HIRA FOUNDATION SCHOOL

NEWSLETTER

(www.hirafou ndation.com

ISSUE 01 )

Fabiha Noor - Grade lll A

| have a beautiful robot. My robot's name is Reward. It's very cool! It plays with
me and protects me from danger. | have a cat, and my robot knows my cat. It
cares for my cat, gives food to my cat, and is very funny. It makes me laugh.

My mama and baba brought this robot home. It helps my

parents with house chores. It is made of metal and is very strong. It tells jokes
i::nfil:l eats nothing. | charge it three times a day. lis colour is silver, and sound is
oud.

My robot is a computerized robot. It has a circuit inside and runs with a pro-
gram. | like my robot and spend a lot of time with it.

MY THREE WISHES

My first wish is to have a crown on my head. | like it because it is shiny and beautiful. It \ 3
would look so pretty. | would love to wear it and feel special. | would take good care of it e
because | love it so much.

Kashaf Zeeshan - Grade |l g

My second wish is to go for Umrah with my family. | want to visit the house of Allah. | would
love to see the Kaaba and pray there. It would be so nice to go with my family. | hope to
go soon, Insha Allah.

My third wish is to grow plants. | love plants and would like to grow these in my garden.
But | don't have enough time right now because | have to study. Once | have more time,

| will start growing plants and take care of them. It will be so much fun!

A HAPPY GIRL

She runs in the sunshine,

Feeling happy and free.

She laughs and plays ovtside,

A happy girl, as bright as can be.

She sees the butterflies fly,

And watches the flowers bloom high.
She hears the birds sing their song,
And feels happy all day long.

She picks a flower so bright,

And smells its sweet scent with delight.
She feels the warm sun on her face,
And smiles with joy in a happy place.

Rohan Faheem - Grade lll C

A bridge is strong and frue,
Connecting two lands, old and new.
It stands across the river wide,

A pathway for all to reside.

With pillars tall and cables bright,

It shines like a beacon in the night.
The water flows beneath its might,
As people cross, day and night.

The bridge is a marvel of art,

A symbol of progress and heart.

It joins two worlds, side by side,

A bond of strength, a bridge with pride.
So let us cherish this wondrous sight,

A bridge that connects, morning fill night.

It stands for unity, strong & free,
A bridge for you and me.
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A DAY.IN
THE FOREST

)
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A

#Manaal Fatima - Grade Il B

Once upon a time, there was a boy named Raza. When he was eight years
old, he loved adventures. He also loved going to new places and observing
new things. One day, on his way to school, he found a map and decided to
follow it to see where it led. The map showed the location of a freasure.

So, secretly, he went to the forest. Along the way, he
encountered many dangerous animals and harmful plants. But there was a
bigger problem ahead. A wild bear saw him! Raza quickly jumped onto his
bicycle and rode away as fast as he could. When he looked back, the bear
was no longer chasing him. Raza took a moment to catch his breath, then
parked his bike and continued on his journey. After a long trek, he finally
reached the treasure. He safely returned home and told his family about his
adventure. It was the craziest adventure of his life! As Raza grew up and turned

twenty seven years old, he went on many more adventures, but the one in the forest remained his favorite.

BEACH TRI

Meerab Razzaq
Grade Il A Hifz

Once on a sunny day. We went on a picnic. | woke up in the
morning. The time was 8 a.m. My sister and | were getting ready
for a picnic. My mom baked chicken pie. We had fresh cold
juice and steaming hot biryani. My dad woke up at 8:40 am. |
packed my bag. | kept my comb, swimming costume, sun
block and dress etc.

My sister, my mom, dad and | sat in the car.All the things were
put in the car. | ate chips in the car. We arrived at a beautiful
golden beach. When we went there we put all the things on
sand and quickly ran towards the water. Then my sister and |
started enjoying the water.. The waves were hitting us again and
again. After three hours my mom called us for lunch. She
opened the steaming biryani and we drank fresh juice with it.
We rushed to the water once more and started playing with the
ball. We enjoyed it a lot then the time came when we had to go
home then we packed all the things and put it in the car then
we get in the car. The time was é pm.

This was the most valuvable

Inabiyah Adnan - Grade IV A

Inabiyah had a dream so bright,
To bake donuts and biscuits, a
delicious delight
She'd bake them herself, then
sell them with pride,

Filling the air with a sweet,
tempting tide

Day and night, she worked with
care,
Every bite made with love,
beyond compare,
The donut smelled fresh, the

and memorable trip ever.

AN HONEST BOY

Once upon a time in the month of January in a small fown there lived a boy
named Haris. One sunny day as Haris was walking home from school when he
found a box. Haris picked it up and opened it, he found a diamond ring in it.
Instead of keeping it he decided to return it to its owner. Haris started asking

biscuits just right
Everything was ready, her heart
full of light

Bake Sale Day came, her stall
was set,
"Inabiyah’s Sweets!" was the
sign, a perfect bet,

She believed in herself, her heart
filled with cheer,
Customers came, saying, "The
smell is so dear!"

Ali Zunaib - Grade IV G

around from neighbours and other people that anyone has lost a ring?

Finally a kind old lady named Saima came forward and said,

“Yes! that's my ring - | thought | would never see it again but

you are an honest boy and you deserve reward for your honesty.”
She gave a box full of chocolates and some money to him. Haris
was very happy and felt proud of his honesty.

Moral
HONESTY IS THE BEST POLICY.

Biscvuits and donuts, all were
sold,
Inabiyah's hard work, a success
to behold
She realized today, as she
reached for the sky,

That success comes through

effort, no need to ask why

_—

Zunaira Saeed
Grade IV A

Zunaira was a very kind girl who loved all animals. She always wanted a cat as a pet. One
hot day, she saw a poor, hurt cat lying near her house. The cat looked very sick. Zunaira
felt sad and wanted to help. She brought water for the cat and then ran to get things to
clean and cover its wounds. She took good care of the cat and asked her mom if she
could keep it. Her mom was happy and proud of her. Zunaira named the cat "Smokie”
because of its gray fur. Smokie soon got better, and Zunaira and Smokie became best
friends. They played together all the time.

