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ہے داستاں معلوم مگر ، عنوان کھو گیا
اکرام نذیر اکرام
BS 07 – SS1

ہے داستاں معلوم مگر ، عنوان کھو گیا
جب سے ملا ہوں اس کو ، پہچان کھو گیا
چل چل کے زندگی کی تاریک   راہ پر
اب ہم   سے زندگی کا نشان   کھو   گیا
پہنچںنا تھا منزلوں پہ جس کے ساتھ میں
اس کو تو میں  سفر  کے  دوران  کھو  گیا
چمک سی جاگ اٹھی ہے چشم ساقی میں
شاید   مجھ  سے   میرا   ایمان  کھو   گیا
مرتے ہیں  اب  جینے  کی  آرزو  میں  لوگ
ہیں ناصحاں کدھر؟ کہاں  لقمان  کھو  گیا
یوں تو ہزاروں فرقے  انہیں  آ  ملے  اکرام !
انسانوں  سے  ایک  فرقہ  انسان  کھو   گیا
              




ہمارے شہر میں کوئی تماشا بن کے بیٹھی ہے
جہاں زیب علی سرم
Intake 4th Regular

ہمارے شہر میں کوئی تماشا بن کے بیٹھی ہے 
شریفوں کے محلے میں رقاصہ بن کے بیٹھی ہے 
فرشتے ہیں یہاں جتنے سبھی بولی لگائے گے
کسی نیلام گھر میں وہ اثاثہ بن کے بیٹھی ہے 
وہ اپنے گھر کی رانی تھی جسے غربت نے لوٹا ہے 
پھیلائے پاک دامن کو وہ قاسہ بن کے بیٹھی ہے 
بہت معصوم چہرہ ہے بہت مجبور لگتی ہے 
وہ صارم سب غریبوں کا خلاصہ بن کے بیٹھی ہے
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“You are a Universal Truth”
By: Jahan Zaib Ali Saram
Intake 4th Regular


You are a universal truth,
O! Goddess of beauty and love. Your heart is a castle of gold, Where live emotion and love.
A sweet melody it plays,
As the greatest melodist Orpheus. Your heart is an ocean,
Where swims the blood.
Your heart is a Grecian urn

 That has been admired by Keats.
Your face is the continent of charm,
And your cheeks are the mounds of cotton.
Mona Lisa will adore your beauty.
The mole on your cheeks
Is the center of the universe.
Your right eye is the Moon,
And your left is the Sun.
One shines at noon,
The other at night.

Picasso painted your eyes,


And a cascade of dew alights from your gaze.
The chasm on your cheek is the residence of my heart.
Your forehead is the sky, and your eyebrows are like the rainbow across that sky. Your lips are the horizontal gates of heaven,
And your upper teeth are chandeliers,
And your lower teeth are diamonds.
Your tongue is a carpet on which march the words,
And your voice is sweeter than honey.
Your hair is made of silver and night.
There is a mystery in your hair.
A cascade of hair falls behind your head.
Your plait is the sword of honor.
Your beauty is unbound.
You are a universal beauty, 
You are a universal truth. 






“A Simple Woman”
By: Faiqa Bano
MPhil English


I am a simple woman
Yet, I am an amazing woman

Not because of how clear my legs and arms appear
Not because of how voguish clothes I wear,
(My amazing is a bit beyond)

I do think empirical and real
But fantasies only bless me my ideal
It doesn’t mean that I don’t know the reality,
I know this world and its morality.

I can love all kinds of people
But my hate is also regal
I know how to let go
Even when I can terminate them in one blow.



