprimanded then and there and blatantly told that 
people have not voted for him but for the party. Power of 
the party is the fundamental basis of politics and 
democracy. Who destroyed the party system and who 
called politicians a Trade Union. Mr. Khajiloo must not 
be having weak memory, so I need not remind him. 
When a political party has roots in the masses, it 
automatically gains discipline and can0t.wist the taile of 
any feudal or Sardar or Pir. The only p-;l1tical party .that 
has power base among the masses· is, no doubt the 
peoples party. It is not the party that goes out to woo the 
politicians; but it is the other way round. The politicians 
wag their tail before the party and as such there is no 
question of Lotacracy when the party is powerful, 
because the politician knows that his future depends on 
the will of the party. Do I have to repeat that Lotacracy 
and corruption to woo the politicians was introduced by 
those who had no roots amongst the masses and who till 
today sit in their drawing rooms and play the game of 
"Make and Break", and when the fail in their designs 
they speak loud and seek support of well known Mafias. 
I have nothing more to say for the time being, except 

request all Khajiloos to please ponder before pouring venom. 
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The Myth ofMohajirs as 
Creators of Pakistan 

I had written a lengthy ,article which was published in the 
daily Barsat dated S" October 94 in which I had chastised Sindhis for 
having failed to understand the Mohajirs. I had thrown an open 
invitation to the Mohajirs and the Sindhis to .freely omit the lava 
burning in their minds and had promised to convey their feelings to 
the other community honestly so that they can better understand each 
others problems. I have received a few complaints .from Sindhi .friends 
but there has been no response .from the Mohajir brothers. I had 
suggested that a Mohajir intellectual should convey the feeling of the 
Sindhls to the Mohajirs and that a Sindhi intellectual should convey 
the feelings of Mohajirs to the Sindhis; but regretfit!ly there was no 
response. Contrary to my wishes I was left with no option but to 
convey the feelings of a Sindhi young man Mr. Jameel Abassi of 
Naseem Nagar, Hyderabad. Though it may be hurting to one 
community but, there is no other way. 

The Urdu Press has totally neglected the views of the Sindhis 
under contemptuous Nuqutai Nazar. I have adopted the principle 
that every one give vent to his feelings .freely. The above caption is 
offending but the logic has to be grasped-replied to logically without 
using ·abusive language. I promise that it will find a place in the very 
columns of your esteemed dail. (A letter to Daily Editor Sindh 
Tribune Mr. yousf Shaheen by Mr. Jamal A bro). 

The people· of Indian origin (Hindi log), who call 
themselves Mohajirs, and their self-styled leaders sitting in 
London, have been shouting at the top of their voice - that 
they were the creators of Pakistan. They believed in the 
theory of Hitler's Goering that a lie repeated again and again 
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is ultimately believed to be the truth. In fact this tall claim is a 
naked blatant lie that is often repeated by all leaders who are 
obviously mortally afraid of backlash (militant terrorism) 
MQM murderers. On the basis of this self created false thesis, 
the Hindi log justifies their nefarious deeds, as-to-how the 
creators of Pakistan could harm the interests of Pakistan. 

Pakistan was created by the Bengalis, the Punjabis 
and the Sindhis. The Hindi Log did give us moral and verbal 
support. They did not, and in fact could not, create Pakistan. 
If Hindi Log could create Pakistan, why not now? There are 
twenty crore Muslims in the India, double then they were at 
the time of creation of Pakistan. They are absolutely unable 
and helpless to create a small pocket of Muslims in India. If it 
was due to their sacrifice that Pakistan was created, why they 
are not able to offer the sacrifice now? Have they become 
impotent, imbecile or faithless now? 

The so called myth of sacrifice is also a lie. The Quaid 
Azam declared in unequivocal terms on 30111 September 194 7, 
"I got you Pakistan on conference table without shedding a 
drop of blood." Here are the uprooted. Hindi log who believe 
him by saying that they sacrificed a million lives for the sake 
of Pakistan. Either they are liar or the Quaid, God forbid, was 
a liar. Quaid Azam Was right. He never ever gave a call for 
strike, never held a demonstration. He only checkmated the 
Hindu congress on the chess board of politics. He was not a 
firebrand freedom fighter like Moulana Mohammad Ali 
Johar. He played politics like an astute politician and got us 
Pakistan on conference table without shedding a drop of 
blood. 

· 

Hindi Log cite killings due to Hindu Muslim riots and 
the resultant exodus Muslims to seek refugee in Pakistan. A 
simple question will set the matter at rest. "When did those 
killings take place, before 14111 August 1947 or ·after 14111 
August?" · The answer need not to be given. Every one 
including Hindi Log' knows that the killing and the exodus 
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took place after Pakistan was established. If so, the so called 
sacrifices were not for creation of Pakistan, but obviously due 
to creation of Pakistan. It was the aftermath of the partition 
that killing of the Hindus and Sikhs a sacrifice, for creation of 
Pakistan? 

In their zeal to become martyrs or Ghazis, they make 
� a rude and shameless claim tliat chastity Df thousands of 

women was sacrificed for the · sake of Pakistan, what 
nonsense! Which politic_al philosopher, Chanakiya, 
Machiavelli, Moses or Mohammad (PBUH) or Marx, Lenin, 
or Mao has propounded the theory that freedom can be won 
by sacrificing chastity of women. 

The Indian Muslims had golden opportunity to create 
three Pakistans in India with no or little sacrifice. If a crore a 
of them had migrated to Hyderabad Deccan, a crore to 
Junagadh and a crore to Kashmir, lock stock and barrel, and 
put up with a little hardship in shanty colonies, all the three 
states would have been Muslims pockets, dominated by 
Muslims and ruled by Muslims, without much to do. Instead 
the Hindi Log, in search of better future ran helter-skelter to 
take refuge in Pakistan. It was the fear of the Hindus or fear 
of life or search for better future that they proudly proclaimed 
themselves as Panahgeer to win sympathy and obtain as 
many concessions. It is a vicious lie and allegation that we 
contempt:uously called them Panahgeer. It is on Government 
record and in their own newspaper, the JANG and ANJAM 
that they were referred to as Panahgeer. When they 
consolidated themselves by obtaining services, loans and 
business and houses left behind by the Hindus that they 
promoted themselves to the status of Panah-Guzeen and such 
editorials were written in the newspapers that they had not 
begged protection from anyone but had voluntarily taken 
refuge in Pakistan and as such they were I).Ot Panahgeers but 
were Panahguzeen. And for several years they enjoyed the 
status of Panahguzeen without grumble. However when their 
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interests were further consolidated, they became self-styled 
Mohajirs and now make an amusing claim that Mohajirs is a 
separate _nation. In fact they were desperately in search of 
their identity which they found in the word Mohajirs, little 
realising th.at a Mohajir or a temporary settler has no abode. 
Their real identity was and is, Hindi Log. The late Syed Sibte 
Hassan and the late Doctor Mehkri, a genius of a man, did 
say so. 

