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​Preface
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This book is a testament to a life shaped by perseverance, principle, and purpose. Every event chronicled within these pages is drawn from my own experience—true to the best of my recollection. The timeline may occasionally blur, as memory tends to soften the edges of time, but the essence remains intact.

I have relied on my own recollections, some vivid and others faded, to reconstruct the arc of my journey—from the dusty lanes of Sadwal to the boardrooms of Saudi Arabia, through personal trials, professional triumphs, and quiet moments that shaped my character. This is not just a record of milestones, but a reflection on the forces—historical, familial, and personal—that influenced my decisions and defined my path.

The names, places, and events are real. The emotions are mine. And the lessons, I hope, will resonate with those who have faced similar crossroads in life.

This book is not written to settle scores or seek validation. It is written to preserve a legacy—for my children, for those who walked beside me, and for anyone who believes that integrity and hard work still matter.

If there is one truth that echoes throughout these pages, it is this:

“Nothing lasts forever.”

But some stories deserve to.
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​Chapter One: 
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​Before the Shift
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Sadwal, 1949. I came into this world on a crisp Tuesday, 22nd November. The village of Sadwal, nestled just south of Chakwal in Punjab, Pakistan, was humble and rural—quiet fields, worn footpaths, and stories that stretched across generations. I was born the second son in a not well-off family, where simplicity and struggle walked side by side.

Our home didn’t offer riches, but it gave me the early lessons of resilience, community, and endurance. My parents bore their hardships with grace, and I watched—too young to understand then—how even the smallest joys could bloom in the hardest conditions.

I followed my elder brother’s footsteps, often quite literally. The second child, the second son—but never a copy. From the start, I searched for my own place, my own voice. I was shaped by what we lacked and what we loved: the scent of earth after rain, the rhythm of family chores, the laughter we stitched into everyday survival.

Though my parents never saw the inside of a school, they taught me lessons no textbook could match. My father—by trade a mason and a carpenter, but an uneducated architect; by nature, a visionary—was sought after by the affluent families of our region. In Sadwal’s dusty lanes and sunlit courtyards, he designed homes that stood as testaments to his brilliance. With nothing but raw instinct and a gifted hand, he blended tradition with elegance.

Yet life didn’t make it easy for him. Tuberculosis had gripped his body, but never his spirit. He continued to work through pain and weakness, never letting illness diminish the pride he took in his craft. I watched him build houses while fighting a disease that tried to tear his own down.

My mother, meanwhile, was the quiet force behind our household. A housewife by title, but truly its heartbeat. With sharp insight and steady resilience, she managed every aspect of our modest life. Her wisdom showed not in grand gestures, but in the thousand silent ways she held us together.

Between them, they built more than homes and meals—they built me. What they lacked in literacy, they made up for in legacy. I carry their grit in my bones, their pride in my name, and their stories in these pages.
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​A New Light in Our Home
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I was three when our little sister came into the world—our family’s first daughter. My elder brother had already begun school, wearing his tiny uniform with pride. I, still at home, was a couple of years behind him, trailing his footsteps with a child’s curiosity. Her arrival felt like a beam of sunlight, completing our triangle of siblings.

In those days, our home in Sadwal had little material comfort, yet the joy was palpable. A daughter meant balance—a cherished blessing in our culture. My parents, weary but proud, now had a family that felt “just right”: two sons to carry their hopes forward, and a daughter to keep our hearts soft.

This moment didn’t need celebration beyond the smiles it planted on our faces. We were an ideal family—not by wealth or status, but by the fullness of love we shared.
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​The First Steps Toward Learning
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The time had come for my admission to school. In a twist both bureaucratic and comical, the headmaster—without so much as a question—declared my official date of birth to be 01 March 1950. That single stroke of the pen would live on in documents, but the truth nestled in memory: 22 November 1949.

