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Hassan aik simple sa college student tha, jo zindagi ko bohat seedha aur saaf tareeqay se jeena pasand karta tha. Na usay shor sharaba pasand tha, na hi bekaar ki baaton mein ulajhna. Uski ammi hamesha usay ek baat kehti thi: “Beta, paisa zaroori hai, lekin imandari us se bhi zyada zaroori hai.” Hassan aksar is baat ko sir hila kar maan leta, lekin usay tab tak iska asal matlab poori tarah samajh nahi aaya tha.

Ek shaam ka waqt tha. Suraj dhal raha tha aur hawa mein halki si thandak thi. Hassan apni part-time job se ghar wapas ja raha tha. Rasta zyada busy nahi tha, lekin kuch log idhar udhar chal rahe thay. Hassan apne khayalon mein gum tha... college ke assignments, ghar ke bills, aur aglay din ki tension.

Jab woh aik chhoti si bakery ke paas se guzra, usay zameen par kuch chamakta hua nazar aaya. Pehle usay laga shayad koi wrapper hoga, lekin jab usne neeche jhuk kar dekha to uski aankhen thodi si khul gayi. Woh ek wallet tha... dark brown color ka, thoda purana lekin acha condition mein.

Hassan ne idhar udhar dekha. “Shayad kisi ka gir gaya hoga...” usne dheere se kaha. Uska dil tez tez dhadak raha tha. Usne wallet uthaya aur ek pal ke liye ruk gaya. Andar se usay halki si awaaz aayi... “khol ke dekho...”

Woh bakery ke side par chala gaya aur thoda sa side mein kharay ho kar wallet khola. Uske andar kuch cash tha, kuch receipts aur ek ID card. Paison ki amount ka andaza lagana mushkil nahi tha... woh kaafi achi raqam thi. Hassan ke liye woh paisa bohat kuch solve kar sakta tha... college fees ka thoda hissa, ghar ki madad, aur shayad kuch personal zaroori cheezen.

Uska dil do hisso mein bant gaya.

Ek taraf uski zaroorat thi, aur doosri taraf uski ammi ki baat.

Hassan ne dheere se kaha, “Agar main rakh loon... to kisi ko kya pata chalega?”

Phir usne foran apne hi khayal ko roka. “Nahi... yeh ghalat hai.”

Lekin temptation aisi cheez hai jo chup nahi rehti. Woh baar baar uske dimagh mein aati rahi.

Itne mein ek buzurg aadmi uske paas se guzra. Woh pareshan lag raha tha, idhar udhar dekh raha tha, jaise kisi cheez ko dhoond raha ho. Uske chehre par ghabrahat saaf nazar aa rahi thi.

Hassan ne usay dekha, lekin kuch na bola. Woh buzurg thodi door ja kar kisi se pooch raha tha, “Bhai... yahan kisi ne wallet dekha hai? Mera gir gaya hai... bohat zaroori cheezen thi us mein...”

Yeh sun kar Hassan ke andar kuch toot gaya. Uska dil bhaari ho gaya.

Usne wallet ko zor se pakra. Usay laga jaise uske haath mein sirf paisa nahi, balkay kisi ki poori pareshani hai.

Woh dheere dheere us buzurg ke paas gaya.

“Chacha... kya aapka wallet brown color ka tha?” Hassan ne poocha.

Buzurg ne foran uski taraf dekha, aankhon mein umeed ki chamak aa gayi. “Haan beta! Haan! Wohi... tumhe mila hai kya?”

Hassan ne ek lambi saans li. Phir wallet uske haath mein de diya.

“Yeh lijiye.”

Buzurg ne wallet pakra aur kuch seconds tak usay dekhta raha jaise yaqeen nahi aa raha ho. Phir uski aankhon mein aansu aa gaye.

“Beta... tum nahi jante tumne kya kar diya hai. Is mein meri pension ka paisa tha aur kuch zaroori papers bhi. Agar yeh na milta to main... main bohat mushkil mein par jata.”

Hassan halka sa muskura diya. “Chacha, yeh aapka tha. Mujhe sirf wapas dena sahi laga.”

Buzurg ne uska haath pakar liya. “Allah tumhein hamesha imandari ka sila de. Aaj kal aise log kam milte hain.”

Hassan ne sir jhuka liya, thoda sharminda sa mehsoos karte hue. “Aap apna khayal rakhein.”

Woh buzurg dheere dheere chala gaya, lekin bar bar peeche mur mur kar Hassan ko dekh raha tha jaise usay yakeen hi na ho raha ho.

Hassan wapas chalne laga, lekin is baar uske kadam halka mehsoos ho rahe thay. Uske paas paisa nahi tha, lekin uska dil bohat halka ho gaya tha.