This story teaches us that we should be

kind to all living beings and try to help them when they are in need.
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ZAINAB SOHAIL - GRADE IV A

Nine months ago, my sister Hannah was playing outside when | heard
her scream for help. | ran outside, but she was nowhere to be seen.
There was fog everywhere, even though it had just been raining a few
hours earlier. | told Mom | couldn't find Hannah, and she started to
worry. | went back outside and found footprints leading deeper into
the fog. If these are Hannah's footprints, | had to follow them, | thought.
| started following the footprints until | got lost. | heard Hannah's voice
gefting closer. | began to feel dizzy. Before | could go any further,
everything went black.

| woke up to find myself in a room, tied to a chair. | saw a knife on a
table next to me. | grabbed the knife and cut the rope. | realized | was
in a cabin. | was exploring the cabin when | felt someone watching
me. | turned around and saw a man watching me with Hannah.

| panicked. | grabbed Hannah and ran out of the cabin as fast as |
could. | ran until | saw a police station.

Why is there a police station in a place like this? | wondered, but | went inside anyway, only to find no one
there. Hannah started to get scared, so | calmed her down. When | went outside, | saw the same man stand-
ing there. | turned around and ran again.

A few minutes later, | started to see lights. | began to feel a bit safer. |
went to the police station to inform them about the situation. But this still remains a mystery, and everyone is
still searching for him.

THE TALKING PET {smitiess

Ayesha loved her cat, Jack. He was fluffy, orange, and always sat by her side while she did her
homework. One evening, as Ayesha struggled with a tricky math problem, she sighed, "l wish someone
could help me." To her shock, Jack yawned, stretched, and said, “The answer is twelve.”

Ayesha froze. “You can... talk?”

“Of course,” Jack replied, licking his paw. “But only when humans really need help. Now, about that math
problem...”

Still stunned, Ayesha asked before Jack completed his sentence, “Why didn’'t you ever speak before?”
“Because | prefer naps,” Jack said, flicking his tail. “But | can’t watch you struggle.

Let's solve this together.” Ayesha grabbed her pencil, and Jack patiently explained

the steps. She quickly finished her homework, amazed at how smart her cat was.

“Wow, Jack, you're a genius!”

“I know,” he purred. “"But don’'t tell anyone.”

Ayesha nodded, “Don’'t worry, your secret is safe with me."” From that day onwards,

Jack helped Ayesha with more than just homework. He'd give advice on how to deal

with friends, reminded her to pack her lunch, and even suggested where to hide when

playing hide-and-seek. But every time Ayesha tried to record him

talking, Jack would smirk and stay silent.

“You're tricky,” she told him one day. :
“And you're blessed,” he replied, curling up on her lap. “Not every kid has a talking cat.” g
Ayesha couldn’t agree more. -

Hareem Siddiqui
Grade V

There was once a boy named Jack who dreamed of becoming an artist. But no matter how
hard he tried, his drawing and painting skills were far from good. Adding to his struggles, his
parents were too poor to afford an art teacher's fees, and every teacher he approached
turned him away. One day, however, an art teacher named Karl heard about Jack's story.
Moved by his determination and passion, Karl decided to teach Jack for free. He visited
Jack’s home, met him for the first time, and promised to support him fully on his journey to
becoming an artist. From that day on, Karl taught Jack regularly. He poured his heart into men-
toring Jack, sharing tips, techniques, and creative hacks to improve his drawing, painting,
and sketching skills. After a year of dedicated teaching, Karl wanted to test Jack's progress.
He called Jack and asked him to create something that showcased what he had learned.
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Jack asked for four days to work on the project, and Karl wished him the very best.
During those four days, Jack put his heart and soul into his art. He used every lesson, every piece of
advice, and every skill his teacher had taught him.

When the four days were up, Jack revealed his masterpiece to Karl a stunning painting of the ocean.
The canvas was alive with vibrant colors, infricate details, and the beauty of the sea captured in a
way that took Karl's breath away. Tears welled up in Karl's eyes tears of happiness and gratitude. His
hard work and belief in Jack had paid off. The painting wasn't just a work of art; it was a gift, a hearifelt
fribute from a boy whose dreams were brought to life by the kindness of one teacher who refused to
give up on him.

SARAH'S LOST BOOK [imspgecr

Sarah had lost her favourite book. She was sure she had brought it to the library, but when she was
about to leave, it was nowhere to be found. She searched all the tables and even asked the librari-
an, but the book was missing. Disheartened, Sarah left the library. When she got home, she searched
everywhere, but there was still no sign of the book. It seemed to have completely disappeared.
Weeks went by, and Sarah lost all hope of finding it. One fine day, as Sarah was walking home with
her brother, Mohammed, someone called her name. She turned around and saw a friendly face,
though she didn’t recognize the person. "Wait, please wait! | have something to give you—it’s yours.
You must be Sarah,” said the girl. Sarah was puzzled. "How does she know my name?" she thought.
The girl smiled and took a book out of her bag. It was Sarah’s favourite book! Sarah was shocked
and overjoyed at the same time.

"My name is Amnaq,"” said the girl. "l found your book at the library. I've
been looking everywhere for you to return it." Sarah'’s eyes lit up. "I've been looking everywhere for
my book, tool | can’t believe you found it." Amna smiled apologetically. "l didn't know how to reach
you. I'm so sorry it took so long.” "Why are you sorry? | should be grateful to you for returning my
book!" Sarah exclaimed. Both girls laughed, and in that moment, a beautiful :
friendship was born. From that day on, Sarah and Amna became the best of . ‘
friends, all thanks to a lost book that brought them together. ' O

friendships. Always do the right thing, even when it seems small it can make a big
difference in someone’s life.