If Indian Muslims had not created Pakistan, then 
NWFP and Baluchistan would also have been Pakistan; but it 
was not so. The Pathans of NWFP were given the right of 
referendum to join or not to join Pakistan and when they 
opted for Pakistan NWFP was included in Pakistan. It is clear 
that Pakistan was created by those who gave their own land 
for establishment of Pakistan. How could those create 
Pakistan who had forsaken own their land, particularly 
Deccan, Kashmir, and Kathiawar. Similarly Baluchistan 
refused to join Pakistan. In fact Prince Abdulkaim of Kalat 
declared a war on Pakistan army and several Balauchis 
including Naurozkhan and his s0ns were hanged in Sukkur 
Jail. Ultimately it was the Khan of Kalat who on behalf of all 
Baluchis agreed to join Pakistan by written deed. How 
Rowlett Satyagraha agitation came in April 1919 Amritsar. 
Gandhi himself was prevented by police order from entering 
Punjab, while his leading lieutenants in Amritsar were 
deported by British official for "seditious incitement" under 
the very preventive detention measures they civilly opposed. 
Local martial repression in support of civil official refusals to 
meet with Punjab Congressmen seeking information about 
their deported leaders triggered the violence that swept 
through Amritsar, bringing out the Army under Brigadier 
Reginald Dyer. April 13 was Baisakhi Spring Festival Day in 
Amritsar and thousands of Sikh and Hindu peasants flocked 
to sacred city form neighbouring villages, gathering in 
Jallianwala Bagh, a large enclosed "Garden" within sight of 
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the Golden Temple in the crowd center of the old town. Dyer 
had issued orders forbidding any public "meeting" that day, 
so when learned of the gathering crowed he marched his 
Gurkha and Baluchi troops there double time and ordered 
them to open fire without further word of the warning on the 
unarmed crowd inside the garden that had no exit (other that 
one secured by his troops) and no shelter .(except for a deep 
well into which many innocent plunged to their death). After 
ten minutes of point blank firing of some 1,650 rounds into 
terrified, helplessly exposed human targets, as his men's 
ammunition ran low. Dyer ordered his troops to return to 
barracks. 400 Indian corpses, and over 1,200 walling 
wounded were left bleeding inside that garden as the darkest 
night of the British Raj descending over Amritsar. 

Martia1 Law with its "long horror and terrible 
indignity", as Jawaharlal Nehru put it, was then locked over 
Punjab's mortified body. "The Punjab isolated, cut off from 
the rest of India", wrote India's first Prime Minister, "a thick 
well seemed to cover it and hide it from outside 
eyes . .  . individuals, who managed to escape. from the inferno, 
were so terror-struck that they could give no clear account". 
But before years end Martial law was lifted, and Congress 
held its annual meeting in Amritsar. Jawaharlal's 
distinguished father, Motilal Nehru, one of British India's 
wealthiest advocate personally presided over that December 
1919 Congress. Some 36,000 Indians, 6,000 of whom were 
elected delegates, attended the Amritsar Congress. 

"We must do reverence to the sacred memory of the 
dead who are killed in Amritsar and elsewhere in the Punjab, 
and to the living who were put to indignities worse even 
Motilal Nehru in his €ongress address: 

"The proximity of the Punjab to the frontier has 
enabled its administrators time and again to enforce their 
will . . . The bogey of the frontier is exploited to uttermost and 
the proposal made by the "man on the' spot" seldom fails to 
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secure acceptance at the ·hands of the higher authorities .. .. 
But repression and terrorism have never yet killed the life of a 
nation: they but increase the disaffection and driye it 
underground to pursue an unhealthy course of breaking out 
occasionally into crimes of violence. And this brings further 
repression and so the vicious circle goes on. No one can but 
deplore violence and political crime. But let us not forget that 
this is the direct outcome of continued repression�'. 

Three days after Motilal Nehru addressed the 
Amritsar Congress, the Central Sikh league met in the same 
city for the first time. That birth of a separate Sikh political 
organization presaged the modem dawn of Sikh political 
consciousness in Punjab. The following year, in 1920, more 
orthodox Sikh Akalis ("Immortals") joined forces to start 
their own party, supported

. 
by· younger revolutionary Sikh 

students, inspfre'd by congress cries of Suraj ("Self-Rule") to 
demand greater independence for Sikhs of the Khalsa Panth 
to live as Guru Govind had earlier taught them. 

Punjab's rich alluvial soil, perennial river water, and a 
network of irrigation canals built by British engineers and 
enterprising Jat peasants has so enhanced the value of Punjabi 
land by the dawn of the twentieth century that peasant 
indebtedness rose alarmingly, just as Punjab started to emerge 
as British'-s Indian "breadbasket". British official preference 
Jat peasant of every religion (especially Sikh), and intense 
personal dislike to "Banias" of every variety (especially · 
Hindu) led to the passage of several Punjab Alienation of 
Land Acts early in this century, designed to protect Sikh and 
Muslim Jats, who were also a fecund pool of results for the 
British army, from losing their lands to urban Hindu money 
lenders, who found it impossible to collect property for debt 
default, despite holding. the deeds as "collateral". Not all 
Sikhs were Jat peasants, however, some being urban Khatri 
and Aurora moneylend€rs and merchants, others belonging to 
the former "untouchable'' Hindu and menial sweeper 
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commumt1es of Punjab, the Mazhabhis and Ramdasis. 
Although Sikhism, like Islam, had "abolished" caste, deeper 
currents of Indian social habits and preference, especially in 
the selection of marital partners, were singularly slow to 
disappear. 

In February 1921 the Akall Dal ("Army oflmmortals 
Party") launched its first peaceful "march" (Jatha) against the 
Nankana Gurdwara, the Sikh temple where Guru Nanak was 
buried in what is now Pakistan, whose corrupt "Manager" 
(Mahant) was a Hindu who kept Sikh "untouchable" out of 
the temple and had brought many Hindu idols into it. The 
brutal hereditary Mahant hired thugs to butcher and bum the 
Akalis as they marched unarmed towards the Gurdwara, 
martyring 130 of them in Punjab's bloodiest confrontation 
since Jallianwala Bagh. Thousands of the fresh Sikh recruits, 
however, now joined the Akali Dal and soon wave after 
irresistible wave of the Akalis rolled acro�s the Punjab 
removing corrupt Udasi Mahants from every Gurdwara in the 
province, replacing them with devout Sikhs, selected by the 
Khalsa Panth's own chosen Management Committee of 175 
Sikh leaders who came together within the newly founded 
Shiromani Gurdwara ("Central Gurdwara Managemenr') 
Committee (SGPC), which first won legal status in 1925. 

