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She stood outside her father's room thinking deeply about what was to come. There was a mix of emotions running through her body. Her mind, soul and heart were all behaving out of sync. She felt as if the daughter inside her was in a constant conflict with the girl that wanted to excel in life beyond what was thought to be her destiny. She felt the need to break out and be free, but she also wanted to honour her father and give him the joy of seeing her settled. The problem for her was that her father's definition of her settlement and prosperity was starkly different from her ambitions in life.

Hejab was a Pakistani girl, born in the city of Lahore, a metropolitan in the heart of the Punjab province in Pakistan. Ever since she was a young girl, Hejab was fascinated by structures, buildings, monuments and architectural marvels. She wanted to grow up and be associated with buildings in some way. She didn't know why, but ever since she had come to consciousness about it, she always fancied having a connection of sorts with architecture. As she grew older she realized that she wanted to become an architect, the person who dreams, composes, draws, fantasizes and eventually materializes buildings. She wanted to give cement, brick, iron, sand and stone an identity that reflected her style. Such were the aspirations of this 20 year old student of architecture, belonging to a strict, religious, middle class family.

Hejab's father, Mr. Zafar Iqbal was a retired public servant. A very honest man proud of his truthfulness and virtuosity, Mr. Zafar deemed his dignity as the only wealth he had earned and for him his daughter was the embodiment of his riches. He took pride in her virtues, the best of which was her obedience. As is often the case in middle class, male oriented, religious setups, Hejab never questioned her father's decisions and always thought that he would decide the best for her. In fact, she had no reason to object because to be fair Mr. Zafar had always provided her with the best that he could be it education or other necessities of life. He had pampered his daughter to the extent that he could under his given circumstances.

Earlier this morning, Hejab was woken up by her mother who told her that her father wanted to talk to her about an important matter. As she went in, she could feel a certain tension in her father's room, as if the atmosphere was expectant of a sudden change. She politely inquired the reason of her being summoned. Her father told her that her paternal uncle who had asked for her hand for his son a few years back and to whom an informal approval had already been granted at that time was now adamantly asking for an immediate engagement followed by marriage in two months’ time. The prospective groom was settled in USA and had come to Pakistan only for the engagement. He would come back in two months' time for the wedding and in the meanwhile get Hejab's documents processed for immigration. She will accompany him to the United States leaving behind her family, friends and most importantly her passion for becoming an architect.

The engagement day soon arrived. Hejab was clad in a gorgeous silk dress with embellishments of all sorts. She looked the best she could. It was as if a house on sale was presented to the buyer, immaculately lit and gracefully furnished. As they exchanged engagement rings, she felt that the first instalment of the property that she was had been paid and the air that she breathed suddenly felt borrowed.

The two months between the engagement and the wedding day passed quickly. Hejab could not break out of the training that she had received all her life. Whatever was happening did not seem unfair to her and although she wanted to pursue her dreams desperately she could not find a way to prove to herself that she was hard-done in any way by her father. Whenever she thought of discussing her ambitions with him she found his aspirations of getting her married overwhelmingly superior to her desire of pursuing a career. 

Despite his limitations, Mr. Zafar made all arrangements for a festive wedding. The house was lit up like a palace and relatives from all over were invited days before the wedding to come and have some final moments with Hejab. The dresses, the jewellery, the venue, the music and the food were all carefully selected and were testament of her father's immense love for his only daughter. He had left no leaf unturned in his pursuit to make it a memorable send off for his beloved daughter. 

The wedding day arrived and she was lavishly decorated like a villa just before a deal was struck. The gold jewellery sparkled in her neck like a chandelier. Hours before the wedding ceremony, the official contract signing, more commonly called the vows (nikah in Islam to be precise) took place. The property that she felt she was; was being handed over to the new owner. Hejab was officially the liability of another man, a total stranger, someone whose behaviour she could not predict. The deal had finally sealed and in a blink of an eye her dreams didn't matter at all!

She cried as her biological family walked her to her husband's car. Her tears were both a product of her departure from her native house and the demolition of her dreams of becoming an architect. She sat in the car by her husband's side totally oblivious of his presence and occupied with thoughts of how life would be in a new environment. Waking up to new faces and not seeing the familiar ones for days gave her jitters.

The formalities of her welcome in the new house took place around her. People talking to her, about her and about the couple were just voices
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