Raaste mein uske dimagh mein wohi soch chal rahi thi: “Agar main yeh rakh leta... to shayad kuch din ke liye aasani hoti. Lekin phir jo bojh mere dil par hota, woh poori zindagi na utarta.”

Ghar pohanch kar uski ammi kitchen mein kaam kar rahi thi. Hassan ne darwaza band kiya aur dheere se andar aaya.

Ammi ne poocha, “Beta thak gaye ho?”

Hassan ne muskurate hue kaha, “Haan ammi... lekin aaj kuch aisa hua jo main kabhi nahi bhoolunga.”

Ammi ne uski taraf dekha. “Kya hua?”

Hassan ne poori baat bata di... wallet milna, andar paisa dekhna, buzurg aadmi, aur usay wapas karna.

Ammi kuch der chup rahi. Phir unhon ne Hassan ke sar par haath rakha.

“Beta... paisa roz mil jata hai, lekin imandari roz nahi milti. Tumne aaj sirf wallet nahi lautaya... tumne kisi ka sukoon wapas diya hai.”

Hassan ke chehre par halki si muskurahat aa gayi. Usay laga jaise uski thakan kahin door chali gayi ho.

Us raat Hassan der tak so nahi paya. Uske dimagh mein woh buzurg, uski muskurahat, aur ammi ke alfaaz ghoom rahe thay.

Aur usay samajh aa gaya tha ek baat jo pehle sirf lafz thi:

Imandari kabhi nuksan nahi hoti... yeh hamesha dil ko ameer bana deti hai.
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Galti ka Iqraar
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Nimra ek lively si school student thi, jo hamesha apni class mein kisi na kisi baat par active rehti thi. Kabhi hasna, kabhi dostoun ko tang karna, aur kabhi apni baaton se sab ko hansa dena... yeh uski aadat thi. Lekin uski ek aadat thodi si dangerous thi... jaldi ghabra jana aur apni galti chupana.

Us din school mein normal sa routine tha. Science class chal rahi thi aur sab students apne apne kaam mein busy thay. Teacher, Miss Hira, ne sab ko strict tone mein kaha tha, “Yeh glass ka vase table par rakha hai. Kisi ne bhi isko touch nahi karna. Samajh gaye?”

Sab ne saath mein kaha, “Yes miss.”

Vase bohat khoobsurat tha... blue rang ka, jo sunlight mein chamak raha tha. Nimra usko dekh rahi thi lekin zyada dhyaan nahi diya.

Class mein thodi si hulchul thi. Kuch students books share kar rahe thay, kuch notes likh rahe thay, aur kuch dheere dheere baat kar rahe thay. Nimra apni seat par baithi hui apni friend Alina se whisper kar rahi thi.

“Yaar yeh science kitni boring hai,” Nimra ne munh banate hue kaha.

Alina ne halki si hansi dabayi. “Shhh... Miss dekh rahi hain.”

Nimra ne kandhay uchkaye. “Dekhti rahen.”

Phir achanak table ke paas se guzarte hue Nimra ka elbow lightly vase se takra gaya. Ek halki si crack ki awaaz aayi. Vase hil gaya... aur phir dheere se neeche gir kar toot gaya.

Class mein ek dum silence ho gaya.

Sab ki nazrein Nimra par jam gayi. Uska dil ek dum se ruk gaya jaise kisi ne uski saansein freeze kar di hon.

Alina ne dheere se kaha, “Nimra... yeh tumne...”

Lekin Nimra foran seedhi ho gayi aur apni chair par baith gayi. Usne pretend kiya jaise kuch hua hi nahi.

Uske dil mein dar aur ghabrahat ka tufaan chal raha tha. “Agar Miss ko pata chal gaya to? Agar punishment mili to? Agar parents ko call kar diya?”

Miss Hira foran wahan aa gayi.

“Yeh kis ne kiya?” unka voice strict tha.

Class mein koi bhi bol nahi raha tha. Har koi chup tha. Nimra ne apni aankhen neeche kar li. Uske haath thande ho rahe thay.

Miss Hira ne dobara poocha, “Mujhe sach chahiye. Kis ne vase toda?”

Phir bhi silence.

Nimra ka dil zor zor se dhadak raha tha. Uske dimagh mein sirf ek hi baat chal rahi thi: “Agar main chup rahi to shayad bach jaun...”

Miss Hira ne thoda naram lekin serious tone mein kaha, “Dekho, galti hona buri baat nahi hai. Lekin sach chupana sab se bura hota hai.”

Yeh sentence Nimra ke dil ko lag gaya. Lekin phir bhi woh chup rahi.

Class khatam ho gayi. Sab students chale gaye, lekin vase ka tootna hawa mein latka hua lag raha tha.

Nimra school aayi lekin uska mood bilkul different tha. Woh na kisi se zyada baat kar rahi thi, na hi hans rahi thi. Uske andar ek ajeeb sa bojh tha jo usay neeche kheench raha tha.
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