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ZABMAG
VISION

ZABMAG aims to be the central hub for
capturing SZABIST's dynamics and

showcasing our students' diverse skills
and viewpoints. We envision a vibrant
publication that encourages connections
among students, teachers, alumni, and
the wider academic community through
inspiring words. ZABMAG seeks to
cultivate a strong sense of community,
intellectual curiosity, and pride in the
SZABIST experience with engaging
content, captivating poetry, and
imaginative storytelling. Join us on this
journey of exploration and celebration,
where every page reflects the richness of

our academic community.

We aspire to amplify the voices of our

students, providing a platform for them
to explore passions, articulate views, and
engage in the vibrant intellectual
discourse defining our university.
ZABMAG is dedicated to embodying the
academic excellence and forward-
thinking ethos of SZABIST, acting as a
catalyst for innovation, creativity, and
meaningful social impact.



MESSAGE
FROM
THE HOG

[ am delighted to introduce this edition of ZABMAG, the official publication of SZABIST.
Through ZABMAG we are celebrating the diverse skills, concepts, and achievements

within our university. The magazine serves as a symbol of our collective spirit,
creativity, scholarly curiosity, and a strong sense of community. ZABMAG brings us
together, promotes engagement, and enriches our community with captivating poetry,
insightful articles, compelling artwork, and inspiring stories. It underscores our
unwavering commitment to academic excellence and continuous learning. I extend my
thanks to the editorial team, authors, and everyone involved in bringing this vision to
life. Let us join hands to embark on this exciting journey and transform ZABMAG into a
cherished platform that amplifies our voices and showcases the brilliance of SZABIST.

MESSAGE FROM THE
EDITOR-IN-GHIEF

ZABMAG is a space honoring creativity,
passion, intelligence and voices. It
encourages deep dialogue, thinking out
of the box and letting creativity flow. I
have seen some great work by our
students at SZABIST and it gives me
great pride to share the best of the best
with you!
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ZABMAG

PERISHA SYED - EDITOR ENGLISH

I"MINTERESTED IN ARTS, WRITING AND ANYTHING WHICH RELATES
TO THE CREATIVE WORLD. IT LETS ME EXPLORE, TRY OUT NEW
THINGS AND GO BEYOND MY COMFORT ZONE. IT WAS GREAT
READING THE WORKS SENT IN AND | CAN'T WAIT FOR YOU TO
CHECKITOUT! CHEERS!

ZAYNAB UL GHAZALI - EDITOR URDU

AS A TEAM WE'VE CRAFTED EACH PAGE WITH PRECISION,
WEAVING TOGETHER IDEAS, ART, AND INSIGHTS. WITH A PASSION
FOR STORYTELLING, | INVITE YOU TO A WORLD WHERE EVERY
WORD, EVERY IMAGE, TELLS A COMPELLING STORY. WELCOME
TOTHE JOURNEY BETWEEN THESE PAGES.

MUHAMMAD IBRAHIM - DESIGN EDITOR

COMPUTER SCIENCE BACKGROUND AND A PASSION FOR ART
AND MUSIC HAVE TURNED ME INTO A VIRTUOSO | ALWAYS
YEARNED TO BE. | AM EXCITED | AM PUTTING MYSELF INTO WHAT
YOU WILLREAD AND ENJOY.

HOORAIN SHAHZAD - DESIGN EDITOR

YOUR FRIENDLY NEIGHBOURHOOD FINAL-YEAR SOCIAL
SCIENCES WIZARD IS HERE! I'VE PERFECTED THE ART OF TURNING
COFFEE INTO THEORIES AND THEORIES INTO LAUGHS. | PROMISE,
NO SOCIAL THEORIES WERE HARMED IN THE MAKING OF THIS
MAGAZINE!I HAPPY READING!