Master Tara Singh (1885-1967) emerged as the most 
important leader of the SGPC prior to independence, and was 
jailed many times for his fearless opposition to Punjabi 
authorities as they marched at the head of Akali Dal Jathas, 
leading them into Sikh Princely State domain, especially 
those belonging to Patiala and Nabha as well as Gurdwara 
inside British Punjab. In response to the Muslim League 
demand for a separate Pakistan, Master Tara Singh launched 
his own Sikh demand for separate nationhood, first raising 
the cry of Azad ("Free") Punjab in 1942, asked what he 
meant by it. Tara Singh replied that 'his goal was "an 
independent sovereignty Sikh state". Few leaders even within 
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his community took him seriously at the time, but in March 
1946 the Shiromani Akali Dal resolved formally to demand a 
separate Sikh State of "Sikhistan" of "Khalistan" - if British 
India were partitioned. The British refused, however, to 
entertain such a demand and in the wake of Partition with its 
mass migration and slaughter of Sikh. Master Tara Singh 
trenchantly remarked. "The Muslims got their Pakistan and 
the Hindus got their Hindustan, but wli.at did the Sikh, after 
more than a quarter century of Indian independence brought 
no peace but the sword of growing conflict to Punjab. 
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JAMALABRO 
Homage to the soil 

AsijFarrukhi 

Jamal Abra is at peace with himself He sits contentedly in 
his room, with a benign expression on his face ,lit up with a 
beatific smile. Framed with a snow-white beard, he looks so much 
like a picture post-card that I cannot but help think that if Santa 
Claus had been born in Larkana and if he were to don a 
traditional mirror-work Sindhi cap, he would look like Jamal 
Abra. It takes a while to reconcile the Father Christmas image 
with the brief and intense short stories he has published very 
sparingly over n�arly a half century. 

A writer by vocation and a lawyer by profession, Jamal 
Abra now live in retirement in Karachi with his son 
BadarAbro, the well-known writer and journalist. One has to 
catch him between prayers so that he can talk and then strain 
to hear his soft-spoken comments. The time is just right, I 
glance at the clock from the comer of my eye, .but will he talk 
openly? He peers at me through his glasses and for a split 
second I am unnerved with the intensity of his gaze. I tum to 
look around. The wall opposite the sofa-set in his drawing 
room is covered with a large mirror and before I realise that 
the surface is actually a mirror, it has the strange effect of 
doubling the space in the room as well as everything else in 
sight. What I see in it is not another person, but the reflection 
of my back. Mirror, mirror on the wall. 

I am encouraged by Jamal Abra's welcoming gesture. 
A long litany of "khush bash" and "khairiyaf follows as I 
32 



am reintroduced to him by the poet Shah Mohammed 
Pire:ada. ·"Things are all right as long as one is not a 
cripple and dependant upon others , "  he tells us as we: 
politely enquire about his life, · career, the stories he has 
written and the ones that he has not, his successes, his 
regrets, his friends and fa vourite writers. 

· Jamal Abro represents the generation ,of Sindhi 
writers, which came to the literary forefront immediately 
after independence and is credited with infusing a new 
consciousness in Sindh literature. To give him his full 
name, JamaluddinAbro was born in May 1924 at Sangi, 
a sma:ll village in the MeharTaluka, then in district 
Larkana and now. a part of district Dadu. He studied in a 
number of schools in Larkana and Hyderabad and 
passed his matriculation from the Bombay University in 
1941.  He then spent some time in the state of Junagadh 
and became a student at the Bahauddin College in 
J unagadh. In 1944 he went to Bengal and worked as a . . 
volunteer in relief camps for famine-affected areas. He 
also worked as an activist with the Khaksar Movement. · 
He took a degree in law in 1948 and started working as a 
lawyer. He entered public service in 1952 and was posted. 
as sub-judge in· a number of places in Sindh. · In the 
latter part of his career he served as a judge in the 
Labour Court and as Secretary in the provincial 
assembly of Sindh. He remained active on the literary 
front with the Sindhi AdabiSangat. 

Jamal Abro's first short story 'was published in 1949. 
This was followed by' a few, brief and intense shcirt  sto
ries. PishooPasha aroused much debate and discussion, 
and this was the name given to the collection of nearly a 
dozen short stories published in 1959. These include 
Piran'i, the very short story of a young girl sold by her 
gypsy family as a child bride while they begin the long 
journey back home after having been. in the plains of 
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Sindh. In the three or· -four pages the author · has 
compressed , a  world of child- like p ain and sorrow� The 
publication of this pook rrearly brought to, a close· Jamal 
Abro's woz:k as. a short story writer and was followed by 
a long gap of silence. 

An invitation to contribute a story for a university 
magazine edited by ShaikhAyaz, leading poet and close 
friend·, led him to write his first story in .fifteen years. 
This was the justly admired Seendh. This . story was a 
p0etic and haunting narrative focussing on karo-kari, the 
ritual-murder of a·woman accused of -immorality, written 

. as only the author .of Piranicould have. Among .the few 
stories that fo llowed. was Farishto, written during the 
Writer's Conference1 .Islamabad, in the heyday of 
General Zia-ul-Haq's Martial Law and describes the 
conference as a. setting for an encounter with the Angel 
of D�ath. His last story to date is MaauJiJholiwritten 
against the backdrop -of recent riots and brings home the 
message thati ·" it is wrong to kill a living cr.eature. Life is 
sacred. " Jamal Abro is one of the very few writers that 
one· keeps on hoping that they may write something ne:w. 
He is· one of . those writers who keep a candle burning, 
pulsating like a throb of pain, the pain of kn0wing and 
feeling. -

. . . Jamal Abro has wi_:itten only a handful of stories but 
he has :exerted enormous influence on the moclern Sindhi 
short story. He has written on some common situations 
in· the society around him and marked them with his 
individual stamp. ShaikhAyaz _ singles out Piranifor 
praise: · "l don't know who made the distinction that 
poetry dances while .prose walks. While Teading Pirani, I 

.felt that even prose could dance. In the beginning, 
Piranienters with a musical note and little bells begin to 
tinkle in the air. Suddenly there is. :a piercing cry and one 
can see the story dancing on red-hot coals. " 
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My conversation opened with firani. He. smiles as I 
mention the story's name anCl begins talking about it. But I 
soon realise that he -is talking about the character, not simply 
the story. He tells me that Pirani is not a figment of the 
writer's imagination, Pirani is a living character. There 
was an old woman in our village. My mother told me 
about her. She was a Brahvi woman whose family had 
come to the village and she was sold by her family. 