Moral of the Story: Kindness and honesty can lead to unexpected and wonderful /

THE L0$T STAR 5‘?;",3"“ = FEELINGS Syed Wahaj Ali-Grade IV F

The wind it whispers through the tfrees,
A gentle song, a secret breeze. Feelings come in many forms:

It carries dreams from far away, Happiness is a game with friends.
And dances with the light of day. |

It lifts the leaves in quiet flight, Hunger is the rumble deep in my tummy.

And paints the sky with shades of night. Embarrassment paints my face red, with
The wind knows stories old and true, shaky knees.

Of stars, of clouds, of skies so blue.
. _ Anger sparks during a fight with friends.
Listen close, and you will find, Love is life, and life is love.
The beauty that the wind unbinds.
It speaks in whispers soft and sweet, Kindness blooms when helping others.
So when you heqr the wil_"nd's soft call,
Know that it's telling you it all. Friendship is essential for a joyful life
A story that will never end, above all.
A song, a breeze, a timeless friend.

Eshaal Abbas
Grade VII A

Wait failing is good? That sounds like a strange idea, right? Most of us are scared of failure. Whether it's
a low grade on a test, missing a goal in a game, or not winning a competition, failing can feel
disappointing. But here's a secret: failure is actually one of the best teachers you'll ever have! Think of
every mistake as a step toward success. When Thomas Edison was trying to invent the light bulb, he
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failed more than a thousand times. But did he give up? Nope! He famously said, “| have not failed. I've just
found 10,000 ways that won't work.” That's the spirit! Even Albert Einstein, one of the greatest scientists in
history, didn’t speak until he was four and was told he would “never amount to much.” Yet he went on to
change the world with his theory of relativity. He once said, “A person who never made a mistake never tried
anything new.”

Failure teaches us:

What doesn’'t work, so we can try something new?

How to be strong, even when things are tough?

That effort matters more than just getting it right the first time.
And guess what? Every great athlete, scientist, author even
superheroes in your favorite movies have failed at some point.
What made them special wasn’t that they never failed, but that
they never gave up. So next time you mess up a math question
or forget a line in a play, smile and say, “I'm learning!” Because
each mistake brings you closer to success.

Be proud of your effort. Be proud of your courage. And most of all,
be proud of yourself for trying, failing, and frying again.

JUST A THOUGHT ol

As the sun sets over the horizon, the ocean comes alive with a soft, golden
glow. The beach, peaceful and almost deserted, holds a quiet beauty that
draws me in. The rhythmic sound of waves gently crashing against the shore
fills the air, while a cool breeze stirs the salty scent of the sea. It's a moment of
perfect serenity where the rush of daily life fades into the background,
replaced by the natural symphony of the beach. Stepping closer to the
water, the sand is warm underfoot, soft and shifting with each step. | feel the
cool foam of the waves kiss my toes, their touch fleeting but grounding. The

water reflects the fading daylight, creating aglimmering path across the

surface, as if leading to some far-off destination. The ocean, vast and infinite, ©
stretches endlessly in front of me, inviting me to forget time and simply exist in o ®
the present moment.

As | stand there, the sound of seagulls in the distance, the taste of salt in the air, and the calm, rhyth-
mic waves create a sense of connection with something much larger than myself. The ocean has a
way of reminding us of nature's enduring power and peace. It's a quiet reflection of life itself an _
ever-changing force that simultaneously humbles and comforts. In this quiet space, | find a moment of
peace that stays with me long after | leave the shore.

THE LOST ART OF 7 u; % ,
i

HANDWRITING atiiser 7 007

There was a time when the scratch of a pen on paper was the rhythm of life. Letters carried ser,,iﬁ %

nals whispered dreams, and every stroke of ink held a part of the writer’s soul. But foday, the u” ,f %
fingers on glass screens has replaced the elegance of handwritten words. In a world ruled by dlg
convenience, handwriting is fading into an ancient relic. Schools replace cursive lessons with keyboard
training, and notes once filled with personality are now typed in monotonous fonts. Gone are the days
when a handwritten letter could bring warmth, when ink smudges on a page were marks of effort, and
when signatures spoke of identity.

Experts warn that this shift is more than just a loss of tradition it's a loss
of connection. Writing by hand strengthens memory, sharpens focus, and sparks creativity in ways that
typing never can. Each loop, curve, and flourish of a letter holds emotions, something no screen can
capture. Will the future be a place where penguins gather dust, where children never feel the joy of a
freshly sharpened pencil gliding across paper? Or will we fight to keep the art of handwriting alive, pre-
serving the touch of humanity in a world drowning in pixels?

A TRlp Umme Roman

Grade VIII B
One of the most memorable journeys | experienced was a trip to the mountains with my family. The jour-
ney began early in the morning, with the sun just starting to rise. We drove through winding roads sur-

rounded by lush greenery, and the air was crisp and refreshing. As we ascended, the landscape trans-
formed from flat plains to towering peaks, their snow-capped tops gleaming in the sunlight. We stopped
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at various points along the way, soaking in the breathtaking views of valleys and rivers below. The most
enchanting part of the journey was when we reached a small village nestled in the heart of the moun-

tains. The peaceful atmosphere, the sound of birds chirping, and the aroma of fresh pine filled the air. In
the evenings, we gathered around a campfire, sharing stories and laughter under a blanket of stars. The
serenity of the mountains made me realize how much beauty there is in the simple moments of life. That
trip not only brought my family closer but also gave me a newfound appreciation for nature's quiet gran-

deur. The memories of this journey remain vivid, reminding me of the peace and wonder that can be
found away from the bustie of everyday life.

