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TO EVERYONE WHO HAS silently endured unfairness, cruelty, favoritism, and the hidden wounds society often ignores. Your strength, your patience, and your unspoken battles inspired this book. May these pages remind you that your worth is not shaped by the behaviour of others, and that change begins the moment you refuse to accept what hurts your soul. This book is for you, the ones who rose, even when the world tried to break you.
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Preface
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"Behavior’s Mirror" reveals the raw truth of human nature. Every story exposes the motives, masks and silent battles that shape our lives. These reflections challenge the reader to confront reality, recognise hidden patterns and understand the impact of every action. This book is a fearless journey into the power of behavior. -Beena Imran
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The Light Before Darkness
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Bright moments warn of storms
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INSPIRED BY MY OWN memories, I often think about the girl I used to be. In my childhood, I was an intelligent and active student who loved her school life. I was very slim with an innocent face and full, black, shiny, thick hair. My mother always cut my hair in a neat bob cut, which suited me so well that everyone admired it. My relatives, my friends, and even my teachers used to compliment my hair. My skin was fair and my eyes were big and dark. I was proud of my hair like it was a crown. At night, before sleeping, I would always place my hair carefully outside the pillow because I did not want anyone to disturb it, even while I slept.

In school, I was known as a bright girl. I was the only student in the primary section who had won every competition, whether it was Quran recitation, Naat, or debates. When I reached class six, I felt even more confident. One day after the second period, my madam sent a message for me to come to her office. I became a little nervous but excited as well. When I reached, she smiled and said, “Beita tomorrow, you are going with me to another school for a recitation competition.” She explained that I would recite Surah Rahman just as I did every morning in the school assembly.

Since childhood, my heart has been attached to the recitation of Surah Rahman. I loved the flow, the beauty, and the peace that entered my soul every time I recited it. I did not know the reason for this connection, but it was deep and strong. Whenever I recited it, I felt closer to Allah, and it felt as if every verse was settling into my heart. So I was happy that I would recite the Surah I loved the most.

After school, I told my parents about the competition. They were overjoyed and encouraged me just like they always did. The next day I went with my madam to the other school. There were ten schools participating, and each segment had one student from each school. My heart started beating fast when the recitation round began. After six participants, they called my name along with my school name. My madam kissed my head and whispered, “Do not hesitate. You are the best. I know you can do it.”

I walked to the stage with trembling hands but a strong heart. When I started reciting Surah Rahman, everything around me became calm. My voice flowed smoothly, and I felt the same peace I always felt during this Surah. When I finished, the hall was silent for a moment, and then everyone clapped.

Finally, the results were announced, and I had won first prize. My madam hugged me proudly. The very next day, she shared the news in the assembly, and the whole school clapped for me. Many students congratulated me in the corridors. I felt that maybe I won because everyone else chose short Surahs while I recited Surah Rahman with full devotion.

But after this accomplishment, a strange event took place in my life which was very painful and frightening (shared in the next story). I did not know at that time that this success would lead me into an experience that would shape me in harsh ways.
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MORAL:

Success can bring a great light, but it can also lead you into unexpected darkness.
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The Day That Changed Everything
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One moment rewrites a life
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AFTER WINNING THE COMPETITION, I thought my life had entered a bright new chapter. Everyone in school admired me. Teachers praised me. My classmates looked at me with pride. But I never imagined that behind this celebration, a horrible shadow was waiting.

One day during my second last period, my maths teacher, Miss Nighat, came to the classroom door and called me outside. She said, “After this class, go to the principal’s office. Madam is calling you.” I felt a strange fear but nodded silently. 

When the bell rang, I went straight to the principal’s room. As soon as I entered, I saw a man sitting there. He wore a black shalwar qameez with golden sandals, black glasses with a golden frame, and his complexion was dark. Something about him made me uneasy. I greeted the principal and said softly, “Madam, you called me.” She smiled warmly and said, “Yes, my child, come and sit.”

The man looked at me closely and said, “Madam, she is my favourite child. She looks like a doll.” His voice made my heart tighten. My principal asked gently, “Child, do you know this uncle?” I recalled that I had seen him during the competition yesterday. He sat with a band group and wanted to talk to me afterwards, but I was afraid of him, so I ignored him. Now I was surprised to see him here.

The principal continued, “My child, tomorrow this uncle will pick you up from school. He wants to record your recitation in a studio. They will send your voice to a big competition in Pakistan. I want you to participate.”

I smiled politely, but something inside me felt uneasy. Still, the thought of a national competition made me excited. When I reached home and told my parents, they became proud and emotional. My grandparents blessed me. Everyone appreciated me, and seeing their joy made me forget my fear. I thought maybe I was worried only because I did not like the man’s appearance.

My mother stitched a beautiful frock for me, like Cinderella, and bought new pumps. Next morning, she dressed me with love, combed my hair, and said, “Tell your madam to take his address and number. Ask him to drop you home carefully.” I nodded and left.

The man was already waiting. My teachers kissed my cheeks and wished me luck. The principal placed my hand in his and said, “Please drop her safely and bring the report tomorrow.” He agreed politely.

But as soon as we sat in his old van, a strange fear entered my heart. After some distance, he stopped and said he needed to pick another little girl who was also participating. He returned with a girl around my age. I felt relieved that I was no longer alone.

During the drive, he touched my hair. I moved away. Then he touched my leg. I pulled back sharply. He laughed and said, “Do not be scared. I am your uncle. I am responsible for you.” The girl behind me also looked scared.

After about thirty-five minutes, he stopped the van in a run-down area full of broken houses. The streets were empty, and the buildings looked like no one had lived in them for a long time. He said the van could not go any further and that we had to walk from there. He held our hands very tightly and led us down a dirty street littered with garbage. He then took us into a small, dirty room. The windows were broken, and a cold breeze blew inside. There was a toilet in the corner that was so filthy, and it didn't even have a door. When he used it right in front of us, I felt a deep fear. I knew then that something was very wrong.

To be continued...
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