I re.member seeing the old woman in my village with 
wrinkles on her face. My mother had told me that the woman 
had been sold. We used to see the Brah vis when they came to 
our village, they had very little to eat. They didn't even know 
that you take off the husk before eating the rice. They just 
used to feel that if the local Sindhis were eating rice, then we 
would also eat it. But they, would eat the rice with the husk. 

The story focuses on a child's cruel separation from her 
family but a strange twist is added with the last sentence in 
which we learn about Pirani being a:live and grown up with 
two sons, one a policeman and the other a bandit. "This is 
something which I added. To give it a touch of reality," he 
says modestly. "One has to write something or the other. 
These thoughts come to mind for no apparent reason." But 
this does not explain the power of the words. Why this par
ticular twist, I ask him. Pirani is not simply a girl, but she, 
becomes a sym reality, "  he says modestly. "One has to write 
something or the other. These thoughts come to mind for no 
apparent reason." But this does not explain the power of .the 
words. Why this . particular twist, I ask him. Pirani is not 
simply a girl, but she becomes a symbol. I ask if this was 
intentional; and Jamal Abro smiles, "Of course! All those 
things, which women have to suffer in our society." 

From the character I try to talk about the story and I 
mention the sfyle, which is photographic without a 'hint of 
sentimentality. "This is a unique style. This is what everybody 
says too." I probe into the issue, enquiring about possible 
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models from home and abroad. "A lot of pegple ask _me this. 
They say you must have read Chekhov. But at that time I had 
not read Chekhov. I read his work much later. When I was 
young I mostly read Tagore, MunshiPremchand and Tolstoy. 
These were the. three writers I read. My father had a good 
collection of books and I read their works in Sindhi transla
tions." 

I ask him about Hemin�ay, but he gives the same 
answer_: "I read him later." I mention that there is something 
in Pirani which reminds me of him but Jamal Abro smiles at 
the suggestion: "Poor Pirani has lost, but Hemingway never 
loses." 

WJ:io can say if the odds were against Pirani from 
the very beginning? 

Clearly Pirani is my fa vorite among his storiesJ but 
what about the author? I ask him if he has a particular 
favorite. He does __ not . name any. 0I like all the stories. 
There is none that I dislike. I have no favorites. " 

While talking about his � tories, he mentions that he 
had also thought of a novel. "In fa ct, I went so far ahead 
as to make a synopsis qf it. But I couldn't get to· writing 
it. 11 He t�lls me more abo:ut his novel that was not to be: 11I 
admired Hardy and Tolstoy a lot. It is very hard to accept 
the influence of Dostoevesky; it is actually very hard to 
read his work. It is so �escriptive. Tolstoy is also very 
d_escriptive but Hardy is simpler. That is th� kind of novel 
I wanted to write. A · novel on social and economic 
situations. However, it requires great depth of knowledge. 
I do not have that .depth, 11  he says modestly. Then }le 
qualifies his statement and teils me that these days. 
anybody who turns out a few pieces becomes a self-styled 
intellectu.al. 

. This leads to a discussion of other. writers, the 
influence� . which help determine a writer's part_icular 
individuali�y and are an invariable part of any writer's 
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profile. "I like ShaikhAyaz's stories and I was inspired by 
them. His story Safaid W h es h i · is very good. " A 
discussion of influences leads Jamal Abro · into talking 
about his early years as a writer. "I used to attend the 
sessions of the Sindhi AdabiSangat and was inspired by 
them. There were 'four or five people who used to come 
regularly to tl�e Jinnah Courts. One of them was 
TeerathBhabhani and the others included .SattarShaikh, 
GobandMalhi, SaindaadSolangi and SobhoGianchandani. 
I was a student of intermediate science and later at the 
NED Engineering College, but later gave it up. I left it the 
day I heard of the Navy riots·. The freedom movement 
was at its peak. 1 said to myself that I will not work for 
the British so I joined the Law College. ShaikhAyaz was 
my classmate. My other classmates included Agha 
Imdadullah and Justice Abdul QadirShaikh. " 

More names and faces are peering out of Jamal Abra's 
profile ·as he is moving swiftly down memory lane: "After 
completing my studies, I started to practice as a lawyer. I 
started working with peasants and labourers in Larkana. I had 
the privilege of working with HyderBuxJatoi and the Hari 
Committee and I am proud of it. While I was practicing one 
day I received a letter. 1 had not even applied, so how come 
this letter? My elder brohterShamsuddinAbro who was the 
topmpst lawyer in Larkana urged me to go ahead, if only for 
the experience. My brother-in-law Abdul Haq was an SP at 
Mirpurkhas and tried to force me, 'we will hunt the tilor and 
the deer'. I had been assigned to Khipro, 35 miles away from 
Mirpurkhas, but I decided I must first call on the DC. . The 
DC at that time was ZafarJatoi and knew about it. He came 
out and immediately asked me, y ou work with labourers and 
peasants, why did you join this service? 

"When I reached Khipro, the town used to close down 
completely by sundown, till very slowly along with the 
doctor and the SDO, we helped the town to come alive. 
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Most importantly, I crossed the. Naro <::anal which was the 
stronghold of the Hurs and where nobody dared to 
venture: The new leader was so cruel that he would make 
people· stand in a row an4 fire a singfe . shot. Nobody 
dated to travel in a bus or car after dark. But I travelled 
with my wife several times. but nothing ever happened. " 

:Khipro. is. the setting o� his powerful" story S e e n  d h .  I 
ask him if there is any incident attached to this story. "I 
had seen a handful of hair lying on the earth, near the 
mortuary. I asked the doctor about it. He told me it was 
only to see what �kind of wounds were inflicted on the 
head. There had. been a post-mortem. I asked him that if 
the hai:r are cut off, why are they thrown Hke this. He 
began to laugh. What should I have done, kept on holding 
them? !t's a big th.ing for somebody who can feel it, isn't 
it? For somebody who does not feel, he can laugh off the 
whole thing. " 

The story makes one feel intensely and at one with the 
suffering of the woman. Jamal Abra is narrating his own 
story about the story. 01 wrote that story after twenty 
years. I had seen the handful of hair in '52 or '53 but I 
wrote this story in the '70s. After Ayaz asked me to 
contribute something for the Sindh University magazine 
just after he had taken charge. I told him how difficult it 
was for me to write since I was not able to write with my 
right hand. I managed with great difficulty to complete 
this

. 
story." Jamal Abrp's· 1etter was printed along with th.e · 

story and one cannot help marvelling at the .great effort, 
p.p.ysical as well as e.motional that must have gone into 
writing the few pages that make up this story. He is aware 
of the powerful impact, the emotional appeal of the story. 
"My critics say that, Yehjazbatkob o h  a t  o n  ch  a lay 
jateyhain(b.e take� emotions to new heights). The story is a 
sob which could not have been stifled. 