THE EPIC TALE OF THE
HTu!s-:E:dEgmﬂigude VIIl B SOCK EATlNG

The pond becomes soothing when the crescent MON‘TER

reflects on the water making it gloom like a fairy

the one which was always in our bedtime stories UME FARWA TOUFIQUE GRADE VIII B
sitting between the forest on the edge of an

appealing pond, it's celestial beauty In the land of missing socks, where singles roam free
A monster emerged, with a hunger to see

including its glistening, gleaming water ruminating in He'd eat and he'd crunch, with a satisfied little grin

my eyes creating a slight smile on my dried lipsis  The Sock Eating Monster, with an appetite to win

enough to make the night pleasant. Why is the pond He'd stalk through the laundry, with eyes on the prize

undervalued? A matching pair of socks, his favorite surprise

He'd gobble them up quickly, with a happy little sigh
just because it's not deep like an ocean but what And leave a trail of singles, to wonder why

about my emotions which are flowing in the chain

reaction of it the glooming obscurity my hand glow- His name was Steve the Sock Eater, a monster of great
ing like a wand while plunging in its fairytale water fame

the undescribed beauty the bloodless voices of With a belly full of cotton, and a heart that's not tamed
waves echoing through my ears leaving a pastoral  He'd eat striped and polka-dotted, argyle and plain
remark on my face the frosty breeze frembling No sock was safe from Steve, with his voracious

through the bushes of the woodland and tangling sock-eating reign
my hair "oh my vault of heaven,"

' . . ' He'd eat them in the morning, he'd eat them at night
"Lead my steps, with your radiant glow, illuminate He'd never get tired, of the sock-eating delight

my night” "Oh my vault of heaven” _ He'd burp with a satisfied little sound
"Guide my light to shine, that | may bloom like you  The Sock Eating Monster, with a belly full of socks all
one day, dispelling all glooms" around

So if you're missing a sock, and you don't know what to
do

Just blame it on Steve the Sock Eater, and his
sock-eating crew

For they'll eat and they'll laugh, with a happy little grin
The Sock Eating Monsters, with a love for socks within!

A WINTER WONDERLAND ¢35

As a chilly breeze swept across my face, | stepped forward to check if the windows were shut

properly. But no sooner had | lifted the curtains than | felt my hand movements slow down. | was met with
a view so majestic and magical that | could’'ve stood there for a thousand years. It was a late winter eve-
ning, and the mellow sun was setting behind the snow-capped peaks of the towering mountains. Autumn
had taken away the colors of nature, but the soft, fluffy snow resting on the empty branches of the trees
made them even more aesthetically pleasing almost making them forget the bliss of spring. My gaze fell
upon the nearby plains, no longer a green field with blooming flowers but white as a river of milk. It had
freshly snowed, and the snow was still soft and untouched. Children in the neighborhood had already
begun building giant snowmen. Soon, a playful snowball fight broke out. They hurled white balls of show
at one another, cheering whenever they hit their target especially the opponent’s face. | smiled whole-
heartedly, my inner child dancing with joy at the sight. A cold gust through my window snapped me
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back to redlity. | realized | had spent a little too long standing there. | had to be at the café in half an
hour. Wrapping an olive green woolen scarf around my neck and slipping into my long leather boots, |
stepped outside. The cold bit at my nose, and my cheeks turned pink. As | exhaled, | saw white mist
escaping my lips.

It was freezing, but the long walk warmed me up. | passed people rubbing their hands
together for warmth, kittens curled up on the corner of the sireet, and vendors selling hot soup always the
talk of the town in winters. Finally, | reached the café, and the warmth that greeted me felt like a hug.

The scent of vanilla coffee filled the air. | sank into a warm bean bag beside a wooden A
bookshelf, picked up the novel | was reading, and sipped on arich hot chocolate A o
drizzled with urumel .syn:p, with smoked marshmallows melted into the mug. S S

A SECRET PASSAGE & /ve=

One rainy afternoon, Max was bored and decided to
explore the old library in his neighbourhood. It was a place
he had always passed by but never dared to enter. The
library was old and dusty, with bookshelves that went up to
the ceiling. Inside, the smell of old books filled the air, and
the shelves stretched up to the ceiling, packed with forgot-
ten stories. Max wandered through the aisles, his fingers
brushing against the spines of books as he walked.

As Max walked around, he noticed something strange one of the bookshelves was crooked. Curious,
he pushed it, and to his surprise, the shelf moved, revealing a hidden passage behind it. Max's heart
raced as he stepped into the passage, which led to a small room with a desk and an old book. The
book had a glowing map inside it with sirange symbols. He picked up the book, and his fingers
touched the map, a soft voice seemed to whisper, ‘The map will show you what you need.’

Max decided to follow the map. It led him into the woods behind the library. After a long walk, Max
reached a stone well. The map showed a mark on it. He leaned over and looked into the well.
Suddenly, something shiny appeared at the bottom. Max reached in and pulled out a golden key. It
was beautiful, with strange designs on it.

Max thought, ‘It must be close to the freasure.’ But as he
looked around, he saw no doors or locks anywhere. Just then, the ground beneath his feet began to
rumble and the air around him shimmered. The well seemed to glow and the key in his hand started to
shine brighter. A secret door appeared in the well, and it opened slowly. Max stepped through it and
found himself in a room full of glowing books. The voice which spoke earlier resounded. ‘You've found
the key to the knowledge of the past. This is the treasure you seek.” Max smiled, realizing that the true
tfreasure wasn’t gold or silver but the wisdom and stories of generations waiting to be discovered.

DADE |]' ¢ Humna Choudhri
ol o Y AY 1A : Grade Ol A

Think of the warmest hugs, the kind that make everything feel okay.

Think of the gentle hands that held you, and the eyes that always made you feel safe.
That's what parents are. Thay are like guiding stars in life's journey, offering

love and support unconditionally.

They sacrifice endlessly, shaping our values and beliefs.

From teaching us to walk, to giving us wisdom, their influence is
profound. Their presence brings comfort and security, a safe haven in
fimes of trouble. They cheer our victories and console our defeats,
nurturing us with boundless affection. Through their actions and words,
they instill discipline and morails, laying the foundation for our character.

Their unwavering dedication shapes us intfo responsible individuals, ready
to face the world's challenges. They're the heart of home, and their love
makes you the amazing person you are. In essence, parents are the
pillars of our existence.
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THE DAY | STARTED NOTICING :iicos
| don't remember what day it was just that it was ordinary.
| was on my way home, scrolling through my phone, lost in the usual nothingness. It had been a long

day, and | was tired, irritated, and hungry. The traffic was loud. The sun was too hot. | just wanted to
get home and shut everything out. That’'s when | saw him.

