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INTRODUCTION
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Alys Faiz lived her entire life, and continues to live after 
her death over a decade ago, in the shadow of her illustrious 
husband. It must have been difficult for a proud, fiercely 
independent woman to subsume her own identity into his 
and become, forever, ‘Mrs. Faiz’. For all of us in her family, 
though, she was always just ‘Mama’, a moniker that she 
bestowed on herself and insisted that everyone use as well. 
Technically, she was our grandmother but she would have 
nothing to do with us, her grandchildren, calling her ‘Naani’; 
so we called her ‘Mama’, the same thing her daughters called 
her. In fact, she was ‘Mama’ for everyone with whom she had 
a bond of affection. To everyone else, she was the imperious, 
stern, slightly scary ‘Mrs. Faiz’.

When we were growing up, there was a little decorative 
plaque hanging outside the room of our ‘Nana’ Faiz which 
said ‘Behind every great man is a woman telling him he’s 
wrong!’ We always thought that was funny. In retrospect 
though, it might as well have said ‘Behind Faiz is Alys 
without whom he wouldn’t be Faiz’. Nana admitted as much 
in his letters: that a lesser woman might have crumbled in 
the face of all the challenges that Alys had to face in her life.

While Faiz’s letters from prison, published on the 
insistence of his friend Mirza Zafar ul Hasan in the 1970s, 
have now become lore, Alys only published her personal 
letters to Faiz in 1985, a year after he died. Perhaps she 
felt they were too intimate or that he would not approve 
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(he was less than enthusiastic about his own letters being 
published earlier) or perhaps it was simply a way to assuage 
her grief at the passing away of her closest companion, the 
man who had been at her side (more or less, prison spells 
notwithstanding) for close to 50 years. While they have not 
achieved anywhere near the notoriety that Faiz’s letters 
published in his own Urdu translation as ‘Saleebain mere 
darichay main (‘Crucifixes in my window’) achieved, these 
letters have a unique place of their own in the time-honored 
canon of ‘prison literature’. 

They are a testament to a young mother’s struggle 
against tremendous odds to survive and prevail. Separated 
from her family and from the place of her birth, Alys never 
expected that within a few years of her marriage and with 
two young daughters, she would also be separated from 
the man she loved and her only source of livelihood.  When 
the unthinkable happened though, and Faiz was, literally, 
hauled off in the middle of the night, Alys did the only 
thing she could. True to her British spirit she pulled up her 
socks and got to work. She joined Faiz’s paper The Pakistan 
Times as a columnist, cycling back and forth to the office 
(their car had to be sold to pay living expenses), juggling 
her meagre income to keep a roof over her children’s head 
and fighting forcefully and tirelessly to clear her husband’s 
name and get him released from prison. Within four years, 
they were both vindicated when the ‘Rawalpindi Conspiracy 
Case’ was declared null and void and all those arrested were 
exonerated and honorably released. 

These letters are a record of Alys’s struggle and her 
eventual triumph. They are by turn, funny, touching, sad 
and inspiring. Those who knew Alys only as ‘Mrs. Faiz’ 
might be surprised to find passages in the letters that show 
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a poetic side to her that was not readily apparent when 
meeting her face to face, such as this passage from a letter 
from early on in Faiz’s imprisonment in 1951: “The weather 
cools day by day, and now a rich wind is blowing and the 
moon, half-eaten, still shines. I know it is the same with you 
and this gladdens my heart.” (18 September 1951)

Or this one from later on: “Lahore too is lovely nowadays. 
Of course there are a few unpleasant hours in between but 
the dust is laid low and, as you say, we are now on the last 
lap. Dear heart, the days will soon be over, days of wishing 
the time away and, who knows, the tears may be patched, 
and the torn places hidden, and then I tell myself what we 
have missed we can surely make up, by giving to our girls 
the joy, the happiness, and fun which is their right, and the 
right of all others too.” (22 July 1954)

In addition to being a reflection of Alys’s personality and 
of her vibrant relationship with both Faiz and their children, 
the letters are also, in their own way, a valuable record of 
the turbulent times in which they were written. The new 
nation of Pakistan was still finding its way and the decade 
of the 1950s was a particularly unsettled one. After the 
assassination of Prime Minister Liaqat Ali Khan in 1951, the 
country entered a long period of political upheaval which 
eventually culminated in its first military government in 
1958. Faiz was incarcerated in 1951 and released in 1955. By 
the time he came out, his beloved Lahore and Pakistan 
itself had changed beyond recognition. The euphoria of 
independence had long evaporated, replaced by a funereal 
gloom and despondency about the future. 