Those early days were anything but smooth. Each morning began with the ritual of sharpening my homemade pen, crafted from reeds, its tip honed with care. Yet despite my best efforts, I seemed destined to lose my inkpot daily—sometimes to clumsiness, sometimes to thievery, always to mystery. We sat cross-legged on worn rugs, the air thick with the scent of dust and ink. Our writing surfaces were narrow wooden planks that bore the marks of generations before us. There was no glamour in learning—but there was grit, and eventually, growth.
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​The Reluctant Scholar
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Passing Class One was supposed to be a small celebration. My elder aunt extended a congratulatory half-rupee—a gesture of pride and tradition. But I, overwhelmed by the battles I’d waged against math questions, politely declined. “I’m not going to school any further,” I declared, a child already worn by arithmetic. My mother, ever the quiet force of wisdom, gently insisted I accept the gift—and the journey ahead.
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​A Shift in Class Two
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It was in Class Two, under the watchful eye of an unexpected visitor, that something shifted. The School Inspector arrived and decided to test our class. He chalked a math problem on the wooden plank—a complex mix of additions and subtractions. To everyone’s surprise, mine included, I was the only student who solved it correctly. The same subject that had nearly chased me away now crowned me with quiet distinction.
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​Between Embers and Embarrassment
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It was a bitterly cold winter morning in Class Three. Rain lashed the walls outside, and the only warmth came from a crackling fire burning in the center of our classroom. We sat huddled around it, our backs to damp walls, our breath visible in the frosty air. I had nestled myself at the edge of the room, one shoulder pressed against the wall, letting the warmth and monotony lull me into a sleepy daze.

The master, ever observant, noticed my drooping eyes and decided it was time to stir the silence. With a sly grin, he called out a question meant to jolt me awake: “What is the meaning of Sathi (friend)?”

Half-asleep and half-panicked, my voice betrayed me: “Hathi!” I blurted—“Elephant.”

For a moment, there was silence. Then, like thunder cracking through the cold, the entire class erupted in laughter. It was harmless, genuine, and loud—the kind of laughter that echoes long after the moment is gone. Even the master couldn't help but smile.
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​A Slate Worth More Than Stone
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In Class Four, our father brought home something precious: stone slates. They weren’t just tools for schoolwork—they were symbols of dignity and trust, elegant and costly, far beyond what many families could afford. Mine felt like a mirror polished by promise.

Our class gathered in the courtyard that day, the winter sun casting sharp shadows. Laughter echoed, feet shuffled—and then, without warning, a friend leapt and landed squarely on my slate. The crack was deafening in its silence. I stared at the broken pieces, stunned into stillness, as if grief could hold time in place.

The teacher, unfazed by my loss, simply instructed me to place the broken slate inside and return to my studies. But I couldn’t let go. I made trip after trip to the classroom, hoping—perhaps foolishly—that the fragments had aligned, fused back into wholeness. Each glance held a wish: that something shattered could become whole again.
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​Parallel Beginnings
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It was my fourth year in school when my younger brother arrived in the world. His birth brought a quiet joy into our home. I remember proudly announcing, "I’ll be in ninth class when he starts school"—a little prediction made with the certainty only a child could possess. It wasn’t just about arithmetic; it was about imagining the years ahead, measuring time in classes and uniforms and the long walk to school.

In those same days, the country itself shifted. The announcement of the first Martial Law echoed across headlines and radios. To us children, it was merely noise—something new, something curious. It seemed to bring no consequence to our games or our chalk-smeared slates. For eleven years, this shadow stretched across our schooling, invisible to us at first. It was only when it lifted that we began to see what had been lost, what had changed, and how deeply the nation had suffered beneath its silence.

Our small milestones—births, board exams, inkpots lost and found—had unfolded beneath a quiet storm. And yet, those early years still shimmer in memory, untouched by the weight of politics, anchored by family and the warmth of simpler times.
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​The English Bull and the Board Exam
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We had now reached fifth class—the final year of primary school. It was a time of anticipation and change, a threshold between childhood comfort and the unknown promise of high school. But nothing could have prepared us for the news that the monitor of the senior fifth class had failed the board exam. He would be repeating the year, quietly slipping into our group as if the hierarchy had never existed. It was a surprise—almost unbelievable. A senior amongst juniors.