SYED ANIS U RAHMAN - MANAGING EDITOR

A PSYCHOLOGY STUDENT HAILING FROM LORALAIL | HAVE
PROFOUND INTEREST IN READING AND LEARNING NEW
PERSPECTIVES, FEEDING THE SOUL AND UNDERSTANDING THE
WORLD. SO PLEASE DELVEINTO WHATTHE MAGAZINE HOLDS!
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. A . . it

Ou the Tutellectual Poverty and Dalluess of the Wodern Whiter. . .

A fundamental problem in the social sciences and humanities - particularly,
their Western conception - is that the modern writer is expected to transcend
emotions while presenting his analysis. Moreover, he needs to demonstrate this
convincingly, to avoid being seen as prejudiced in any way.

In biographies this almost always comes at the cost of some form of vilification
of the subject. That is, to come out clean, to show his objectivity as a historian,
he has to resort to intellectual nitpicking, scrutinising the traits of the
protagonist. Sometimes this means to recreate her personality in the cast of the
limited archival evidence available, and to pass it on as ‘the truth’.

The common thread running through most of these pseudoscientific stories is
self-interest. The protagonist is shown to have acted in interest of maximising
their political and/or economic power. Thus, the 'dispassionate’ and 'incisive'
writer thrives upon denigration of the protagonist and offers an apparently
analytical slant that claims to be free from emotions.

An unintended consequence of the quest for such ‘objectivity’ is that - apart
from satiation of narcissistic tendencies within the writer - writing has mostly
become useless. Almost every ‘non-fiction’ article or book has the same worn-

out 'plot: he, she, they, had this interest or that, which motivated them to pursue

a certain action, and/or grow into a certain kind of personality. The winner

here is the writer, essentially, the framer of the one being written about.

That a mother, a brother, a king, a sage, a scientist, or a sufi, can just not be
benevolent, and be motivated by a higher cause other than greed, comes from
the imperative upon the modern writer to situate things in an excruciatingly
profane setting - that is also dull and ugly. The underconfident scribe, in a
quest for acceptance, embarks on the beaten path of explaining art in mere
mechanistic terms, to be accepted in the post-renaissance world.

When you encounter such a write-up - and you will come across many - please
give him space, but don’t be so dull. The world is a fantastic place, and indeed
fantastical.

Dr. Syed Muhammad Usman Masood
Assistant Professor, Management Sciences, SZABIST University, Islamabad




Realm of Resilience

“A LOT CAN HAPPEN BETWEEN NOW AND NEVER.” Life is far too important a thing ever to
talk seriously about. What is this brief, immortal life if not the pursuit of a legacy?
Sometimes, I ask myself whether I should truly believe in destiny or legacy, but both are
nothing without a meaningful life. No matter how much knowledge we accumulate or what
skills or strategies we learn to strive through life, nothing is what it seems. Trust your
instincts, for they never lie. | knew you can't judge a book by its cover. However, you can by
its first few chapters and certainly by its last.

I came from a very small city in District Mansehra. I grew up in a village where,
unfortunately, education is a mystery & opportunities are a cloudy dream. In search of
dreams and opportunities, [ came to another city to try my luck in a few of the best colleges
in Pakistan, alongside ten thousand other students like me who were chasing their dreams
and striving through different life stories. Once you cross over, there are things in the
darkness that can keep your heart from feeling the light again. Life is full of surprises.
Embrace them, for they are what make us human.

I never felt the real joy of happiness, a sense of achievement, or accomplishment until
received an offer letter from one of the best boarding schools in Pakistan, and of course,
my alma mater, “Abbottabad Public School, Abbottabad”. I studied in my village until the 5th
grade and then, for the first time in my life, at the age of 13, I decided to move to another
city alone where people were unknown, and roads were strange, and never knew a different
journey full of envy and possibilities was waiting for me.