38 



Jamal Abra shifts to the Urdu writers he admires.  "I 
have read a lot of Manto and a lot of KrishanChander. I 
was very fond of Manta's writing, I- was very impressed by 
his writing. It was if he was writing his confessions . He 
was ·a very frank writer. "QuratulainHyder is · a great 
writer. She is bold and she has a vision of history. She is 
also a P:rngressive. Even th9ugh the word Progressive is 
being used as a term of abuse these days.Ayaz is a great 
writer in prose also. It is because he is a scholar as well as 
a creative writer. " 

He is currently working on a book of memoirs. It 
describes the background of the people and the time. "The 
thinking of people in those days was different. They were 
simple people. I have written hundreds of pages but so far 
I have covered only my background. 

Hundreds of pages are a surprise from a writer whose 
entire literary output was published in a volume of 230 
pages by the Sindh Department of Information on the 
occasion of his 68th birthday in 1992. Like many of his 
admirers I too wonder why he has written so little. He 
does not agree with this. "Whenever a story comes to my 
mind, I write it down. Whenever I get really angry about 
something I write. My motivating factor is anger. These 
days I am writing my memoirs. But I don't get enough 
time to write. I want to complete it. My doctors have 
advised me not to write. He says all I can do is read. I 
have had two infractions. 

"I have no regrets. There are many things which I wanted 
to do. There was much I should have done, much I should 
have written. Actually I was inspired by Gandhi and Tagore. 
I had wanted to establish an institution like Shantiniketan. 
But I couldn't do it. 

"Yet, I am contended. I have developed a 
camaraderie with death. Whatever has to happen will. 
happen." A storyteller's faith is firm. 
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Jamal Abra's first .short story was· published in 1949 . 
. This was . followed by a few, brief and intense short stories. 
Pishoo Pasha aroused much debate and discussion and this 
was the name given tQ. the collection of nearly a dozen short 
stories published in 1959. These include Pirani, the very short 
story of a young girl sold by. her gypsy fogy as a child bride 
while they begin _ the long j0umey back home after having 
been in . the plains of Sindh. In the three or four pages the 
author has compressed a world of childlike pain and sorrow. 
The publication of this book nearly brought to a close Jamal 
Abr-0's work as a short story writer and was followed by a 
Long gap of silence. 
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JamaI Abro · 
A humble iconoclast 

By Abbas Jalbani 

Jamal Abro is among those rare authors who, by writing 
a single book, earn a high reputation envied by writers of 
dozens. Even if he had not later written his autobiography 
and articles on· political, social and literary issues, his sole 
collection of short stories, PishooPaasha, would have been 
enough to give him a distinguished place in the annals of 
Sindhi literature. Written in the pioneering days of the Sindhi 
short story in the 1950s and the 60s, the stories ang. characters 
were inspired by real life situations and people ' and they 
motivated a whole generation of writers like Ali Baba to 
employ poignant realism to depict the social scene of.Sindh. 

Jama1 Abro wrote the first story on karo-kari, "Seendh"·, 
which portrays the plight of a teenage bride, who after being 
abused by her husband, falls in love with a young man from 
his paternal village. She asks for a divorce but for that her 
husband insists ·on the return of Rs2,000 he had 'paid her 
father for marrying her. The old man does not want to part 
with the money as a result she is denied a divorce. Finally she 
is hacked to death by her brother while she is going to see her 
beloved. After the brutal murder, her body is stripped to 
present the murder as a case of honour· killing. While her 
body undergoes autopsy at a hospital, her father mourns that 
his daughter deserved Rs 5,000 meaning if divorced she could 
have fetched the amount for him. 

Jamal Abro also exposed the flesh trade carried out in 
the name of marriage in another masterpiece titled "Pirani", 
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in "'.'hich a minor girl of the same name is sold out for Rs60 
by her nomad family. These eye-opening stories were written 
in an era when there was no awareness about human rights. 
Jamal Abra's other pieces also exposed social injustice 
prevailing in Sindh's nirq.l _society. However, he did not 
conffoe himself to realism. and also presented alternatives for 
realities on the ground. 

PishooPaasha depicts a peasants' revolt against the feudal 
system and "Man Mard" highlights the state of women by 
comparing it to the predicament of a man who has to face the 
wrath of women in an imaginary female-dominated 
community in Africa. 

He wrote few stories after joining the judiciary. That was 
not because he was in service and couldn't write. "I have lost 
contact with the common people and do not have the 
opportunity to directly ·observe their sufferings and 
aspirations, .,. he wrote to his contemporary and one of the 
greatest Sindhi poets of the 20th century, ShaikhAyaz. 
Another reason was that due to a rare disease, he developed 
tremors· in his hands and had difficulty in writing. 

With the ailment taking its toll, his doctors told him not 
to write but he refused to obey them. He took up the 
translation of Maxim Gorky's novel Mother and Mark Twain's 
Adventures of Tom. Sawyer but could not complete them. 
However, he wrote his -autobiography in five volumes wh�ch 
records the history of mntemporary Sindh. Moreover, he also 
wrote articles on political, social and literary issues. He also 
penned a couple of articles for a popular newsp;;iper but his 
printed pieces were not only p_oorly edited but also contained 
some parts wl;iich he had not written. This bitter experience 
discouraged him from writing- for newspapers. He also wrote 
poetry but for unknqwn reason never got it publish�d. 

He was not an armchair intellectual and believed in 
activism. In his youth1 he was a political activist and the 
Karachi Saalaar of the KhaksarTehrik in pre-partition days. 
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He had participated in bloody anti-colonial demonstrations in 
Karachi. When Bengal was hit by a famine in 1943, he went 
there to participate in relief activities. He led a students' 
delegation which called on Quaid-i-Azam Mohammad Ali 
Jinnah after Independence to apprise him of the problems 
being faced by $indh. During the anti-One Unit movement, 
he was a judge but he did not hesitate to provide legal relief to 
the· movement's leadership. He also took part in the activities 
of the peasants' organization, Sindh Hari, and the literary 
association, Sindhi AdabiSangat. 