One afternoon, my elder brother and cousin were in the courtyard, sketching shapes in the dust with their fingers. They invited me to join, announcing that they were drawing a bull. I looked at the ground, puzzled, and said, "You people will draw a bull in English, and I don’t know English!" The burst of laughter that followed rippled across our little circle like joy released from the surface of a pond. It was innocent, spontaneous, and memorable. We laughed not at each other, but through each other.

Then came the board exams—a serious affair. I remember approaching them with a mixture of pride and anxiety. But I passed, and was promoted to sixth class. High school awaited, and with it, a new world. That transition carried the weight of achievement, the laughter of a dusty courtyard, and the quiet shift from playful innocence to academic challenge.
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​High School Begins: Bread, Discipline, and Distance
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High school meant stepping into a different world—a world woven with pride, emotion, and quiet challenge. The school was in the city of Chakwal, and for us, there were only two ways to reach it: walking or by bicycle. Being the youngest, I usually accompanied my father on his bicycle, clutching the bag that brimmed with books and notebooks. Occasionally, I walked the distance, dragging the same bag with a weight that made each step feel like a lesson in endurance. We weren’t allowed to miss school for petty reasons. That was Mother’s decree. Her words were firm, her values clear—education was not negotiable.

The atmosphere of high school was both intimidating and exciting. We had entered a place where discipline reigned, where friendships were formed across village boundaries, and where teachers carried a different kind of authority. The shift from primary school to Government High School 2 for sixth and seventh classes came with new rules, new expectations, and a sense of growing up that couldn’t be ignored.

Outside the school gate stood a humble eatery—a small restaurant with a poetic promise painted on its wall: "Ana roti dal muft." One-sixteenth of a rupee bought you a bread; the gravy was free. It was more than an offer—it was a comfort, a ritual, a whisper of simplicity and togetherness. That phrase still lingers in memory like an old song we've stopped singing. It was a beautiful word—and a beautiful time—which today lives only in remembrance.
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​A Growing Family, A Rare Vision
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It was the year 1960, and I had entered sixth class—my first year of high school. Next year, Allah blessed our family with another sister. With three sons and now two daughters, we had become what was then considered a small family. Most households around us were brimming with children—seven, eight, sometimes more. But ours felt balanced, intentional, and close-knit.

What truly set us apart was the way our parents looked at education. For many families in our surroundings, schooling was optional at best—a luxury sacrificed easily for farm work or household chores. But in our home, education was sacred. Our parents held firm convictions about its value, instilling in us the belief that learning wasn’t just about books—it was about becoming someone. Their quiet insistence became a shield, protecting us from drifting into complacency or distraction.

Their devotion gave our modest family something rare: vision. It wasn’t loud, but it was unwavering. And it was beginning to shape the kind of people we were becoming.
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​Eggs, Engineers, and English
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Sixth class brought with it new challenges—and a sense of direction. English was now compulsory, and we had to choose an optional subject. I picked Drawing, drawn by a desire to create and move. From early on, I told my mother that a clerical job wasn’t for me. Sitting all day on a chair would surely make me sleepy. I dreamt of something else—a field job, a life with movement and precision. I wanted to be an engineer.

During the six-monthly internal exams, my Drawing paper became a test of endurance—not of art, but of bladder control. I needed to go to the washroom badly, but permission was denied. I was forced to leave the paper blank. As expected, the result was failure. A paper untouched was a verdict written without ink.

In the English paper that followed, we were asked to spell leg. My logic kicked in—I thought of an egg with its two Gs and figured legs must carry the same. That tiny extra ‘g’ pulled me down from the top. I ended up second, overtaken by the monitor of our old fifth class, who continued to hold his post proudly in sixth.