In this world, everything has a price. The question is, are you willing to pay it? I still
remember that I didn’t even know how to knot my tie properly. I always found fear to be my
most valuable sense. I was too scared to speak or engage with any of my fellows, and then |
spent seven years at boarding school, nothing less than heaven on earth. Living miles away

from home and with different people from different cities at such a young age teaches us
the best and priceless lessons about life. Everyone has an agenda. The trick is figuring out
what it is before they figure out yours. You need to take your opponent's side if you're going
to see things the way they do.

Life is all about perception. It's what you make of it that counts. I learned the art of
perspective, perception, and patience in a hard way but from the best. People only see what
they want to see. It's easier that way. The art of conversation lies in listening. Fight every
battle everywhere always in your mind. Everyone is your enemy, everyone is your friend,
every possible series of events is happening all at once. Live that way, and nothing will
surprise you. Everything that happens will be something that you've seen before. Know your
strengths, use them wisely, and one man can be worth ten thousand.

I learned my strengths and weaknesses and how to manage them accordingly. Strength
and power are brittle without wisdom. For the first time in my life, I realized life can be
hard and yet full of possibilities. Each passing day becomes a memory and a priceless
legacy we carry in life forever. After college, now I have to move again to another city for
another journey. Four years ago, | came to Islamabad to pursue my bachelor's at Szabist
Islamabad, again different people, different city, and new opportunities and a new mindset.
Life never remains the same throughout different journeys and different phases of life.




Education is not bound to learning at class but at every moment of life either it is socially or
morally. We experience everything the hard way for the first time it happens either it is sadness,
happiness, love or incident. The only thing matters is your loyalty and commitment to the
experience because the value of loyalty came above all else. And it also teaches you the most
priceless lessons about life. Love is more powerful than reason. Commitment is the foundation
of the very life and you should stick to it no matter the personal cost. When you've known me
longer, you'll learn that I mean everything I say. “Even the lies?” “Especially the lies.” Always
remember that wisdom is learning the boundaries of one's designated lane, crossing that lane
change the core of empathy, love and respect. Positive change is always welcome by everyone
but not everyone wants to bring positive change in others life. Change is law and no amount of
pretending will alter that reality. | have found in my experience that people rarely change and
when they do, they are not to be trusted.

The true measure of a man is not how he behaves in moments of comfort and convenience but
how he stands at times of controversy and challenges. | met some amazing people here, and |
can see each person has a different life story, a different perspective to see and measure things,
but I believe we don't need to make formal alliances with people you trust. As difficult as it
sounds, the thing is to stay calm. In whatever environment, give yourself the opportunity to slow
down, take a breath, observe, and reflect on the situation that you're in and the path through.

Every place has its own vibe and culture, how they behave, what they do, and why they do, it took
me two years to understand their perspective. But the real question is, how far can you see
things, opportunities, embrace them, analyze them accordingly. I opted for a career of my own
choice, made mistakes, learned from them, and repeated the process but never regretted any
decision. Regret is the cancer of life. It eats away at your soul until there's nothing left.

What I learned is that everything we hear is an opinion, not a fact. Everything we see is a
perspective, not the truth. Never let your emotions cloud your judgment. That's when mistakes
are made. Today, I'm 24 years old and after spending almost half of my life away from home, |
can say it was all worth it. Now [ reflect back at the very beginning when this journey started. |

knew many talented people, but now I do believe hard work beats talent every time. Practice what
you know, it will help to make clear what you don't know yet.

The first step towards getting somewhere is to decide that you are not going to stay where you
are because life always spins around our own made decisions. A psychological mindset works
far more than physical effort if we have to aim for the long term. No one should know what you
know and what you don't. Your personal self should be three steps deeper than the public one.
Why is it that when one man builds a wall, the next man immediately needs to know what's on
the other side?

