




13:20

Two Capstan cigarette butts in the 
ashtray. 

Bike. Vendor of some sort.

Crisscross. 
Green, 

Dark? Light? Emerald? Olive? Jade? 
Mint?

.. No, just green.

It still smells of cigarettes. 

If I turned around I could see who 
was talking.
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16:39

Vampire garments. 

Sunday morning I washed my 
undergarments, of course I won’t 
give them to the dhobi with the 

rest of the clothes, and as I hung 
them in the bathroom - completely 

devoid of sunlight, I was 
transported into the dynamic of 

women’s undergarments and 
outsides. 

In 2016 I was living in Lahore 
with two roommates. Mariam had 
hung her clothes out on the 

balcony’s laundry line. My friend 
came up witnessing the red 

underwear in the broad-light. He 
told me you shouldn't hang your 
undergarments where  men on the 
street can see, ‘‘men fantasize, 

you know..’’

I told him all clothes need 
sunlight to kill germs and if men 
can fantasize something as little 
as this, there isn't much I can do 

about it. 
My roommate was embarrassed when 
she learned her underwear was the 

subject of discussion or a 
possible fantasy.

I was embarrassed too,  not on 
that day but in 2006, when I was 
14 years old. We lived in a small 

colony of six blocks of three 
�oored-apartments that formed a 
circle. My friend told me that 
there are always bras (which I 

knew belonged to my older sisters) 
hanging out on your balcony, and 
that she had seen boys joke about 
them. She suggested that I talk to 

my sisters. 



My sister scoffed and told me 
‘Aisha undergarments have the most 
contact with our body, they need 
the most sunlight to rid them of 

germs’ 
Undergarments remained to dry on 
the balcony line every time as the 

objects of my shame.
Today on the drying line, my 

sister overlaps all her 
undergarments with a thin sheet or 

dupatta.

It's night now, despite the hot 
weather my clothes hang wet.
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12:38

Grammarly tells me it’s ‘on the 
balcony’ not ‘in the balcony’.

Friday afternoon 
(28.03.2020/16:00)  Shamama and I 
went to Clifton beach. It was 
swarming with people, the sand 
glittered like graphite and the 
air was gutter. Shamama said 

crowded is better, quiet is bad 
and unsafe. 

Two boys were following us: we 
walked, they walked, we stopped, 
they stopped, didn’t catcall, 

didn’t ask for our numbers and my 
death stare was deliberately 

mistaken for a sexy eye-contact 
moment. They followed us to the 

car, and were there until we left. 
We weren’t threatened by these- so 
much younger than us - boys, we 
knew this was all they were going 

to do. 

Later I joked they cared about us 
more than our parents, made sure 

we got to the car okay. 
But really our day was ruined the 
moment they started following us, 
in the crowd, in broad daylight.

I wanted to go to the beach alone, 
or stroll the night streets, and I 
remember quiet is bad, quiet is 

unsafe. 
Suleman joined me a moment ago, 
asking if I’m ready to go out, I 

said I’m ready. 
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14:23

Men and mechanical sounds of the 
day. 

There is a light breeze. 
I like this place.

It’s easy to feel like a visitor 
anywhere, but here especially.

Honk, honk. Bike, bike. 
Blah, blah. Scrirch, scratch. 

There are three cigarette butts in 
the ashtray, air is a subtle 
stench of smoke, and softness. 
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23:00

Do you know what’s breathtaking?
A balloon.

07.03.2020
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14:40

Bogeyman

In 2015, I was sitting with three 
friends, one of whom was con�dent 
‘Taali dono hath se bajti hai.’ 
Earlier that evening I was groped 

by a young biker passing by.  

Before the abusers and their 
allies remained afar - on the 
roads, in the extremists, in 

ignorants, in the heartless and 
unkind people. Not in my friends 

who love me, who are 
compassionate, educated and kind. 

Not in their silence. 

09.03.2020
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19:15

Ugh.

20:13

Work. It’s a weird word. 
What makes work work? 
Sleeping is not work.  

I got a cupcake from the fridge. 
I’m going to listen to something 

when azaan ends.
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14:56

Is sunset masculine or feminine? 

Mountains and trees and roots are 
masculine.

Moon and wild�owers are feminine.
Are leaves masculine?
What about stems?

Women, feminine?
Men, masculine?

Are storms men - named after 
women?

Please refrain from grammar,
Please refrain from facts. 
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