Alys’s letters reflect some of the turmoil taking place in 
society while Faiz was in prison. While she observes most 
of this through the lens of her domestic concerns (prices of 
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essential grocery items, concerns for the safety of her young 
daughters etc), she was also politically astute and this shows 
in her comments to Faiz.

This new edition of ‘Dear Heart’ has been updated and 
corrected and some editorial comments have been added for 
clarity. The content of the letters remains exactly as Alys 
wrote them to Faiz.

Faiz Foundation Pakistan in collaboration with FaizGhar is 
happy to bring this updated edition of ‘Dear Heart’ to a new 
generation of readers. We would like to offer special thanks 
to our friend from India, scholar and writer Farha Noor for 
her hard work on this new edition. Faiz and Alys are long 
gone but the ideals by which they lived their lives are as 
relevant today as they were when Pakistan was born. 

Dr. Ali Madeeh Hashmi
Lahore. July 2015.



Standing left to right:
Christabel Taseer, Mrs. George (mother) and Alys Faiz
Sitting left to right:
Mr. George (father), Salman Taseer
Maryam Taseer, Salma Taseer, Salima Faiz and Dr. M.D. Taseer
Government College Open Air Theatre - Winter 1947
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Faiz and three others (including one woman) were 
arrested in the early hours of the morning of March 9th, 
1951, and then began one of the most extraordinary episodes 
in the history of Pakistan – extraordinary and disgraceful.

We were awakened by shouts, and the sound of running 
feet, in the early hours of the morning. Our apartment was 
on the first floor. Downstairs, in the front garden of the 
lower apartment, we discerned what appeared to be dozens 
of armed police; we were asked to open the doors. A raid? 
An election campaign was going on. Armed policemen 
tramped up the stairs, and police officers surrounded us. 
What was it all about? There was no answer. No warrants. 
‘You have to come with us’. ‘Clothes?’ A shake of the head. 
‘Bedding perhaps?’ I packed some bedding. The girls were 
asleep. Faiz went into their room to kiss them. The tramp 
of feet followed him. He bent down – the policemen on his 
heels bent down too. He kissed the girls. He was closely 
watched. As he left, he took another look at them through 
the window and smiled at me. Policemen took him by the 
arms. How could I have known that several years would 
pass before we should meet in that room again – and that 
three months would pass before we had any news of him 
whatsoever?

The next day the fury broke. Prime Minister Liaquat Ali 
Khan alleged that these people had hatched a conspiracy 
which was to strike at the very roots of Pakistan. The Press 



46

howled madly, ranted, stormed, threatened, demanded public 
hanging and the like – without of course knowing what it 
was all about. Why not? Because justice was obviously not 
to be done. After many more arrests, and no news of Faiz’s 
whereabouts, we heard that they had all been arrested 
under the Bengal Conspiracy Act of 1818, dug up from the 
misery, cruelty and injustice of the worst days of British 
Imperialism. And, as if this was not enough, the National 
Assembly of Pakistan was to pass a very special Act, namely, 
The Rawalpindi Conspiracy Case Act – a most heinous piece 
of injustice. A special tribunal was to be set up, consisting of 
High Court Judges; the trial would take place in Hyderabad 
Jail, in the Sind desert. A special court room, carefully air-
conditioned, would be built, and even the walls of the jail 
would be raised and electrified as a precautionary measure 
against escape! And of course the trial was to be secret, and 
there would be no appeal.

The charges were endless – all of them carrying a death 
sentence – only rape, as Faiz later smilingly told me, was not 
among them. This was much later after he had been kept in 
solitary confinement for three months. Any legal mind now 
which scans this will no doubt revolt – but no legal mind 
did at that time, not publicly anyway.

Endless lakhs of money were spent on this trial, public 
money. There were the High Court Judges’ salaries, and all 
kinds of very special allowances. There was the upkeep of 
the prisoners, fifteen of them, plus two informers. There was 
the cost of the secrecy itself, the phenomenal fees of the 
prosecution lawyers – eminent lawyers held the brief. The 
cost of bringing hundreds of witnesses to the desert court 
room, and there was the private expenditure of the families 
of the prisoners – those who could afford it.