The most powerful psychological mindset I have learned over the years is concentric
construction. Are you familiar with Master James of St. George? The favoured architect of
Edward I. Do you know why? He literally built castles within castles. Impossible to penetrate. You
could breach the outer wall only to be faced with a heavily fortified gatehouse and barbican, and
a high inner wall lined with archers. Pity the poor foot soldier who made it that far. The
architecture of your mindset should rise stone by stone each year. No one can get inside to hurt
you. We all wear masks, some more than others. People always have a way of revealing who they
are, but we ignore it because we want them to be who we want them to be. You just have to give
them space and time to do so. No mask can be worn forever. Channelling yourself in the right
direction into the future by learning from the past is the best approach yet. The past always
finds a way to catch up with you. It's just a matter of when. The journey will continue as it builds
legacy for the coming one’s and never forget “A LOT CAN HAPPEN BETWEEN NOW AND
NEVER.”

Ahsan Khalid
Student of BS Software Engineering, SZABIST University, Islamabad
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Watching from afar,

The footsteps are approaching me really fast,
Palpitation & sensation felt in the whole body,
Just like an October flower,

That stays with you,

Blossom you,

You start living your life again,

With a recurring belief that nobody can snatch it away

But who knows that October is just a delusion of healing

scars,
For a while, it makes your life worth living,
Then, a scratching sound of broken glass,
Oh, you heard it, right?
Because you are the victim of this illusionary star
You came back to your old life,
Everything has changed now,
An emotional fool believing in the goodness of the people,
Even after living through many dark nights,
You live the delusion,
Your reflection in the mirror stands out, but your heart is
still there,
Who waits all their life to step into that world again,
The hollowness arrives,
It takes you to the point zero all over again,
The autumny dryness kills you slowly
Until October hits you hard again to face its wrath readily!

Rameesha Sheikh
Student of MS-Media Studies, SZABIST University, Islamabad
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Enlightened Pain

Pain shows us the light in the darkness
It nurtures our personality
We want to get rid of it
But it lasts forever as a loyal partner
People regret because they feel pain makes them unworthy
The reality is;
You lose yourself in light of happiness
What you seek is seeking you. Janise, the name as everyone regards- it "The
Gift of God,” but her personality embeds insecurity and fears. A short-
heighted girl brought up with inner scars, a lone person living an aimless
life. She belongs to an upper-middle-class family, easily influenced by the
glittering personas of others.

One fine morning, Janise encounters a physically challenged girl in a park.
Nirma, MPhil student of social sciences. Janise, being absent-minded, is
spending her me-time sitting on a bench. Suddenly, she sees a girl with a
walker beside her. Both are unaware of what lies ahead of them. Janise quietly
observes Nirma. She couldn't stop herself and started approaching her. There
is some magic in the air that attracts Janise towards her. Both of them
instantly felt a deep connection. After formal greetings, without any
hesitation, Nirma starts sharing her upheaval journey. Nirma’s parents put
their heart and soul into giving her the confidence to face the devilish norms.
Her life span of 24 years was a roller coaster ride one can't dream of. The
pain, the agony at the hands of your relatives, society, and the way she dealt
with her inner turmoil. Janise wondered and asked her curiously, “Howdid
you gain this strength from?” Her response left Janise speechless, and she

. almost lost consciousness momentarily. Nirma responded hesitantly, “My
childhood friend shared a few lines with me, and she read somewhere that
pain stays with you as a loyal partner. People regret because'they want to get
rid of pain so it won’t make them unworthy, but in reality, people lose
themselves in pursuit of happiness.... These lines were so powerful, so poetic...

1

For me, it is something enlightened pain that keeps you moving.” Nirma’s .+ « -

father gives Janise water to comfort her. Janise constantly thinks about Nirma -

and scrolls her Instagram.
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Tew Yeane ago, Tolamabad

A girl, 17 years old, was crying at night. The dim yellowish LED lights lit up the room
and slightly removed the horrific darkness. That teenage girl picked up a pen and
wrote down a few lines: ’ /
“Oh God, tighten up my heart with your love and show me the guiding light, so =
peoples’ taunts and ridiculous remarks about my physical appearance won't let my.
self-esteem down.
Pain shows us the light in the darkness
It nurtures our personality
We want to get rid of it
But it lasts forever as a loyal partner
People regret because they feel pain makes them unworthy
The reality is;
You lose yourself in light of happiness!”