Later that year, a classmate brought an egg to school. The teacher, in a gesture that felt like theater, decided to toss it up—to let fate pick the recipient. To my surprise, I won. The egg was mine. But I gave it back, hoping for another chance, perhaps another victory. It was a small moment, wrapped in joy and generosity. These were the memories that stuck—flawed logic, lost rankings, cracked eggs, and the quiet belief that someday, I’d build something with my hands and mind.
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​The Register in the Pond
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March 1961 brought our promotion to seventh class. It seemed every year carried its own peculiar story—no class passed quietly. This time, the spotlight fell on a boy who had long been absent without reason. Our class teacher had had enough and decided to expel him. The news reached the boy, and in a desperate attempt to avoid public shame, he hatched an unthinkable plan.

One afternoon, after school hours, he crept into the classroom, took the attendance register, tied it to a couple of bricks, and hurled it into the nearby sewage pond. He must have thought it would sink without a trace, that no one would suspect a thing.

But the next day, the teacher discovered the register was missing. The entire school was called into assembly. The teacher recounted the disappearance and, without ceremony, called forward the suspect. At first, he denied everything. But the teacher pressed on. “Why would anyone else do such a thing?” he asked. Then came the ultimatum: if he didn’t admit, he would be handed over to the police.

Fear gripped him, and he confessed—naming the pond where he’d flung the register. A group of students was sent, and he was ordered to retrieve it himself. He stepped into the foul water, pulled out the register, dripping and stained, and handed it over. The matter was closed, and as far as I remember, he was forgiven.

This year we also lost our mother’s father. I was lucky to see my mother’s father and mother, but unlucky to see my father’s parents.
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​Middle School: Reliefs and Reprimands
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In 1962, we were promoted to eighth class and moved to Government High School 1. Stepping into that school brought a strange feeling—almost ceremonial. It wasn’t just a new building or new teachers; it was the sense of being in a higher class, the final step of middle school. A transition, yes—but also a quiet pride.

As always, the academic year didn’t pass without incident. After summer holidays, during the first general knowledge period, the master stood before us, asking whether we had studied the entire course. His voice was so low it barely reached me sitting in the front row. Not knowing what had been asked, I stayed seated—mistakenly. He began slapping the students, one after another, sparing only me as the bell rang to end the period. He turned to me and said, “I’ll deal with you tomorrow.”

The dread lingered with me the entire day. But fate intervened. At the end of school time, we learned that the timetable had been revised—and with it, our general knowledge teacher was replaced. I exhaled the relief. It was as if the moment dissolved, spared by timing and a shift in schedule.

But trouble wasn’t far. In English class, our teacher assigned us to read the next chapter at home and jot down difficult words. I never had much love for homework. My habit was to scribble them down hurriedly in the short interval between the bell and the teacher’s arrival. The class monitor—jealous perhaps—reported this to the teacher.

Unfortunately, the teacher also taught my elder brother and harbored resentment towards him over a private matter. Whether justified or not, I became the outlet of his frustration. That day, he lashed my hands with a stick. I cried until they went numb. The sting wasn’t just physical—it was tangled with injustice and helplessness, the kind that stays with you beyond the classroom.
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​Scene: The Kitchen Decision
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The evening light slanted through the high window, casting long shadows across the clay stove and aluminum pots. My elder brother’s matric result had been the talk of the town—he was now the “shining student,” a symbol of promise in our humble home.

I sat on the floor near the door, close enough to hear, far enough to pretend I wasn’t listening. My father, weary from the day but full of dreams, turned to my mother. “Do you want to educate both sons? Let one stay with me—I need help,” he said. “The elder’s destined for college, especially since my cousin offered to pay his fees.”

That word—stay—echoed strangely. It wasn’t about staying home. It meant staying behind.

My throat tightened. I stared at the grainy pattern in the cement, willing it not to blur, but tears came, uninvited and steady.