47

The Bengal Conspiracy Act contained a clause providing 
for the maintenance of the family of the “criminal”, stated 
as “their original social status…” Mine was that of the wife 
of the Editor of The Pakistan Times.  When I applied for my 
‘status symbol’, I was told that the gentleman concerned 
ranted long and loud. I was finally, after long argument, 
given an allowance only for the three months of solitary 
confinement before the trial began, to the tune of less than 
three hundred rupees a month and, to add insult to injury, 
the cost of Faiz’s boarding and lodging in jail during this 
period was deducted! I have made angry references in my 
letters to this. Let it not be assumed that we were overpaid 
for the conspiracy we were supposed to have hatched!

At long last we met Faiz in Lyallpur Jail. The 
Superintendent was obviously nervous about us – about the 
tremendous responsibility which rested upon his shoulders! 
He looked at our two little girls. No son?! No. He shook his 
head sadly. Too bad, he said. He had, it seemed, already 
decided what the end would be.

These letters, rather the portions which I have selected, 
were written to Faiz during the years which followed, 
during the trial and the subsequent sentence. They were 
years of loneliness, struggle, hardship and tragedy too – but 
they were years of growing too, for us all. They were years 
too, of finding love, sympathy and admiration in often the 
most unexpected places and people. They were years of 
loyalty because, slowly but surely, men and women in all 
walks of life began to understand (even secret trials reveal 
their secrets). All our interviews during this period were 
in the presence of jail wardens, CID officers – hence we 
developed a sort of communication code; words and phrases 
for our personal messages, and also for others’ messages – 
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and news too, even scraps. I have avoided, as far as possible, 
using the names of officials involved in this affair in respect 
for the dead and as a concession to the living.

All kinds of people still make references to this trial, some 
of them as though they really knew what it was all about! 
After thirty-four years, we who lived through it, who knew 
what it was all about, seldom talk of it – we cannot do so 
without demanding that whatever passed within the four 
walls of the court room in the Sind desert be made public, 
along with the judgement – and that the guilty be made 
known – dead or alive.

This correspondence began after the long period of 
solitary confinement was over, after charges had been 
formally made, after the prisoners had been conveyed by 
special train, under heavy armed guard, to Hyderabad. The 
tribunal had decreed that prisoners would ‘meet’ their 
families through a grill, or a hole in the wall, or some such 
arrangement. The prisoners protested and warned their 
families not to apply for permits to ‘visit’ unless the crisis 
had been resolved. It was.

P.S. Perhaps three decades is a long time between the 
writing of these letters and their publication, but I consider 
the contents to be entirely relevant today. All letters have 
been carefully preserved.

ALYS FAIZ
102-H, Model Town
Lahore
1-9-1985 



Faiz in 1956
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31 July 1951

Today I received your letter, so short but in these days 
of starvation enough to keep us alive. The house situation 
is that now I have a stay order (not being ejected!), but the 
rent will be raised. I hope N will be able to share with us 
– he is seeking permission (remember, he is a Government 
servant). The Press had taken up the issue in my favour, that 
is probably why the Rehabilitation Department has cooled 
down.

Enclosed is a letter for the I.G. Prisons about your balance 
of payment – hardly enough for a square meal.

It has rained today, and today is Sunday – how I 
remember scolding you on a Sunday morning for lazing 
around, and now that is all I do on a day off. I have no 
energy for anything else. The rains have brought poignant 
memories – you remember when Bokhari was here and the 
picnic on the back veranda, and bread and butter and jam! 
And the rain, rain, rain …..

Khalil and Nizami wrote touching editorials about 
our plight, which was good of them. People are very 
sympathetic about our situation, and all realise how 
important it is for me to keep my house in order to keep 
others from being victimised as well.

I haven’t been to a cinema since you left, but tonight I am 
going. Bali has started my budget-making, to see if we can 
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get by on Rs 430, including Rs 100 for the rent – a squeeze, 
but I know we shall do it. We are just waiting for you to 
return from across the darkness of separation. We shall 
have so much to make up, so much to remember, so much 
to forget …

You will find us changed. Your daughters have changed – 
grown wise and solemn – and I have grown wise too. Things 
which meant so much, now mean so little. The other night 
Mizu left with toothbrush and nightgown for Sarwar’s place. 
When she returned the next day, we asked her “Kya tum 
udaas rahi Ami-jaan ke liye?” She replied, “Nahin to – main 
sirf Abu-jaan key liye udaas hoon.” She is our sunshine and 
happiness, she keeps us alive and laughing.

