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Raam Ji: Kakri Ground, Lyari




He is unemployed and was there with his daughter and son to get food from a nearby Edhi food distribution location. He has five kids. When asked 
why he thinks there are a lot of homeless kids on the streets, he replied: “I have decided to overlook it and ignore it because I can’t think about it.”










A letter to “The Mother”




By Faiza Javaid

Mother’s Day 2019




Today after a lot of thinking and gathering the courage, I am writing this letter to "The Mother" I will 
always be grateful to. Today we all are celebrating Mother's Day and I want to write a Thank You letter to 
the mother who made me a mother. Yes this letter is to the biological mother of my son. He is turning 13 
soon and I am so thankful to the mother I know nothing about but still feel so close to. Every year around 
my son's birthday I pray for her, for her health and mental peace. I want you to know your sacrifice was 
not wasted. Our son is the most precious person in his parent's lives. Without any doubt believe me that 
part of your body is now a part of my soul. I didn't carry him for nine months in my tummy but I did carry 
him in my heart way before he came into our lives. He was in my heart when I went through laparoscopies 
in hope of getting cyst free so I can conceive him, he was in my heart when I went through laparotomy in 
hope of getting pregnant right away. He was in my heart when I went through three unsuccessful IVF 
cycles and every time my husband would give me a shot in my tummy with trembling hands. He was in my 
heart the first time I heard the word “infertility" and I knew I will become a mother one day. He was in my 
heart when my husband was trying to convince me to adopt and as a mother I was already protecting him 
thinking what if others do not accept him and it took me two years to realize that no matter what the world 
will think he will be "mine".



I have no idea about what you went through all this time. I don't even know if you are aware that you gave 
birth to a very beautiful child - our son. Sometimes I wonder about his facial expressions if he resembles 
you in any way or if he acts in a certain way that he inherited from you. Trust me I am so grateful for you 
and all I want you to know how much he is loved, not just by his parents but everyone around him, his 
grandparents from both sides, his uncles and aunts, his cousins, his niece and nephews. Our son is exactly 
the child I always dreamt of - A BOY, one mischievous boy full of naughtiness but also caring, kind and 
generous. He loves me a lot but I love him more. Sometimes when he is sad I wonder if he is thinking 
about you. Yes he knows that you gave him birth, you kept him in your tummy and I kept him in my heart. 
I totally understand and respect if he thinks about you. He is a part of you and this makes me realize how 
beautiful it is to share this bond with you. It is so difficult for a mother to share her son with anyone, even 
sometimes it is hard to share the child with the father. Yes I do feel left out when my son plays with his 
father and our whole house gets so loud with their screams while playing tickle bugs (a tickling game they 
invented). But I am willing to share him with you for the rest of my life as I know I am a mother because of 
you and there is no way I can take away your motherhood and your relationship with our son. 



Happy Mother's Day



Always your grateful!





















