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Loneliness

Is there anyone, here, again?

My grieving heart,

Noone!

Might be a passer-by,

He will go somewhere else

The night has sunk

And the dusty stars are to disperse soon;
Flickering lamps droop down

In palatial halls;

Every pathway has fallen asleep

Tired of along expectant wait;

Alien dust has dimmed every footmark
Put out these candles,

Set aside this wine, flask and cup,
Boltyoursleepless doors,

No one will come here, now!

Nono one,

Noone!
(Faiz Ahmad Faiz)
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We know that particles of matter are always
moving and are never at rest. At a given
temperature in any gas, liquid or solid, there are
particles with different amount of kinetic energy.
In the case of liquids, a small fraction of particles
at the surface, having higher kinetic energy, is
able to break away from the forces of attraction of
other partilces and gets converted into vapour.
This phenomenon of change of liquid into
vapours at any temperature below its boiling
pointis called evaporation.
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Toba Tek Singh

When the India-Pakistan caboodle started Bishan Singh often asked the other inmates where Toba
Tek Singh was. Nobody could tell him. Now even the visitors had stopped coming. Previously his
sixth sense would tell him when the visitors were due to come. But not anymore. His inner voice
seemed to have stilled. He missed his family, the gifts they used to bring and the concern with
which they used to speak to him. He was sure they would have told him whether Toba Tek Singh
was in India or Pakistan. He also had the feeling that they came from Toba Tek Singh, his old
home.

A few days before the exchange was due to take place, a Muslim from Toba Tek Singh who
happened to be a friend of Bishan Singh came to meet him. He had never visited him before. On
seeing him, Bishan Singh tried to slink away, but the warder barred his way. "Don't you recognize
your friend Fazal Din?" he said. "He has come to meet you." Bishan Singh looked furtively at Fazal
Din, then started to mumble something. Fazal Din placed his hand on Bishan Singh's shoulder. "I
have been thinking of visiting you for a long time," he said. "But I couldn't get the time. Your
family is well and has gone to India safely. I did what I could to help. As for your dughter, Roop
Kaur"-- he hesitated-- 'She is safe too in India."

Bishan Singh kept quiet. Fazal Din continued: "Your family wanted me to make sure you
were well. Soon you'll be moving to India. Please give my salaam to bhai Balbir Singh and bhai
Wadhawa Singh and bahain Amrit Kaur. Tell Balbir that Fazal Din is well. Say I think of them
often and to write to me if there is anything I can do."

Then he added "Here, I've brought some plums for you."

Bishan Singh took the gift from Fazal Din and handed it to the guard. "Where is Toba Tek
Singh?" he asked.

"Where? Why, it is where it has always been."

"In India or Pakisan?"

"In India O no, in Pakistan."

Without saying another word, Bishan Singh walked away, muttering "Uper the gur gur the
annexe the bay dhyana the mungh the dal of the Pakistan and India dur fittey moun."

(Translated by Urdu)
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