Mazhar remembers you with affection as do many others 
– we have many, many friends in spite of what I had at first 
feared and imagined. Bastards are bastards the world over – 
the rot within the rot. We are now working for our Pakistan 
Day Number – and Kamal seems to have improved, his desk 
is shipshape and tidy. He is so far a considerate colleague.

2 September 1951

Sunday round once again and your elder daughter still 
absconding. Mizu also spent the weekend away, she has 
just come back. I suppose it had to be, but it has come 
sooner than expected! Cheemie has written a lovely letter 
from Abbottabad – she seems happy, they both need some 
happiness after all this. Perhaps she won’t cry now.

I shall be with you in the first week of October (C.I.D. may 
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please note), probably at the end, and then I shall move on to 
Karachi for a change.

I am sending Taseer’s manuscript proof of ‘Kawal’ to you 
through the Registrar. I have asked permission for you to 
revise it. No one else can do it since Hasrat has joined Radio 
Pakistan and left the thing as it was. It should be published 
while there is a chance for its sale. Chris needs the money 
also.

I would have come for Eid but the office work has become 
complicated – with the Quaid’s anniversary and also Eid Day 
supplements – besides which, Tufail will see you this month 
so joys must be rationed – as justice is! Rumour says many 
astounding things – which is heartening – but I fear much 
of it is just goodwill and wishful thinking. The war tension 
is almost over. I wonder what the Begums will do now? Can 
you imagine ‘F’ Begum in ARP uniform? Or rather Qaumi 
Razakar? It was almost worth the risk of war to see her 
and the rest! But of course if there were really a war they 
wouldn’t be seen for dust. We would carry on, having no 
place to run to.

I am glad you are now getting papers – there must have 
been a somersault of views somewhere though not, I’m sure, 
in the Jail Department. Anyway, failing all else, I.G.P. Singh 
and Marcelle will keep you alive.

Today N spent Sunday out. His wife sulked and then 
howled. Mizu was of course hovering around, all eyes and 
ears, and came and told me the story. She has her finger 
on the pulse of their living. Of course, it doesn’t sound in 
English what it did in Urdu, plus her histrionics.

“Auntie Z is crying.”
“Why?” I asked.
“Cha Cha N. has left her alone all day long.”
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“I never used to cry if Aba went out all day long.”
“You weren’t alone Ami, you had us two children.”
“Well, I was here all day, she could have talked to me.”
“H’m, but you see, you don’t talk to her like Cha Cha N 

talks – and anyway she calls him Lala-Ji.” (A long sigh for 
the ways of this world!)

She knows, I regret to say, all the ins and outs of their 
private life. She told me, “Cha Cha N doesn’t kiss Auntie Z 
when he goes out, like Aba kisses you – he just says, “Well 
Ji, I’m off,” and then he goes to his office.” She thought for 
more than a moment and then asked, “Are they husband 
and wife?”

It is sad to have to leave them all day while I am working 
– I miss so many, many such profound conversations. I must 
wait until I write my book – where will everyone hide their 
face?

How is the policeman from Kasur? He talks too much 
when off duty, but no one believes him now; nothing he says 
can change people’s minds about him – The Last Supper – 
Judas…

7 September 1951

I’m afraid Cheemie really must have eloped with a Fairy 
Prince. She writes very often and says “Dearest Ami-jaan, 
there’s not enough room for the kisses . . . may I stay a few 
days more?” So like you. Mizu is lying – actually she reclines 
now – in her bed in the back veranda, and I am writing by 
the light of a lamp – can you picture us? I long to be able 
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to record each and everything they say and how they look 
when they say it.

I do all the spoiling I can of your daughters. I cannot 
bear to see them suffer for a moment. So far they haven’t 
gone short of much – but how we manage only Bali and I 
know. We juggle behind the scenes with our pies! That rag 
‘Khatoon’ has started mud-slinging at Chris – ‘the sister of a 
Communist’ – I suddenly realised they meant me!

Anyway, Lahore has become a city of crime, abduction 
and murder. We are literally afraid to go out at night. A 
few nights ago I was awakened by the cries of ‘Thief! Thief! 
Thief!’ There was a robbery a few houses away. One cannot 
even trust the police nowadays. The streets are full of 
goondas. One cannot walk alone in safety and dignity any 
more – the outcome of unemployment and war-talk. Any 
Tom, Dick or Harry can get a gun license by bribing the 
right person. What will happen when the tension is over 
with all these guns in Lahore, one hardly knows. It is no 
longer the Lahore you knew. The C.I.D. boys visit 41 Empress 
Road regularly – they are so easily known: the only people 
in Pakistan who can sit for hours and hours at a stretch, 
picking their noses and scratching, scratching . . . 