Dresent MWoment

The phrases “Enlightened Pain” and “Guiding Path” stuck in Janise’s mind. She turns
the first page of her diary and reads the prayer aloud that she made at a tender age.
Nirma repeated the lines once written by Janise during the phase of emotional -
breakdown and the very reason behind her dizziness in the park.
One year later, Janise dives into the social-political arena to serve her community.
She is again sitting on the same bench, the same park where she met Nirma. Janise
sees a girl again with a walker. Suddenly she starts jumping and in a high-pitched ¥
voice calling that girl, “Oh Gosh! Nirma”. Nirma, on the other side, breathes deeply. oo
She stayed silent without uttering a word. Janise was taken aback, thinking Nirma w
had forgotten their first encounter. Janise moved away and turned her back. A ;
shuddered voice hits her ears: ‘ ;
“l told you that your pain will show you the light because darkness cannot erase the A A
darkness, but light, the guiding light, will heal you.” " S , %
With teary eyes, Nirma tries to stand on her feet without the support of a walker and et BT
takes a few steps toward Janise. Janise couldn’t believe her eyes. She again rushed to
~hug her, and their spiritual-magnetic connection changed their pathways. Janise
earns high self-esteem after getting inspired by Nirma, and Nirma finds motivation
to take a step forward from Janise's journey and consistent struggle with her inner
scars and trauma. A5

Rameesha Sheikh i ek 0, f
Student of MS-Media Studies, SZABIST University, Islamabad T




A Goarney from Golden Ages to Dark Ages.

During its peak, Rome reigned as the most dominant empire globally, a time when
paganism was prevalent and religion was of little concern to states or entities. Rome
was a force to be reckoned with, conquering any empire that crossed its path.
However, the rise of Christianity marked a shift from the pursuit of imperial glory to
religious devotion. The Bible was translated into Latin, becoming the cornerstone of
the masses' faith.

The Roman Empire split into East and West, dividing Christianity into Orthodoxy
and Catholicism. The East adopted Arabic due to reverence for the Quran and
teachings of Prophet Muhammad . The Western population faced challenges with
Christian doctrines and Latin jargon, leading to Protestantism and a gradual
departure from traditional Christian beliefs. The rivalry between the East and West
often symbolized the rise of one civilization at the expense of the other. Eastern
society strayed from fundamental principles of Islam and succumbed to Western
influence due to colonization, duplicity of leaders, and the allure of Western ideals.
This led to a diminished understanding of their faith and monopolized Islamic
knowledge through Arabic, by religious leaders.

The decline of the East's once great empires - the Abbasid Caliphate, Ayyubid
Sultanate, Ottoman Empire, Mughal Empire, Delhi Sultanate, Khwarazmian Empire,

and many others - can be attributed to a shift in priorities towards power and wealth.

This shift led to a loss of the foundational principles of Islam, which had been
instrumental in the past glories and Golden Age of our civilizations. As a result, we
ceased to achieve victories like those at Badr, Yarmouk, and Panipat, or to make
conquests of cities such as Mecca, Jerusalem, Constantinople, Ctesiphon, Cordoba,
Daibal, and Edessa.

Gone are the days when our enemies fell at our hands, such as Abu Jahl, Rustam,
Shivaji, Reynold, Vlad, and Raja Dahir. The faith and fervor that once fueled our
successes and glorified the Almighty Creator have waned, leading us into a
prolonged period of decline known as our Dark Ages. The allure of Western
propaganda has further distanced us from our roots, perpetuating this decline.
It is imperative that we rekindle the elements of faith and devotion that
characterized our Golden Age if we are to reclaim our former glories. By doing so,
we can once again rise to greatness and achieve victories that will be remembered
for generations to come.