Sometimes I laugh my lungs out 
Sometimes I am broke to shout
Sometimes I am silent as my breath stopped
But I remember yelling fire when my mind popped

I can paint for continuous days,
I can knee the flour with same ways
My skills do not extend to just few things,
My work mode is immense, I have boundless wings

I can be an amazing daughter, sister
I can be an amazing partner, mother
I can be an amazing friend, unmatchable
 I sure, can be an amazing individual

I try to refine myself everyday
I grow Little by little everyday
And that’s what my amazing is
That’s how simple my being is

I am an amazing woman
I am a simple woman.
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Judgement and Prejudgment: A Review of 12 Angry Men

By: SARMAD HUSSAIN
[BS-07 - Regular]

“Administration of justice is the firmest pillar of good.”
12 Angry Men opens with a view of these words etched above the frontage columns of the 
New York County Courthouse. This directorial debut of Sidney Lumet dating from vintage 
Hollywood is an intriguing psychological study of human bias and prejudice and what it 
means for the upholding of justice in society. The film centers around a twelve-member 
jury tasked with deciding the fate of a teenage immigrant accused of murdering his father. 
But as the jurors sit down for hours, they end up revealing their own insecurities, 
malevolent pragmatism, and insensitive prejudgments than agreeing upon any ruling 
about the boy’s conviction or exoneration.
Initially, all jurors are convinced, in view of the circumstantial evidence, that the boy 
is guilty. But Juror 8, a rather clearheaded gentleman (played by the great Henry Fonda), 
dares object the majority vote, wanting them all to review and reconsider the reliability of 
the evidence and the testimonials. From this point onwards, the film picks up a tone of 
social critique and also depicts the slow but sure psychological deconstruction of the 
eleven restless jurors. Most of them are not motivated by pure malice; what they are 
culpable of is a rushing disinterest, wanting to be done with jury duty as soon as possible, 
highlighting how a vast majority of the population never really bothers with such questions 
as whether the society they are a part of is just and fair. For many, their sense of justice is 
laid to rest by the cheap gratification of scapegoating someone or something: immigrants,
conspiracies, and/or ethnic minorities, as the jury in the film attempts to do. Juror 7 is 
shown to be particularly obnoxious and overly casual about the whole affair, preoccupied 

with attending a game that evening; Juror 10, unlike 7, is concerned but wrongly so, 
harboring a bigoted hatred for immigrants and thus wants the boy sent to the electric
chair. The tyranny of the majority is broken, however, by Juror 8’s dissent, and they are 
forced to rethink; they scowl at him for his virtue, for being a nuisance, for disputing their 
easy consensus.
Yet this annoyance is not merely due to their prejudices but their environment as well. 
The jury room, in which they are forced to remain till they decide on a unanimous verdict, 
is almost claustrophobic, not to mention their laden private routines and the killing 
summer heat that particular day. Almost the entire film is shot in closeups. This and the 
intense expressions and the deadpan deliveries, all suggest that everybody is at the end of 
their tether. The burgeoning tension symbolically dissipates close to the end of the film 
when the hot summer day gives way to a freshening bout of rain, as the jurors finish 
reversing their consensus one by one after a protracted and vicious verbal wrestle: the boy 
is found not guilty.
An epistemic problem underlies the whole narrative of 12 Angry Men concerning the 
uncertainty and unknowability of courtroom evidence, something which Juror 8 frequently 
insists upon by bringing to attention the very real possibility of “reasonable doubt.” The 
audience is obviously invited, as the jurors are, to ponder the tremendous chasm between 
the often frail and insufficient circumstantial evidence invoked in cases of homicide and 
the absolute definiteness of a punishment as grave as retributive murder. The jurors too 
eventually come round to this opinion. The recognition of the severity of punitive death, 
and how sentencing an innocent person to it implicates the judge, jury, and the whole 
system in an act of insurmountable and unjustified cruelty, is a moral stance common 
between the film and an essay by Albert Camus denouncing the death penalty written in 
1957—the same year the film first premiered.
If there must be pointed out some recurrent motif running the entire length of the film, 