Then, my mother looked at me. Something in her eyes changed. She stood straighter, as if bracing against some unseen wind.

“No,” she said. “Both will be educated up to Matric. Then best of luck to both.”

It was simple. Firm. Uncompromising.

That was the moment my destiny split from silence into promise. The slate didn’t break that day—but the future cracked open, wide and waiting.

THIS WAS THE TURNING POINT.
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​Words, Work, and a New City
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My elder brother, still underage for formal employment, found a way to shape his own path. In the evenings, he began learning typing and shorthand—a discipline of symbols and rhythm that seemed foreign yet filled with promise. He’d sit quietly, tuned into English news on Radio Pakistan, quickly translating the spoken word into strokes of shorthand with astonishing fluency.

During the day, he remained our father’s right hand—assisting with tasks, managing responsibilities, and carrying more than his share. It was through this quiet commitment that our financial situation began to turn. Slowly but surely, things started to get better. There was hope now—not just in words scrawled on a page, but in what those words could become.

Soon, he moved to Rawalpindi, a city pulsing with possibility. The better facilities for typing and shorthand called him, and he answered with courage. It wasn’t just a move—it was the beginning of a new chapter for our family. His efforts bridged survival and aspiration, and his discipline became one of the cornerstones on which our future was built.
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​Carrier Ride in Winter Light
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With my elder brother no longer in school and our father ill, I was finally entrusted with the bicycle for my school commute. It wasn’t made for someone my size—its frame was large, its seat unreachable. But determination often finds its own seat. I discovered I could sit on the rear carrier and pedal from there—a strange posture, but a working solution.

Still uncertain about my ability to manage it properly, I chose to leave earlier than usual the next morning. The winter was biting cold, and the roads were hushed under the gray dawn. To my surprise, I made the trip in one go, reaching school far earlier than the bell. The success, modest as it was, felt like a personal victory.

There was no one around yet, just the building and the silence. The chill lingered, so I searched for a sunny corner—any patch of warmth—to wait out the time. I remember that feeling: the solitude, the quiet pride, the bite of winter softened by sunlight. It wasn’t just about reaching school—it was about moving forward, one pedal at a time.
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​The Leap to Ninth Class, Early 1963
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Early in 1963, we donned the mantle of seniors—promoted to ninth class at our high school. New subjects like science beckoned, and mathematics stretched into the realms of algebra and geometry. I bristled at those abstract symbols, convinced I’d never need them—only to discover years later that they paved the way to engineering. Homework, too, felt like a cage; I longed for freedom beyond textbook pages.

Each afternoon, I’d fling my schoolbag into the courtyard and sprint off with a football under my arm. The dusty field became my kingdom until the sun dipped below the horizon. In those golden hours, every kick and tumble washed away any lingering lessons, setting my spirit loose until twilight called me home. In one of those games I dislocated my left shoulder and in the middle of the night, mother realized something was wrong with me. She rushed me to the local therapist who adjusted my shoulder and no more pain.

Despite whispers that I wouldn’t survive ninth class, I cleared one hurdle after another. I sat among the top few in every subject, my quiet determination more potent than any warning. Every surprise glance from teachers only fueled my resolve: I would prove them wrong, one test at a time.

Our headmaster was a legend in his own right. He could recite the multiplication tables all the way up to 50×50. His secret? Each night, he’d practice with his mother—an illiterate woman who nonetheless quizzed him without mercy. If he stumbled, she’d demand he start again the next evening. It wasn’t until he reached that fabled 50×50 that he realized his mother never understood a single number she’d asked him to repeat.

Later that year, the world beyond our village pierced our routine. News of President John F. Kennedy’s assassination swept through the classrooms and tea stalls alike. Radio crackled with disbelief, and hushed conversations drifted across the courtyard. For a moment, my dreams and ambitions felt infinitesimal against the enormity of that tragedy.
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