As a judge and civil servant, he remained a competent 
and honest official and not a single allegation of corruption 
was ever levelled against him. He believed in the dignity of 
labour and after his first heart episode, he started training his 
teenage son, BadarAbro, for practical life by giving him a 
brief stint as a rickshaw driver and bus conductor. 

During the last 25 years of his life, he became a 
practising Sufi and a disciple of the N aqshbandi order. But as 
a true follower of tasawwuf, he kept his love for divinity a very 
private affair. Anyway, his spiritual development can be 
gauged from his indifference to worldly affairs during the last 
three or four years of his life. "During this period," recalls 
BadarAbro, "Baba quit taking notice of things by refusing to 
become happy or angry over certain developments." 

Jamal Abra was a religious person from his youth but 
with a difference. He was a true son of Sufi Sindh. He was 
not intolerant even to atheists and his friends included 
proclaimed communists like Comrade JamaluddinBukhari 
and atheists like ShaikhAyaz (who also turned to Sufism in 
his later age). When his son BadarAbro was arrested and tried 
with the Communist Party of Pakistan leaders, he did not get 
annoyed with him. He actually encouraged him by 
congratulating him. And he firmly believed that Islam gave 
more rights and liberties to women as compared to other 
faiths like Hinduism and Christianity. His article on the 
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subject titled·, "Auratji Islam meinazadiayeenizzat", is worth 
reading as it removes different misconceptions about the 
status of women under Islamic law. 

Unlike most literary personalities, he was a very humble 
man. He shunned the limelight and never indulged in the race 
for the posts of "heads of government-run literary 
organizations. As an author he remained away · from 
controversies and found acceptance in different llterary 
circles. But this also meant that he was not part of any lobby. 
This is why Hyderabad, the literary capital of Sindh, has not 
hosted a single gathering to mourn his death. 
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Condolence Messages 

Dr. Ludmila Vassilyeva Saahiba 

One day we will have the opportunity 
· of reading his prose in Russian 

Dear Badar sahib, 
Please accept my condolences. May his soul rest in peace, This 

was a very big shock to me too because I had very high esteem for 
your father. 

Unfortunately, due to . the absence of Sindhi experts in 
Moscow, his works were not translated into �ussian language. lam 
sure that one day we will have the opportunity ofreadiQg . 
his prose in Russian. N . 

* 

With warmest regards. 
Yours sincerely 
Dr. Ludmila 

Pirani, A realistic and touching. story 
Dear Badar Abro, 

Please accept my heartiest thanks for the story of Mr. Jamal 
Abra you have sent me after. I liked very milch this sad,. a very 
realistic ahd touching story, very nicely translated I believe. 'I li:Ked 
that it is a very dynamic also. I am very, very sorry for a reply 'after 
so long Clays'.· Actually, during all this period I was traveling a· lot or 
busy with some urgent work 

ffope,you and all your family are ba-kheitiet. · " '  · Truly yours, 
Dr. Ludmila 
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Hameed Akhund 

Jamal Abro: A legend 

No writer, poet, philosopher or scholar can be considered in 
isolation from his backgroun�. His war).< can ·only be properly 
understood in light of his social environment. A study of the 
contemporary scene and of the writer's immediate antecedents 
should suffice to enable him to identify the main influences at work. 
Our short story writers, despite their individual differences, carry. 
the unmistaken stamp in one form or another of Jamal's influence. 

He wrote for a short period only. There was no prolific writing 
quality. Writings that. in a few lines succinctly projected human 
emotions and apathy. His brilliant mastery of short story writing is 
simple, moving and long lasting. He opened up new and vast 
perspectives, classics that demand constant re - reading. They will 
retain their value for a very long time. · '  

As a person, I doubt if he ever caused pain or anguish to 
anyone, he was Nobel to the core and he was respected equally for 
his writings as well as his character. Only a few can match him in 
the respect that he commanded in the literary circles. Many speak of 
Pishoo Pasha, but the last Para of Pirani rattled my kneecaps. I have 
always picked his compendium with a fear and an inspiration. 

Jamal was a legend in his lifetime. He will remain a legend. 
His writings are the vowels of contemporary Sindhi literature. 

* 

Shaikh Aziz 

Jamal Abrg: stylist with a purpose 

With the death of Sort story writer Jamal Abra on Wednesday 
night, Sindhi literature has lost a man of great style in fiction, a 
committed preacher of social justice and an upholder of tru.th. 

Jamal Abra was born in a farming family of the .Sangi village, 
Dadu district, on May 24, 1924. His father Ali Khan Abra was also 
a writer and poet. The system into which Jamal Abra was born was 
such that even a primary school does not exist in his village and he 
had to walk a long, tporny way to Mangwani, followed by 
secondary schools in Larkana and the NoorMohammedHigh 
School in Hyderabad. He was among the few students from Sindh 
who had their matriculation conducted by the BombayUniversity in 
1941 as at that time the Sindh government had no arrangements of 
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its own. This was followed by further education at the D.J.College, 
Karachi. He abandoned engineering to take up law which ·he was to 
practice later. 

The freedom movement and other political developments in 
the sub continent influenced his thinking to a great extent, 
e�pecially the Bengal' famine (1943-1 944). Greatly move by the 
misery, he went to Bengal to take part in relief work. On his return, 
he took up Jaw practice first'in Latkana and then-in Karachi. 

During this entire period, he came across a number of writers 
and poets, intellectuals and political activists - an interaction that 
persuaded him to start writing and exposing the social injustices 
meted out to the simple hearted people of Sindh. He became one of 
the founding fathers of.the Sindhi Adabi Sangat. 

Jamal Abra to6k to short story writing in 1952 to reflect his 
concern over man-made injustices. He used his writings to express 
the realities "of life in contrast to the popular use of unfamiliar 
similes and alien metaphors. He observed his society deeply, its 
miseries camouflaged as tradition and tribal customs. He knew the 
greed, class conflicts and instruments of exploitation that plagued 
society. 

Peerani, Seendh, Badtameez, Shah jo Phar, Munhun Kaara, 
Khamisay jo Kot, Pish6o Paasha, Badmaash, Laari, Meharbaani, 
etc, are some of the stories that lent a new dimension to the diction 
and interpretation of the Sindhi short story. 

Technically, Abra did not confine himself to stereotype 
characters. He combined the difficult narrative mode with a rich 
imagination. to lend life to ordinary characters. Pishoo Paasha, 
Badmash, Munhun Karo and Shah jo Phar reflect that 
expressiveness. His works now form part of the graduation syllabus 
in various universities. 