Syed Anis U Rahman
Student of BS Social Sciences, SZABIST, Islamabad
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Tte Dilemma of (Chasing Dream

At least once in our lives, we reach a point where we have
everything we have ever dreamed of. However, suddenly, with one
wave of reality, it all seems to vanish. A similar thing happened to
me in my life. I got this realization that, even when all our dreams

come true, there exists a poignant gap between accomplishment
and true satisfaction. Sometimes, when you attain all the
satisfaction, you still feel that something is missing in life because
of the things you left behind just to accomplish the dreams you've
had. Bug, in the end, those things turn out to be your nightmare;
reality carries away all the things you have in your life—sometimes
breathtaking views do not guarantee an enduring sense of joy.
Continuing to chase your dreams does not guarantee that you will
have all the happiness or satisfaction afterward. Life is
unpredictable; we are not sure whether we will live another second
or not. So why are we chasing dreams and not living in reality?
Why are we carrying the burdens of the past and the tensions of
the future, not enjoying the time we have in our life? Maybe this
second of our life is all that we have.

In the dance between dreams and reality, we confront the
profound truth that fulfillment is a dynamic state, a journey rather
than a destination. We should just embrace the unpredictability of

life so that even when the waves of reality threaten to wash away
our dreams, they leave behind the beauty of the journey that we
have.

Hira Shehzad Malik
Student of BSAF, SZABIST University, Islamabad
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ootalyia Caltare

Times are rapidly changing and greatly evolving. Everyone is running a
marathon in attempt to stand out, catch up and keep up with the ever-
changing norms,. Amidst all this, lies an urge, a yearning for something
familiar, soothing, giving a sense of solace. Nostalgia is something we all
look for, even in the smallest things. This feeling ignites a longingness to
bring back the magic of the earlier years and experiences.
Nostalgia culture mirrors the human desire to, in a way, link to the past
and relive the past; memories, moments, reminisce times with our loved
ones, after all, those events and times shape who we are. This influences
our day to day lives, music, movies, and much more.

For instance, in the realm of entertainment, we sense a touch of
nostalgia. Classics such as those of Frank Sinatra, Elvis, George Michael
in Hollywood, remakes, and covers of Muhammad Raffi, Kishore Kumar,
and Lata Mangeshkar bring back the good times for the older
generations and introduce Gen-Z and Millennials to the classics. Life
comes full circle.

Producers and directors cash and capitalize on nostalgia, by recreating
films such as The Legend of Maula Jatt, live action adaptations of The
Lion King, the Beauty and the Beast carry a sense of nostalgia. |
remember watching these original Disney films on CDs and VCRs (I'm
not that old, I promise), the remakes and newer versions take me back to
the simpler times.

Maybe social media has a role too, in bringing back these memories.
Sharing childhood pictures, videos, taking part in throwback/flashback
challenges brings back the fond memories and gives us solace. For the
newer generation, social media is your time capsule, and one day,
looking back on it will bring a smile on your face.

Nostalgia shapes who we are. We honor and have a strong sense of
heritage and belonging, accompanied by the motivation to move forward
and explore what life has in store for us. It keeps us grounded and
focused in this oh-so-rapidly changing world.

Perisha Syed
Student of BS Social Sciences, SZABIST University, Islamabad

13









1ty

(s i)

LUk i fF

Fr Lk tgﬂuré;gzg
LI it it f
J@’/fkf"é&g:

G EE iR
%’ﬁ”%’/fi{t/( 1 F
KJ/“’(’?L:;

< tuurid
(APl tru i
BN L Yt SRS
SIS L gy
/7uy)uv‘¢uju:5_~3wgf}:)ugz
:’/u;/:"',/&d}ic‘_ﬂdw!ugq

e ASEUBBESSL P
§3/ 1)

(3Pl i

(APl tru i
SArSAT

U brons P Sule

e bl kKU Ul
corlader U
‘LD/CJUU’E).

