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​Some connections in life are not planned; they simply happen. This story began with a similar coincidence—a phone number saved in my mobile without my knowledge. From that point, a journey of curiosity began, one that eventually introduced me to a new reality of life.

​"Just a Glimpse" is not merely a story; it is a reflection of the emotions that begin to weave around an unknown voice and an anonymous persona. How far can human curiosity lead a person? This book is a chronicle of that struggle—how a simple inquiry transforms into a longing for a single glimpse, and how the claims of love eventually knock at the door of the heart.

​My message is that it is not necessary to repeat someone else's actions or experiments on yourself just because you find them intriguing. Often, the results of such experiences can be very bitter, and everyone’s threshold of endurance is not the same. One should simply take a positive lesson from someone else's life story.

​I hope that this "Just a Glimpse" will touch a chord in your heart.

Muhammad Iqbal khan Arman Niazi

These were the days when even the most basic and simple mobile phones had not yet become common. I am talking about around 2005, a time when technology was not within everyone’s reach. Owning a mobile phone was a luxury reserved for a few specific individuals. Whoever was lucky enough to possess that little device would naturally become the "center of attraction" in any gathering of friends. Every eye would be fixed on his pocket, waiting for that magical box to emerge and for its monophonic ringtone to chime.

Two or three of my friends had also managed to get mobile phones. Now, whenever I sat with them, a slight sense of embarrassment would creep in, as I felt left out of the most exciting topic of discussion. Driven by this feeling and a growing desire, I began saving every penny, determined to buy a mobile phone of my own. Finally, that memorable day arrived when I purchased my very first device. The moment I unboxed it and held it in my hands, my joy knew no bounds. It was a peculiar sense of happiness—a feeling of achievement that is truly difficult to put into words.

With immense excitement, I inserted the SIM card into the mobile and immediately rushed to the rooftop to call a friend. In those days, catching a signal was no less than a blessing; after wandering around the roof and waving my hands in the air, I finally found a spot where the signals appeared. And so, I made my very first mobile call. I was finally at a point where I could sit among my friends with pride and confidence. Later, when I went to my workplace, a clear sense of pride was evident in my demeanor, as if I had achieved a monumental milestone.

Reminiscing about those days naturally brings a spontaneous smile to one’s face. It was an era of ever-fresh jokes. You would find someone completely lost in the 'Snake' game, while another would be tirelessly busy sending text messages. Some were dedicated to discovering new phone features, only to later explain the nuances to others with great pride, offering 'expert' advice on how to use them. And then there were those who would drive everyone to exhaustion by constantly giving missed calls.

I had my own way of doing things. I was never interested in playing mobile games. I wasn't the type to stay on long, endless calls, nor was I into flirting or passing time over text messages. I had no desire to play the 'intellectual' by sharing wise quotes, nor did I seek to appear 'pious' by circulating religious texts. Then there were those petty characters that had a habit of snooping into other people's phones; fortunately, I never possessed such a pathetic habit.

I had a unique method of my own, and it was for a reason. In those early days of mobile phones, when the atmosphere everywhere was filled with a strange kind of absurdity, I was young and had a bit of a mischievous streak. Whenever I found myself alone on duty, watching everyone else completely lost in their phones and occupied with their own amusements, I would pick a specific number series and start giving missed calls to each number, one by one.

Now, from some numbers, there wouldn't be any response at all. From others, I’d get a call back: 'Who is this?' 'Who do you want to speak with?' And then, from some numbers, a literal barrage of verbal abuse would start, accompanied by threats. But I had to endure it all quietly; after all, when you are the one who started the mischief, you must be prepared to face the consequences.

One day, during my downtime, I was reclining against my pillow in my room, fiddling with my mobile phone. Suddenly, I noticed a new name in my contacts list. I don't exactly remember what name it was saved under. I started wondering about it, and then it occurred to me: why not just call and find out who this person is? After all, their number was saved in my phone, yet I had no recollection of who they actually were.

I pulled up the number and dialed it immediately, but there was no response. I tried again, but once more, the call went unanswered. I grew quite perplexed, wondering why on earth this person wasn't picking up. When there was still no reply after two or three attempts, my old instinct kicked in, and true to form, I started placing one call after another in quick succession.

But there was no response. I didn't just try for a little while; I kept at it for several days. Missed call after missed call, yet there wasn't the slightest reaction from the other side. I lost track of how long I would persistently keep dialing. I was now convinced that it must be a girl's number—someone who didn't wish to speak to a stranger. Besides, the culture of 'mobile-driven' indecency hadn't become so widespread back then.

My restlessness and curiosity had reached their peak. After several days had passed in this state of suspense, a message finally arrived from that number. That was the beginning of our conversation via text. She would ask me, 'Who are you? Why are you bothering me? Who is it that you want to speak with?' And I would counter with my own questions: 'Who are you? And how did I end up with your number?

She would argue, 'It’s your phone, so you should be the one to know how you got my number.' In my life, I had crossed paths with many girls, but I had never encountered someone as refined, respectful, and sophisticated as her. She was an exceptionally civilized girl—possessing a rare blend of being intriguing yet profoundly polite.

In truth, given how much I had provoked and annoyed her, if she hadn't reported me, she could have at least resorted to insults or harsh words. But throughout that entire period, she never uttered a single unrefined word to me. Despite my constant pestering, she remained remarkably composed and polite, never once stepping outside the bounds of decency.

One day, as I was making my usual missed calls, she unexpectedly picked up the phone
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