N’s wife and he are good company for us, at least for the 
girls – a new face to watch being powdered, and new nails to 
watch being painted, and new relationships to speculate on. 

Dr Seltzer gave Mizu a good check yesterday – and of 
course with his usual generosity charged no fee – because 
she was cranky, but he says it is just the Lahore summer.
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10 September 1951

Today was the Sabbath so we kept it most unholy. A 
spring-cleaning for coming winter days – carpets laid again, 
and we hope you’ll soon be treading them. The nights are 
cool now, and the bright moon on the children’s faces makes 
them look so pretty, peaceful. They are sleeping here beside 
me as I write.

Mizu’s sayings are now legion and repeated everywhere. 
Today – “You call Cheemie Apa ‘dear’ – what will you call 
me, I’m tired of being just ‘Mizu, Mizu’.” I said, “Well, I’ll 
call you Jaanie.” Anyway, she accepted it reluctantly. But I 
happened to call Cheemie Jaanie too! So she was annoyed no 
end. “There, you’ve called Apa ‘Jaanie’ three times – can’t you 
think of a name for me that nobody else has?”

I’m afraid N and his wife are rather afraid of her now. 
She tried to insist upon watching his wife bath and when 
she was not allowed to, “But I always watch Ami bath!” she 
howled. So I think you’ll have a job coping with these two 
new women in your life when you come back. Cheemie too 
has started asking questions about ‘the problems of life’ – 
who gives animals permission to marry and have babies? 
etc.

I do wish your security staff would learn to open letters 
more decently – the last one actually had great dabs of paan 
stains all over it.
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13 September 1951

I cannot tell you how happy we were to receive your 
letter – and within three days – we shall no longer be 
surprised if you suddenly walk in through the front door. I 
have not been able to still the pain in my heart, and when 
the wind rustles softly in the trees on these cool September 
mornings, one is not ashamed of tears which spring to the 
eyes. Somehow thus the pain is assuaged.

Cheemie is back again, so once more our circle is 
complete. She regales a wide-eyed Mizu with talk of her 
travels – she is plump and rosy. It seems that she fell in love 
with your brother Inayat, and confided to me that there is 
a sort of ‘perfume’ about him, as there is about you. She did 
have a small emotional release during the past weeks with 
Inayat, Saadat and Masud. Now she talks calmly of seeing 
you again.

We are making our programme for October. Your shirts 
are being made and other clothes I shall bring. This is Eid 
and my blessings are with you on this day – I do hope you 
enjoy your Eid party. If only I could have come! My mother is 
sending our fare for October – I had thought that if I came 
in September, the coming months would seem so long. I 
really cannot write more – memories come crowding in on 
this day . . . 
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18 September 1951

The days slip by noiselessly – and they are busy, crowded 
with office work, housework, and a hundred and one 
problems. My moment of peace comes when all are asleep, 
as now. Tomorrow, the girls start school again. Mizu has at 
long last been persuaded to have her pigtails cut off – after 
losing two ribbons and four pins each day, there actually 
had to be a budget allowance made. I have got her ‘shaven 
and shorn’.

The weather cools day by day, and now a rich wind is 
blowing and the moon, half-eaten, still shines. I know it is 
the same with you and this gladdens my heart.

People say strange and weird things these days, and the 
sudden emergency and its petering out has confused them 
beyond words. ‘No war’ official verdict because of the Iranian 
Oil Crisis – must have oil to fight a war! How are the Yanks 
carrying on their massacres in Korea then? No reply. One is 
quite starved for rational and intelligent conversation. I read, 
mostly French, but the office work so exhausts me, and 
there are so many worries that one has little energy left for 
anything else – but the children’s philosophical explorations 
are superb! Enough to sustain one – plus, your letters.

When her hair was cut, Mizu said, “You know, Aba will 
say, ‘And where has this little boy come from?’”... She is 
painfully sweet. Sometimes when I look at them I have a 
sense of physical pain – a contraction, somewhere where 
the heart should be. Home is bare without you – empty of 
the warmth we knew – come back soon.
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21 September 1951

Friday is a red-letter day – each Friday now, I happen to 
get your letter. Today I received your third one. Each and 
every word I muse over, trying to imagine you when you are 
writing – your jail, your baby kitten, your coffee-pot – we 
know it all so well by now. The girls and I discuss each and 
everything which happens in your part of the world and try 
bravely to link it up with ours. So many, many miles away.