< taurid

(3PPl tnu i

C B NSTTE S LS
LN L e
Cﬁuﬁ’&}%‘;u@m{:}af“f
skt S0 M
AL RS

AT S

WY T

6o

< tn L

4&}“‘[1;"!(&‘:_L"nu’:)'é
lj‘/ﬂc}:quﬂ)u’;.) fﬁ S
LU)/:;UJ‘/ugéj

I
N FI f el 3 S p il Sl




v UW/::
La(f.zgu’;ﬁ
ISNATT:
.,/uj"aj/of&u?i
LU +/l,Ku;“€;
AP
cgr bt

:e‘.a;;tcﬁ’

o/ b
(Fe )

UG/ e
Sl S
‘LJVJL’/:/C‘L,.;/KU}J)
Bi_yi s

bl Ul o
o

< ST U

ANL U

< Uuzgﬁ

Vi

LLuk
S FEn S LS
fn(lgguf;f;

F’"’L’ﬁ’f{.f

Fe

U e er§use
f:“-u“";“-éué%d/
e LA,

sfrig e
Al SIEU36s
4frbese
f’nulg:ﬁ"gl’g

;g'}w‘&x’g MJ‘MQJ'/’;VJ’?«/};{QUM

17



JF
(df},«g')}(’f)

Ut & IS G 1k
B E i e FIL P
AT A e ped S ed
gt £ st drgel ot

A s SO CU L

u“?é/ JGl ufl::.)lpd:?( uu.?f

A ot Bt E
U ENE S Ut
G 7 A LT Lk
g £ e A LAE s
ol Ut S5 et
L JEE E

13

VTSR it S A S s g st




QSR A ST Bl 30 KR T g A };-uﬁu’/ip..g%g
Iy e S S A

---“‘Ldﬁ'ﬁt)} UES 2l b Gie Lt 55

2P SUIEE st s 3 S e 2 LK
&lguﬁ;:c‘-&lk‘wd/é.éi'gfﬁ-&gf:’,é.u’?KMJLGU:J;I/':‘/“,Q:/“V.&%J
AN
“dl/ui-é‘a/U"‘J'f’;zké-gﬁj;/bfﬁjuﬁ“&?r“&?rﬁ-éabjgy
Lo I g Frss s Fap eSS e o 1P

ALy L

Gl T 5S”
{)djﬁfquf/';’@fg,:»-uﬂl}ga,/}’d{/éulL;ld/b;i'uﬁ‘ﬂ_ugg%ﬂ”
e

Ll /fﬂ,vd,&:j“ﬂLuﬁ
J’O"J/y,ﬁ?u;{%/“tf‘w‘:&;’jt-e}—U'ﬁJu’ﬁquetf%L/)fzk“wﬁuf{:d/”};
eIt i BodEL Ly S
-yﬁg‘;wldzéw,’uf{ujgK;L,g’.éf),guﬁi_u;»m)gﬂﬁ} é,
“« uf

WIS Mmij}é,(g-k:uﬁ; g f;&)gfu,Lng;
Ut L

Ui




S B IS I b 2 e

‘S

U S sns”

LGP E T e S

S %QCLJ b f bt (s S sty tgw@djﬁéﬁmtf;‘ugmf" < ST
_ngfé)&aj@;))/}c;iujr

ForS ST Ul il g St sy i B
_;g‘_}:uév,ql?&/@“.JL\I@:{&L/&A};}
‘Ltgmb,lf'w%l/uf‘dg‘ac@/’