An old man, sitting on the footpath. Thin. Shirt soaked in sweat. He was holding a plastic bag with two
pieces of bread inside one of them half-eaten. He wasn’t begging. He wasn't saying anything. Just
sitting there, looking up at the sky like he was waiting for someone. People passed him like he was
invisible. Like a tree. Like a stone. Like he didn't exist. | don’t know why, but | stopped. He noticed me
looking, and gave the smallest smile the kind that’s more habit than happiness. And then, he did some-
thing I'll never forget. He lifted the bag slightly and offered me the other piece of bread. | froze. Here |
was, with money in my pocket, plans in my head and he had nothing. And still, he offered to share.
That moment shattered something in me.

| walked away, but | wasn’t the same. Since then, I've started
noticing the things | never did before the tired eyes of delivery boys, the child sleeping on a pavement
with a schoolbag for a pillow, the woman selling flowers no one buys. I've started seeing people.
Readlly seeing them. Because that man, with a half-eaten piece of bread, gave me something no one
else ever had. A truth that changed everything.

UNSEEN, BUT UNBROKEN c2i:26:

When | moved to a new school for O Level, | thought it would
be a fresh start. But from the very first day, it felt like | was
completely alone. | came from a simple Matric school, and
suddenly | was surrounded by people who didn’t even fry to
understand me. No one wanted to talk to me. | worked hard, |
stayed quiet, | tried my best but my results didn't show it. And
that made me feel even worse. Some students judged me for
where | came from. -

One girl even said it directly: “You can’t do this. You came from a simple school. This is O Le! oL Trgst
sentence stuck with me and made me question everything about myself. | started thinking | coudidn’s
do anything right. Here was a group a team that never left a chance to make me feel like | didn't
belong. | didn't understand why. But | stayed silent. Not because | was scared but because | believed
Allah swt is the best in giving answers. | held on to patience. | knew He sees everything, and my heart
trusted that my patience would bring reward. There was one teacher my Pakistan Studies teacher who
truly supported me. She noticed me when no one else did. And there was one person who stood by
me when things were the hardest. | won't say her name, but | hope she knows who she is. | want her to
know that | am truly thankful. | can’t say it in front of everyone, but | hope she understands my heart.
Now | am in O1. Things have changed. I've changed. Alhamdulillah, | am doing so much better than |
was in 8th class. My new friends have supported me in ways | didn't expect. They reminded me that |
didn't need to be perfect | just needed to be me. And now, | am getting good results. | am learning, |
am growing, and | am smiling again. There are still a few people who tfry to hurt me with their words,
but now I've learned to ignore them. Because I've realized that some people are hurting inside, and
they try to throw that pain on others. | still remember the pain, the loneliness, and the tears. | even
remember feeling envy when | saw other students laughing while | was sitting alone. | didn’t know
what | had done wrong. But | also remember the strength it ook to not give up.

Now, | choose to move forward. | choose peace. | choose myself.

Hafsah Fareed
Grade Ol A

The morning sun was glaring. The sky was clear, revealing a vast pale blue. One day, my family and |
were sitting in the garden and planning a trip. My father loves to go to the jungle. He also likes to sit
there and listen to the deafening sounds of the animails. So, we thought we should choose a place that
our father would also enjoy. We decided to go to the camping pods in Thandiani for a trip.

When we were going there from Islamabad, we were very excited. The road was dangerous, with
sharp turns. My father had rented a car and was driving, leaning toward the steering wheel and
looking very confused. When we got there, there was a narrow path that led into the forest. My father
asked someone, "Is this the way to the camping pods?" The man guided us. It was a very dangerous
path, and we were all reciting duas.
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Suddenly, a man came across and stopped our car. My father asked, "What happened?” The man
replied that our car was skidding, and he advised us to get out, leaving only my father inside. My father
said, "My family is not coming out, so please guide me." After a moment, the man helped us. We all
thanked him and started driving toward the camping pod again. We kept reciting duas all throughout
the way. When we finally reached, there was a man named Aurangzeb. He took responsibility for our car
and took it back. After arriving at the camp, we saw that it was like a small room with four beds in it, and
the washroom was at the back. There were swings, and my younger sister played on them. There was a
family who came from Gujranwala, and their camp was next to ours. In that family, there was a girl who
was bored, walking here and there. My mother called her and said, "Come and sit with us." She sat down
and started talking with my mother and elder sister. She was 13 years old and was going to 8th class, just
like my sister. My mother and elder sister were talking with her, and suddenly her mother arrived and
also started talking with my mother.

We started playing together and were enjoying ourselves. After that, my father ordered chicken karahi
with chapati, and he also ordered a cold drink for me and my elder sister. In the evening, my mother
and father ordered tea for themselves. We were playing hide and seek in the jungle. It was a chilly night.
The moon appeared on the horizon, and the sky was filled with stars. At night, the family went to sleep,
but we were sitting outside on a mat, wearing many thermals and jackets because of the cold weather.
We heard the voices of animals, and | was very frightened. We decided that we should go back to the
camp and sleep. Everyone liked the idea, so we went back to our camp and fell asleep. At midnight,
my mother and father were awake. Then, at around 4 o'clock, we all woke up feeling fresh. A man
came and helped load our cargo. We were so happy, and we enjoyed the trip very much.