In 1949 Abra joined the judiciary. He became the secretary of 
the Sindh Assembly in 1972 from where he retired and devoted 
himself to reading and wrote very little after that. 

During the last years of his life, he studied mysticism. This led 
him to the concept of universal'love. 

(Daily Dawn, Friday, July 2, 2004) 
. * 

Mr. Abra wrote 5 volumes of his autobiography, during his 
last years of life. One of the volumes got award from Academy of 
Letters, Islamabad. 

Mr. Jamal Abra in recognition of literary services also received 
'Pride of Performance Award' by the President of Pakistan in 1994. 

* 
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Nafees Ahmed Shaikh 
Editor Mehran, 
Sindhi Adabi Board 

Deeply shocked to know the bad news of demise of your 
excellent father and my gracious BUZRIG Jamal Abro Sahib. 
Kindly accept my heartfelt condolence. May God rest ·his soul in 
eternal peace. Lot of regards for Athar, Azhar and Sajid. 

* 

Jawed Qazi 

Jamal Abro: An asset of the nation 

Death is inevitable, but those people who come into the set of 
Jamal Abro, do not die. 

If_,.. .:r.:-"� .:r---1 � 

. • JJI �_,.b � _& 
He !rict�ed was an asset of the nation. His contribution towards 
general wisdom of Sindh is quite significant. Heart of the nation is 
mourning o� his death. Writers, intellectuals, jou.rnalists and entire 
aware class of Sindh is feeiing very sad to the core of their heart on 
this great loss. Shock of Jamal Abra's death has ripped in us which 
could only be made meaningful if we fulfill the commitment he left 
for us. I do pay tribute to hiµi. 

* 

Shoaib Ahmed �iddiqui,. 

Dear Sajid Jamal Abro, 
Deputy Secr�tary (Prison), 
Home Department 
Government of Sindh, Karachi. 

I have learnt about sad demise of your father. , 
I pray that ALIMIGHTY. ALLAH may rest qis,sdul in eternal 

peace and grant you and the .bereaved family courage to bear this 
irreparable loss. 
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' .  yours in sorrow 
Shoaib Ahmed Siddiqui 

Executive District Officer, 
Works and Service Department, · 
City District Government, Karachi 



Prof. Khan Mohruiunad Changi 
(MehranUniversity, Jamshoro) 

Jamal Abro�s love ·can not be forgotten 

I am very much shocked to have the news about the death. 9f 
Haz.rat and most honorable Jamal-u-ddin Abro Sahib. I ·pray to 
almighty Allah for his departed soul and courage for the ·braved 
family. May Allah ·resno the departed soul in .heaven. 

How may I praise about the personality of Jamal-u-ddin Abro 
Sahib, who was equally popular in every section of society from ·men 
to men and friend to friend? His love can not be forgotten by me. 

51712004 
* 

M. Ramzan Abro 
General Councilor, UC-14,HyderabadCity 

Cqndolence message 
My dear Bada�, . 

It was deeply shocking to learn about sad demise of your father 
Jamal Abro. He will be greatly missed not only by you but also by 
many of us. We share our grief and express heartfelt sympathy 
towards you and .pr�y to Almighty Allah to bestow courage to the 
bereaved family to bear the tragic loss and rest the departed soul ill 
eternal peace (Ameen). 3-7-2004 

* 

Condolence message 
By Paroomal Premi 
Chairman, Sindh Saqaffat.Committee 
Mirpur Khas 

Dear Badar Abro, 
Athar Abro, Azhar Abra and 
Sajid Abra 
Assalam - 0 - Alaikum, 

It is expressed with profound sorrow that we have learnt about 
sad demise of your beloved father Jamal Abra. 

May Allah rest his soul in eternal peace and grant his family 
courage and fortitude to bear this great loss. 

5-7-2004 
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نَ  پَ  ـ نسَُل پَڑهندڙ
The Reading Generation 

لکيـو. كتـاب نـالي“ نسـلين  אُدאسحســين ” ۾عبــدא ڏهـاكي  جـي1960
پنهنجـي لکـي كتـاب نالي“ نسَُـل لُڑهنـدَڙ ”مـاڻكَِ  وري ۾ ڏهاكي  وאري70

 وאري70 وري حُسـينيءَ كئـي. אمـدאد كوشـش جـي كـرڻ عكاسي جي دورَ 
لکيو: ۾ئي ڏهاكي

ٻـارَ  سـونـڌא אونـڌא آهـي ڄڻـيـنـدي ماءُ אنـڌي
ٻارَ  ٻوڙא گونگا هوندو سَمورو نسل אيندڙ

ٻَرنــدڙ، كُڑهنــدڙ، كَڑهنــدڙ، لُڑهنــدَڙ، אُدאس، کــي نوجــوאنن جــي دور هــر
ـــدڙ، ـــدڙ، چُرن ـــدَڙُ، אوســـيئڑو كِرَن ـــاڙي، كَن ـــاڄوكَڑُ  ،کـــائُو ڀ ـــلڀ ۽ ، كاوڙي
سان پَـر ٿو، سَگھجي كري منسوب سان نسلن وِڙَهندڙ چان سڀني אنِهـن א وِ

جــيِ  كمــپيوُٹر کڻــي تان كاڳَر کي كتابن. آهيون ڳولائو جا نسل“ پڑهندڙ”
جــي ورهــائڻ ٺــاهي e-books ىيعنــ كتــاب برقــي ۾ لفظــن ٻيــن آڻــڻ، ۾ دنيــا

سَــهكاريِ  ڳــولي کــي ٻئِــي هِــكَ  ۽ ويجھَــڻ وَڌَڻَ، کــي نســل پڑهنــدڙ وســيلي
.ٿا رکون آسَ  جي آڻڻَِ  تي رستي جي تحريك

يـا عُهديـدאر صـدر، بـه كـو جـو نـاهي. אُنَ  تنظيـمَ  به كا (پَــنَ)نَسل  پَڑهندڙ
پَـكَ  تـه ٿـو كري ىدعو אهڑي شخص به كو آهي. جيكڎهن نه وِجھندڙ پايو
جي نالي كي پئسا گڎ كيــا وينــدא.پَــنَ آهي. نه ئي وري  كُوڙو אُهو ته ڄاڻو

آهي. كُوڙو بهِאُهو  ته ڄاڻو پَكَ  ته ٿو كري كوشش אهڑي كو جيكڎهن
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آهــن هونــدא ناســي يــا پيلا، نيــرא ،ڳاڙهــا ،ســاوא پَــنَ  جــا وڻــن طَــرَح جَهڑيِــءَ
ســاڳئي ئــي هوندא. אُهي ۽ آهن مختَلِف به پَــنَ  وאرא نَسُل پَڑهندڙ طرح אَهڑيءَ
۽ وِڙهنـــدڙ يـــا ، سُســـت ۽ پڑهنـــدڙپڑهنـــدڙ ۽ ٻَرنـــدڙ پڑهنـــدڙ، ۽ אُدאس وقـــت