PRy O S-S

iz LG ot i 5157

“CTe Ul R,

S 75 sl ed K6l e plirie 2l IR F LK SomsP

S TV T U Jauts Ko B s Bt 2k e AE 28
s fast P AN ES TS 13
S ISR by B P AL AL nap Sl ST =
TotsTee
Gt
c«gé.biu;/.l.g/?uﬂ/ouﬂtgK&:/ufgggjfupﬂ .Lja{é.féb‘«.lg; b{)/’}é’
S
NNy 8 )
el
AT
ULl
Syl
yal'dydl
NI el il S A g;:m}g




ok ihr

(té u.‘.b/b/)'/.‘y/

boéf’bﬁ'/

SOILT
SuseL s
9402 gjd/w
SIS F
e ok s
I aY
UL Uy f
e LUty
FUsg LUt
UL s

Je ol)/z{é 59

&}vﬁ’/ﬁ/@

;gT’/M‘J’/}.{;j MJ‘MQJ'/"/VJ’%/?;/?QMM

AP
U0y’ s
SSISF
S
LS
BE AN
U0k ihg s
U0k ihg’ s
SUEEL el
SukdusL
DAL ng
ST
S0k ihg s

Je ol)w'é 29

Zy/ru;f((lfm.».
S USSPl T
b bosser?
RSSTF
Uz
Sz
ER- X N
Uz $ !
L5,
2P
Sunir s
/?u;jl{z.if
uﬁgjlkéubu’
SUELF o




J7
(ufig’)}qf)

Al b o
o mbE U gers

4 Joos i n S
o e 151 ET ‘gd/‘fi:
B nre Uiy
o e B el e Uk
St r KT
o e Gr o Q//CP U

st Js ek 4 o o gl
o e e fn uf/n u.lfK

S 1

AT g el s A F e e g st



K
(Eteen s B E 1)

Kal F UG+ e
AL lg i LSS S
Sy IS B
/Q‘é“‘aj/’b'd/c[;/?é_/&f
Jw%/’&ﬁécu}f L T}
/gutﬁ'%ﬂéjidlﬁiaw,t
F el Gl S
MBI e S oS BRS
NN E & iporeadis sz
M/ u?,,,zgﬁéd/ur.;gufz
SRS Do
NP e A6
P TSl
o A

Gt
NS g bt s A s o g ok




e

J#
(%)

Sl R :

-
e

LA
’3 -

w5 S Ll
xfé?d/dt‘/é!’gﬁ?&f.m
§ S e (PELA E
w5 § e 2§
VAL PRI
w5 SJFUBIE 92  p
L st pote s
w5 S Jt s B
i L gy i
w5 Sl Utke Suky

5 gy 4 y A
S i

N
p
1
\
3
{
\

‘ 1

o -"-A., g
S ol 4

-4},{;.‘3.

.-

YW

Vi
;QTFM@;{I;’, St st T




&g &S usT
F st o o
Urkﬂb e gb 2% 0]

e N & -
€, s ;
-.‘Q'}' ;ﬁf By ,..- =7

A
<mﬁ:
L

'!rr,
b

']
J
2 Wy
" «
i
- AN
.
3 v
Gyq 7 4
T =3
v 1
; ‘;‘
- o'}
. -~
-~
4 5
-

P b N R b o/ & .
AW $os g epios il s A frasis




’;.
L |
+

:.‘J'JI-'

! I'I i‘.
1 \

\ r |
Y
i

Ly
.

'I‘:' 3 B
B .f 2 a4 :‘ A

|
1 | Lh
WY | fRere

-

e
- ‘“’ |
-s_lh‘ [
:

| " 3 v
] "1




szabistislamabad

'E”'":'-'I.F‘k - LA

szabist.islamabad.official

szabist.islamabad.official

e}
3
b=
o
o
R
0
o)
N
(%}

szabist-islamabad




	Page 1
	Page 2
	Page 3
	Page 4
	Page 5
	Page 6
	Page 7
	Page 8
	Page 9
	Page 10
	Page 11
	Page 12
	Page 13
	Page 14
	Page 15
	Page 16
	Page 17
	Page 18
	Page 19
	Page 20
	Page 21
	Page 22
	Page 23
	Page 24
	Page 25
	Page 26
	Page 27
	Page 28