Afeefa Arif
Grade OIll B

The room was silent. It was the only one on this side of the
building, far away from where the chattering of the students faded
into the hallways. It lay still, cloaked in the shadows; its beautiful
floor-length glass windows closed shut; no movement or sound
anywhere. It was almost as if someone was protecting it, shielding
it from the monstrous clutches of the reality that was yet to dawn
upon it. Seconds turned into hours, and yet the room remained in
its light slumber, sealing itself from the rest of the world. And then
the door opened:; lights fluttered on; footsteps

sounded as the silence was disrupted. It was as if a volcano had erupted, vomiting out students rather than
hot lava. Crowds after crowds prepared to face the horror that was the examination. They were all talking at
once; chaos taking over the serene environment. Again, footsteps sounded. Softer this fime. A woman
entered; the examiner perhaps. The exam started, and the room sighed in relief. What a nuisance these chil-
dren were! Silence reigned once again, aside from the occasional drop of a pen, the shushing sound made
by the invigilator, and some distressed students drinking water to calm their nerves. And once again, the
room prepared to doze off...

Fate seemed to have other plans, though. The windows flung open, and about a dozen men jumped in;
dressed in complete black, they had neon face masks on with a smile embroidered upon them. It could be
the neon colours or the way it was embroidered that made it look creepy, extremely so, and maybe just a
little bit frightening; the room was positively fuming, sure that fate was off somewhere having a good time,
probably cackling with evil laughter. The students stared, the examiner stared, their mouths hanging open.
The papers lay forgotten on their desks until one of the masked men snatched one. In that one second,
chaos replaced any sliver of silence left in the room. All over, papers were being taken from the students, all
of whom were staring with wide eyes and hanging mouths. A minute later, the masked men were gone,
escaping through the windows, and so were the examination papers. One by one, the students started
stirring, as if waking up from a coma; there was pin-drop silence and then... hooting and cheering all over as
the students started celebrating this unexpected event. The room sighed, it knew there was no chance of
going back to sleep now.

( www.hirafoundation.com PAGE 09)




Nabeeha Sajid
Grade OI B

Sitting there under a crooked palm free of a vast desert, was a lonely camel named Bojo. Bojo had a big
hump, long lashes and a slower-than-snail sense of humor. While he was sitting there for his daily dose of

sighing, a crow named Coco landed on his hump.

Coco: “Whoa! This isn't a rock. It's squishy!”

Bojo: “Excuse me, the thing you're calling squishy is my hump.”

Coco: “Well, squishy or not, you make a comfy landing spot. Name's Coco!”
Bojo: “Bojo. Just a guy with a hump.”

And just like that, the two became best friends.

Every day, Coco would fly in with desert gossip while Bojo shared his camel
thoughts, which were usually about food. Even though all the other camels
used to make fun of Bojo for having a crow for a friend, he didn't care about it.
One day, they had a particularly silly conversation.

Coco: "Bojo, if you had wings, what would you do?"

Bojo: "I'd probably still walk. Flying seems... exhausting."”

Coco: "You'd waste wings?! I'd frade mine for your hump. | could store snacks in it!"
Bojo: "It's not a snack pouch, Coco!”

Coco: "Then what is it?"

Bojo: "It's where | store my dramatic sighs and desert wisdom.”

They laughed so much that Bojo almost rolled over.

With every passing day their friendship grew sironger. Bojo would wait under
the palm tree every morning, and Coco would swoop in with a cheerful caw.

N
h

A

But one day... Coco didn't come. Bojo waited. One hour. Two hours. The sun crossed half the sky.

"Maybe he’s stuck in a sandstorm,” Bojo muttered. But Coco didn't come the next day or the day after.
The palm tree felt lonelier. The desert winds felt heavier. And Bojo... well, he sighed even more dramatical-
ly. Until a few days later, a soft-winged dove landed beside Bojo. She looked gentle but quiet, as if carry-
ing news too heavy for her small body.

She said, “You're Bojo, aren’t you? The camel who waited for Coco every day?”

Bojo nodded slowly. “I'm sorry,” the dove said. “There was a storm near the cliffs. Coco tried to help some
baby birds... but he didn't make it."

The wind went stfill. Even the sand seemed to pause. Bojo sat there remembering all their ridiculously
funny conversations. “l can’t bring him back,” he said, “but | can make sure he's remembered.”

From that day on, Bojo told Coco’s story to anyone who would listen. Not just about how he died but how
he lived. Loud, ridiculous, funny, fearless. Real friendship is a story that never dies it just keeps flying in the
hearts of those who remember.

THE PROUD FAILURE C:i.0%

| still remember the rush of excitement | felt when | got selected for the inter school speech

competition. It felt like a big deal... and honestly, it was. | was manifesting that day maybe even being a
little delusional about winning but | didn'’t care. | practiced every single day, standing in front of the
mirror, repeating my lines until | could say them in my sleep. | had to nail it. My English teacher was my
biggest cheerleader. She boosted my confidence, made me believe in myself, and encouraged me
every step of the way until | was ready. But on the day of the competition, something hit me the moment |
arrived | wasn't the only one who had worked hard. There were students from other schools who spoke
like professionals. Their words flowed effortlessly, and their confidence sparkled. Still, | gave my hundred
percent, holding onto my teacher’'s words in my mind. | spoke with all the passion | had heart pounding,
butterflies in my stomach, hands cold and shaky but | gave it everything. When the winners were
announced, my name wasn't there.

It stung more than | expected. | was so disappointed in myself. | was afraid to go back to face my class-
mates, my friends, and most of all, my cheerleader: my teacher, who had put so much effort into helping
me prepare. But something unexpected happened. As | walked back, head low, they all
welcomed me with proud faces, warm smiles, and words like, "You did amazinging well!”

| was still nervous to face my teacher but she just came up to me and opened her arms wide. She
hugged me tightly, even though she knew | hadn't won. At that moment, | realized... | had not failed.

| had stood on a stage that most people are scared of. | had spoken the best | could in front of a crowd of
strangers. | had grown. “Sometimes, losing teaches you more than winning ever can.”
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spirit reveals its fruest form not in loud cries, but in silent endurance. Friendship, at its purest, often
exists in these unnoticed pauses. No dramatic declarations, just knowing. Just the warmth of being
felt without having to speak. Some souls carry the weight of the world quietly, and often, the greatest
kindness simply exists beside them. Not to fix or advise, but to stay. To be a constant in a world that
shifts too much, too often.