Tomorrow is my birthday and there are secrets going on 
around me. Bali is trying to make up for your absence by 
spoiling me. I haven’t told her that you wished me a happy 
birthday just a month ago (in error for Mizu’s which is 
exactly a month before mine)!

My visit will now be in the second week of October 
instead of the first, which means that the girls will miss less 
school (there is a dragon of a Headmistress keeping vigil 
on their comings and goings). What shall we bring you as 
a luxury? It will deprive the girls of much pleasure if you 
DON’T ask for something special (apart from cigarettes). 
Something to eat? Biscuits? Jam? What shall it be?

About the jail money – I suppose in India, in Bengal in 
1818, jailers and I.G. Prisons were much the same – when 
they have purloined so much, what do a few rupees matter? 
They have robbed you of us and us of you – so let it rest at 
that. Maybe I should say that any balance should be placed 
to your credit for future use!

Can the girls have the kitten? They ask for it – pleadingly! 
Ask about it before we come, we might take it back with us 
– unless the Secrecy Act be thus violated?

There are a few nice stories – but they may wait, why 
should I entertain the censor? I wonder how you will find 
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us after three month’s separation? I think grown much 
thinner – my crying probably and little appetite – but I do 
always try to remember your sound advice: ‘Eating is a mere 
physical necessity’.

Jehangir Khan talked recently of the stigma on your 
children – in Tahira’s words, I ‘laughed my guts out’! I think 
your children will be among those without stigmas. They 
have never seen us cheating, being dishonest or even lying – 
much that they see in others.

All kinds of people send their love to you. It is late and, 
like you, I have my ‘office’ tomorrow.

28 September 1951

Your letter of the 24th truly raised a laugh. You marked 
it URGENT. You no longer belong to this world – have you 
forgotten how postal services work?

I must explain why I could not eventually manage the 
2nd week of October for my visit – there were the costs 
of Cheemie’s admission and her school books and, more 
important still, I simply couldn’t get all my office work done 
ahead of time. You know I have to leave two weeks’ ‘copy’ 
and it just couldn’t be physically done. But just a week 
longer to wait, and when one has waited so long, one can 
wait a little longer still... your letter gave me heart. You 
know all this sadness has somewhat simplified life. I know 
that little else matters except the truth and one’s belief in it.

All the pettiness and jarrings have gone, and I live now 
for what I believe to be right and honest. My determination 
is that the girls should not feel what might be the sheer 



63

ugliness of it all – the rottenness around us. One must be 
grateful for any clarity of vision which has remained. 

I felt the need to laugh a little recently, so took up Stephen 
Leacock. One thought else that keeps me going is the 
thought of Chris and how brave she has been. Sometimes 
I can hardly bear the pain of watching her struggle on, 
bravely. Perhaps you are right – tragedy reveals unexpected 
depths of character even in the most humble amongst us all.

Amina has invited me to stay in Karachi – what a part 
she has played in our lives, hasn’t she? I hope I don’t 
disgrace myself and weep when I see her. Simla – remember 
our discussions with her over our coming marriage, and 
what our meagre budget might allow, or not allow? Then our 
honeymoon in Delhi – we stayed a night with her – then 
‘the castle of romance’ on Lodhi Road – still Amina so near 
to us. Not forgetting all the in-betweens in Rouse Avenue 
and Mir Dard Lane. Amina – an institution in herself. I’m 
told she worries a lot about the girls and about me – I must 
remind her of the stuff we Anglo-Saxons are made of!

Some of the minor people in The Pakistan Times get all 
mixed up when they have to talk to me, and start ‘siring’ – poor 
old Mr Bakht ‘sirs’ and ‘madams’ with each sentence he utters.

The girls of course are delighted at the thought of 
bringing something you actually asked for – although Mizu 
is indignant now that I have told her that you must share it 
with all the other ‘criminals’. I have done my best to explain 
why. How she chatters! She imitates her teacher’s English 
accent – and feels most superior, although hers is so far, well, 
not all that English! She tells me she has made friends with 
all the boys in her class – now who does she take after?

There is an absolute blackout of news from Hyderabad – 
people are furious – there are rumours . . . 
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