كِلَــب لڳــل تــالي ۽ خُصوصــيِ  كــا پَــنَ ۾ لفظن ٿا. ٻين سگھن ٿي به پڑهندڙ
Exclusive Clubآهي.  نه

رَضــاكار ۽ سَــهكاري كــار كَــم ســڀ جــا پَــــنَ  تــه هونــدي אهــا كوشــش
ٿيِــن. אهــڑي به تي بنيادن אُجرتي كم كي ته آهي ممكن پر ٿين، تي بنيادن
۽ كنــدא وَٺُ  ڏي هيــٺ אُصــولَ  جــي كَــرڻ مـدد جــي هكَِٻِئي پاڻ پَـنَ  ۾ حالت

digitize ڊجِيِٹـائيِز کـي كتـابن پــارאن پَـنَــن رهندא. non-commercial غيرتجارتي
نــه كوشش جي كرڻ حاصل نفعو يا فائدو مالي به كو مان عَملَ  جي كرڻ
ويندي. كئي

distribution وِرهــائڻ مرحلــو אهــم ٻيـو پـو کـان ڊجِيِٹـائيِز كــرڻ کي كتابن
ٿــو ســگھي كمائي پيسا كو جيكڎهن مان وאرن كرڻ كم ٿيندو. אهِو جو
هوندو. نه و لاڳاپبه كو جو אُن سان پَـنَـن رُڳو كمائي، ڀلي ته

وَڌِ  کــان وڌِ  پٹانــدڙ وَسَ  هــو تــه ٿــيڏجــي  صــلاح ۾ אکــرن کُليــل کــي پَنَــن
کـــي ڇاپينـــدڙن ۽ ، ڇپائينـــدڙنليکَكَـــن جـــي كتـــابن كَـــري خريـــد كتـــاب

كوشــش جــي ڦهلائــڻ کــي ڄاڻ ۽ كرڻ حاصل عِلم وقت ساڳئي همِٿائنِ. پر
مڃن. نه کي رُكاوٽَ  به كَنهن دورאن

 The Reading Generation   نَ  پَ  ـ نسَُل پَڑهندڙ



شيخ אَيازَ علمَ، ڄاڻَ، سمجھَ ۽ ڏאهــپَ کــي گيــتَ، بيــتَ، سِــٹَ، پُكــارَ ســان
تَشبيهه ڏيندي אنهن سڀني کي بَمن، گولين ۽ بــارودَ جــي مــدِ مقابــل بيهــاريو

آهي. אياز چوي ٿو ته:
گــيــتَ بـهِ ڄــڻ گـــوريــلا آهــــن،  جـي ويريءَ تـي وאر كَـرن ٿا.

  … …
جئن جئن جاڙ وڌي ٿي جَڳَ ۾،  هــو ٻـوليءَ جـي آڙ ڇُـپن ٿـا؛
ريــتــيءَ تــي رאتــاهــا كـــن ٿــا، موٹـي مَـنـجـھِ پـهــاڙ ڇُــپـن ٿـا؛

… …
 آهــن؛پــيـلا نــيـلا جيئن، אڄـــكـــلـهه سُرخ گُلنكالههَ هُيا جي 

گــيــتَ بـهِ ڄــڻ گـــوريــلا آهــــن........
  … … … …

 گولو،-هي بـيتُ אَٿي، هي بَـم
 به کڻين، جيكي به کڻين!جيكي

مـون لاءِ ٻـنـهي ۾ فَـرَقُ نه آ، هـي بيتُ به بَـمَ جـو ساٿـي آ،
جنهن رِڻَ ۾ رאت كَيا رאڙא، تنهن هَـڎَ ۽ چَـمَ جو ساٿـي آ ـــ

۽ ويڑهــه هــاڻي ”تــه مَڑهڻ سوچي אهِو تي پاڻَ  کي אڻڄاڻائي سان حسابَ  אنِ
نشــاني جــي نــادאنيءَ پڑهڻ تــي وقــت نــه وڃــايو“  كري אُن آهي، دور جو عمل
.آهي

ــن ــائين كتــابن نصِــابي رُڳــو وאنگــر كيــڑن كِتــابي عــام پڑهــڻ جــو پَنَ ت
ســماج ســان ي ڇڎڻكر قيد کي پاڻ ۾ كتابن نصابيرڳو . هوندو نه محدود

۽ سماجي حالتن تان نظر کڄي ويندي ۽ نــتيجي طــور ســماجي ۽ حكومــتي
 نصِابي كتابنپَـنَ . אڻڄاڻن ۽ نادאنن جي هٿن ۾ رهنديون policiesپاليسيون 

ــاريخي،ســان گڎوگــڎ אدبــي،   سياســي، ســماجي، אقتصــادي، سائنســي ۽ ٻيــنت
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.كتابن کي پڑهي سماجي حالتن کي بهتر بنائڻ جي كوشش كندא

 جهــڑن ســوאلن کــي كـينئـــن۽ڇـــو، ڇـــالاءِ   سڀني کــينَسُل جا پَـنَ  پَڑهندڙ
هر بَيانَ تي لاڳو كرڻ جي كوٺَ ڏين ٿا ۽ אنهــن تــي ويچــار كــرڻ ســان گَــڎ

unavoidable فــرض ۽ אڻــٹر گھــرج پــر، ق پنهنجــو حــ نــه رڳــوجــوאبَ ڳــولڻ کــي
necessity سمجھندي كتابن کي پاڻ پڑهڻ ۽ وڌ کان وڌ ماڻهن تائين پهچائڻ

.جي كوشش جديد ترين طريقن وسيلي كرڻ جو ويچار رکن ٿا

توهان به پڑهڻَ، پڑهــائڻ ۽ ڦهلائــڻ جــي אنِ ســهكاري تحريــك ۾
شامل ٿي سگھو ٿا، بَس پنهنجي אوسي پاسي ۾ ڏِسو، هر قسم جا

.ڳاڙها توڙي نيرא، ساوא توڙي پيلا پن ضرور نظر אچي ويندא
وڻ وڻ کي مون ڀاكيِ پائي چيو ته ”منهنجا ڀاءُ 

.پهتو منهنجي من ۾ تنهنجي پَــنَ پَــنَ جو پـڑلاءُ“
)لهي پاتم كينروك(ــ אياز    
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