Empathy is a rare art. It requires stiliness, observation, and a heart wide enough to hold what cannot
be spoken. Some wounds go unseen not because they are small, but because they are buried deep
hidden under the layers built to survive. Yet even those wounds long for light. Not exposure but
understanding. It is a quiet truth: the most painful thing is not suffering but suffering alone. And
sometimes, all it takes to soften that pain is a moment of real connection.

A glance that says, “l notice.” A presence that lingers just long enough to mean something.

MY MOM, MY SUPER POWER! G55

My mom is the most selfless person I've ever met. Her kindness, patience,
and love inspire me every day. From early morning breakfasts to late night
conversations, she's always been there for me. Her guidance and support
has shaped me into the person | am today. One of the most remarkable
things about my mom is her unconditional love. No matter what mistakes |
make or challenges | face, she's always there to offer a listening ear and a
comforting hug. Her love is a constant source of strength and inspiration in
my life. My mom is my role model in every sense of the word. She's taught
me the importance of hard work, resilience, and compassion.

Her example has shown me that with determination and perseverance, | can overcome any obstacle
and achieve my dreams. As | grow older, | realize more and more how lucky | am to have a mom like
mine. Her influence has had a lasting impact on my life, and I'm grateful for the values she's instilled in
me. | strive to make her proud and follow in her footsteps. Thank you, Mom, for being my rock, my
confidante, and my guiding light. | love you more than words can express. You're the woman who
inspires me, and | hope to make you proud every day.

SOUL UMBRELLA c%.5%

Grade Ol A
The sun shines high up in the sky, welcoming a new bright morning
and finally bidding farewell to the darkness of the night. Jihan slowly
opened his eyes as he felt the scorching rays of the sun hitting his
face. "Oh! It's morning again a new day with new sorrows and pain!”
he sighed. He could feel a terrible pain in his ribs with each breath
he took. It was a brand-new morning, filled with hopes of creating
new memories, but for Jihan, things remained the same.

He was confined between these dark black walls, with just one window open for the sunrays to peek
into this prison. Sometimes, Jihan used to wonder why these heartless people had left a window open
in this tormenting prison. Was it so that the air could blow inside, and death wouldn't be able to rescue
him out of this place? Jihan, an army man, had been imprisoned by the black army, who had caught
him spying on them. He was a tough man, strong both physically and emotionally. His passion and
patriotism didn't fade, even after being thrown into this hell and bearing torments each day. In the
beginning, he used to search for several ways to escape, but slowly, with each new morning feeling
just like the last, he lost all hope and courage. The dark prison walls, painted black especially for the
prisoners, absorbed all his passion. And just like those walls, all the colors of his life faded away. He
was left as nothing more than a confined person someone who bore the torture and pain of captivity
every single day. Days stayed the same until one morning, the sun rose with a new meaning for Jihan.
He woke up, accepting the crushing reality of his life. But little did he know that even in the darkest of
alleys, there's always a window open for hope and life. And for him, it was no different.

After three years of confinement, the world finally gave him a chance to see the clear blue sky again
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and hear the chirping of the birds. He was rescued by his army the very people he had thought had
forgotten him in prison. The years of confinement had drained every ounce of hope from Jihan's soul.
Yet, life, in its miraculous way, offered him a second chance. A chance to breathe freely again, to
feel the warmth of the sun not through a prison window, but under an open sky. Jihan was no longer
just a prisoner of war; he was a survivor, reborn with a deeper understanding of life, pain, & resilience.
The brightness of each new morning now held meaning not just for the world, but for him too.

Barira Pirzada
Grade OI B

Have you ever had one of those days where everything seems to go
wrong but then, somehow, everything goes right? Well, let me take you
through one such rollercoaster of a day from my class O1.

It all started with a deadly combo: | hadn’'t done my Urdu homework or
prepared for my English test and, as fate would have it, both were
scheduled for the same day. Of course, my heart was pounding like a
drum, especially because my Urdu teacher was... let's just say, stricter
than a math exam paper. As the Urdu period approached, | started
praying. Like, really praying. You know those duas you suddenly
remember when you're in big trouble? | was reciting them on loop. Our
Urdu class took place on the first floor, while our class was on the third.

As we descended those stairs, | felt like | was walking into a battlefield. To avoid detection, my friends
and | sat on the last bench, hoping to blend into the background like ninjas. But just when | thought |
was safe bam! the teacher pointed right at me and said, “Sit in the front row.” The empty seat had
betrayed me. | walked to the front like a prisoner heading to court. She told us to take out our note-
books and started randomly picking students to read their answers. My hands were frembling. | stared
at my empty notebook like it might automatically fill itself. She asked the girl next to me. | braced for
impact. But... nothing. She moved on. Minutes passed. Still nothing. | couldn’t believe it maybe my
non-stop dua session was working? The period ended. | survived. | was so happy, | could’'ve hugged a
cactus. But just as | started to relax, | remembered oh no, the English test! As we trudged back up to
the third floor, | prepared myself for round two of academic disaster. But plot twist! Our English teacher
looked at us, sighed dramatically, and said, “You're 25 minutes late. I'm not taking the test.” And then
wait for it she gave us a free period. That day, | walked home floating on clouds. | couldn’t stop smiling
(or thanking Allah swt a million times). It truly felt like I'd just been handed two golden tickets out of
doom.

Moral of the story: Sometimes, Allah swt helps us in the most unexpected ways even when we
are seated in the front row with an empty notebook.

DRAW YOUR Mutiba Tariq - Grade OI C
HEART OUT

Are you feeling nervous, or are you feeling sad? Grab a pen, don't overthink,

Don't worry, 'cause | have a simple hack! Let your thoughts just flow with ink.