it has to be unravelling: the unravelling of the truth, the unravelling of the case (it is a legal 
drama after all), and the unravelling of the jurymen themselves—not just their false 
assumptions but also a gradual disintegration of their feigned sensibilities. The aptest 
example of this lattermost phenomenon is Juror 3, whose reasons for desiring a swift 
execution of the accused are deeply personal and, therefore, the most obdurate. The film, 
in a sense, is his formidable journey from denial to anger to acceptance, much like the 
psychoanalytical liberation of one kept prisoner by the regrets of his past. His obstinacy 
stays with him to the very last. His son, almost the same age as the accused teenager, had 
run away from home, spited by his paternal sternness and stolidity. The monologue of Lee 
J. Cobb (playing Juror 3) near the end is when he finally breaks into tears coming to terms 
with his personal grief and realizing, as it were, that the boy he so anxiously wants to see 
“burn” is not his son. He weeps out his changed vote: “Not guilty! Not guilty!” The credits 
roll on this poignant note of individual suffering and sympathy after an hour and a half 
long legal grind of twelve angry men.
There is nothing ulteriorly metaphorical or symbolic about the film, for it claims only 
what it expressly shows. Although an austere work of social realism in cinema, its subtle 
moralism is such that transcends its own particularity. We are not told any names; the 
jurymen and the defendant are left unnamed, and so they speak to us as if they were but 
our images in thoughts and words. Reginald Rose wrote the film originally for television 
and then for theatre. A couple years later, the selfsame script was acquired by Lumet for 
his first film, and William Friedkin directed a remake exactly forty years after the 1957 
adaptation, starring Jack Lemmon and George C. Scott as Jurors 8 and 3. These facts stand 
to show that what the film essentially puts forth is something that will never become 
irrelevant to us as creatures condemned to feel and think in tandem—a reminder that will 
never stop mattering to flawed societies with flawed individuals who nonetheless extoll
justice as “the firmest pillar of good.”              
[image: ]             
تو راہ نوردِ شوق ہے
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This verse highlights Allama Iqbal's philosophy of continuous striving and perpetual growth. For Iqbal, the journey of self-discovery and the pursuit of higher ideals is important and the focus is on constant evolution, intellectual and spiritual growth, and breaking free from limitations. The ultimate goal is not merely reaching a final point but elevating oneself continuously in pursuit of the infinite.

Faiqa Bano
M.Phil. Literature



وَتُعِزُ مَن تَشَاء وَتُذِلُ مَن تَشَاء
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Areeba Javed
BS English 8th SS2

اية الكرسي
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Nawal Fatima
Bs 5th Intake 3





لَا إِلَٰهَ إِلَّا ٱللَّٰهُ مُحَمَّدٌ رَسُولُ ٱللَّٰهِ
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Nadia Hussain
Bs Eng. literature ss1 





By: Faiqa Bano
MPhil English

[image: ]
[image: ]

"Whispers of Dusk"
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This painting feels like a quiet whisper of the soul, capturing the fleeting beauty of an evening where time seems to stand still. The fiery reds and gentle purples of the sky blend like the emotions of a heart caught between passion and peace. The setting sun, a golden eye on the horizon, feels like a farewell—warm, yet tinged with melancholy, as though it knows this moment will never return.
The mirrored water below holds the sky's secrets, reflecting not just light but the weight of unspoken thoughts and dreams. The silhouettes of trees and the flight of birds remind us of life's delicate transience, a silent promise that endings are merely beginnings in disguise. It’s a scene that stirs the heart, urging us to pause, breathe, and cherish the fleeting magic of the present.

-Iqra Qayyum
Regular BS-7



Nadia Hussain
Bs Eng. literature ss1 
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By: Areeba Javed
BS English 8th SS2
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By: Nawal Fatima
Bs 5th Intake 3
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By: Muhammad Aqib Javed
BS 5th semester, intake first
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Umama Naeem
Semester: 4 (SS-1)
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Nadia Hussain
Bs Eng. literature ss1
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Dear Readers,

I am honored to lead the team
that has worked tirelessly to bring
you this edition of Banyan
Magazine Sargodha. This
publication showcases the
creativity, intellect, and passion of
our student community.

I extend my gratitude to our

contributors, advisors, and supporters for their dedication
and enthusiasm.

Join us in celebrating the power of knowledge, imagination,
and the vibrant spirit of our student community.

Thank you for reading Banyan Magazine Sargodha.

Sincerely,
Dr. Zareena Qasim
Editor-in-Chief, Banyan Magazine Sargodha
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