There's a thing that is known as art, Art is something that brings you relief,
Where you can draw whatever's in your heart. When you're out of breath, draw something

imple like a leaf.
It's a way to escape the real world, simp
And do ':*hutever F‘::mur b e e The world feels empty without the voice of art,

: ; 'Cause without art, it's just “eh” isn't that smart?
From full moon nights to pink roses, Well, lastly I'd say: just draw when you're mad,

Paint the ocean and the mosses. Because it'll make you happy and make you
From heavy storms to blazing flames, more glad!

You can paint your joy, or sketch your pain. Art won't judge you, and it never lies,
The lines sometimes may turn out bad, It understands your lows and highs.
But art was never meant to be perfect and

that’s not sad.
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THE GIRL lN THE MlRR.R Rumaisa Haris
Grade Ol A

Have you ever stood in front of a mirror and just... stared?

Maybe you picked apart the way your face looks. Or the way your body isn't like

hers. Maybe you remembered something awkward you said yesterday and
cringed at yourself. Or maybe, you just felt like you weren't good enough without :
even knowing why. Let me tell you something, The girl in the mirror is not your \
enemy. She's someone who's frying. She's learning. She’s been through more than *

people know and she'’s still standing.

The truth is that no one has it all figured out. Every confident girl you know has felt insecure. Every
popular person has been left out before. Every smile hides something sometimes. You're not broken.
You're just growing. You don't need to be the smartest, the prettiest, or the most popular to matter.
You already matter as you are. Not in five years. Not after you've “glowed up.” Not when you've
fixed everything.

Now. Today. So the next time you stand in front of that mirror, smile. Not because everything is
perfect, but because you're showing up anyway.

BN DN CIM™MEIE OFA
WHISDEDS ©FA UMME AIMAN RAO
WHFIDFEK scHooLBac Grade OIB

| am not just a school bag. I'm a silent witness to growing dreams, childhood struggles, untold stories,
and yes forgotten books. Every morning, | carry the weight of books, notebooks, pencils, lunchboxes
and the unspoken feelings of a child. I've heard laughter when the first page of a fresh notebook is
touched, and tears stain the spine of a diary where someone wrote, “I miss my friend.” But the most
heartbreaking thing? The books that are never opened, their words growing old and invisible, like
people slowly fading from memory. There's a poetry book that smells like old ink and rainy evenings.
Once, it made someone smile. Now, it sits at the bottom of me ignored, untouched, and tired of
being nothing more than weight. | wonder, do students even hear the silent scream of forgotten
pages? I've seen children scroll through screens for hours, but ignore the sparkle sleeping between
the pages of a storybook.

I've felt pens that were never uncapped, and notebooks that died blank.
Once upon a time, a book was a friend. Now, it's a burden. But | believe... someday, one curious
hand will pull out that dusty old book. Maybe they'll read a line that changes their life. Maybe they'll
hear the whisper of words longing to live again. Until then, | carry the weight not just of textbooks, but
of forgotten voices.

HF$S PODCASTS & TV APPEARANCE

At Hira Foundation School, our students expressed their creativity through
engaging podcasts on national and cultural themes, including: Black Hole, |
ndependence Day, Defence Day, Igbal Day, Ramadan, Pakistan Day, and Eid.

THEY ALSO PRESENTED INNOVATIVE
PROJECTS ON NATIONAL TV CHANNELS:

CNC Plotter - Habib Ullah Khan
Smart Door Lock - Imad ul Haque Siddiqui
Bluetooth Control Car - Hunza Shahzaman
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Haiqa & Zohra

Grade VI A
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HIRA FOUNDATION SCHOOL

~ WINNERS

LIST 2024-25

" SLI-PRESCHOOL
STUDENTS'

MAIMONA SLIE BRONZE MEDAL THE 1ITH ART FOR CHANGE

HAYAT ULLAH NOOR SLID BRONZE MEDAL THETITH ART FOR CHANGE ART
SHAIQALI SLID BRONZE MEDAL THE TITH ART FOR CHANGE ART
M.NAYEL SHAHROZE SLIG BRONZE MEDAL THE TITH ART FOR CHANGE ART
KHADIJA SLIM BRONZE MEDAL THE TITH ART FOR CHANGE ART

SLII- PRESCHOOL
| STRES [ owoe | awao | cowmmon | aweorr

M. HAMZA SLII-E SILVER MEDAL ARTS
AMNA SLII-L GOLD MEDAL CASTO ARTS
IZHAN SLII-H GOLD MEDAL ';‘;E';’éé“::’l‘k SCIENCE QUIZ
UMME SULAIM ) GOLD MEDAL S ARTS ARTS
URWA AMIR SLII-C GOLD MEDAL CONTEST 2025 ARTS
AMNA SLII-G SILVER MEDAL CASTO ARTS
S. SHIZA SALMAN SLII-L SILVER MEDAL INTERNATIONAL ARTS
M.HAMDAN SLII-I BRONZE MEDAL SC'E:ii.I’.‘SAN'A ARTS
M.MOOSA SIDDIQUU SLII-C BRONZE MEDAL CONTEST 2025 SCIENCE QUIZ
MUNTAHA FAISAL SLII-F BRONZE MEDAL ARTS

i
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HIRA FOUNDATION SCHOOL

STUDENTS'

SAMAVIA SALEEM ABBASI 1 SMETA VISUAL ART OLYMPIAD GOLD MEDALIST
M. AMEER HAMZA 1 SMETA ESSAY WRITING OLYMPIAD SILVER MEDALIST
M. AMMAR BHATTI 1 SMETA VISUAL ART OLYMPIAD SILVER MEDALIST
SYEDA RUBAB FATIMA 1 SMETA VISUAL ART OLYMPIAD SILVER MEDALIST
SAMIULLAH ABBASI 1 SMETA VISUAL ART OLYMPIAD BRONZE MEDALIST
HANIA KASHIF 1 SMETA VISUAL ART OLYMPIAD BRONZE MEDALIST
HOORAB FATIMA 1 SMETA VISUAL ART OLYMPIAD BRONZE MEDALIST
M. HANZALA 1 PAKISTAN MATH CHALLENGE GOLD MEDALIST
ABDUL AHAD FAHAD 2 PAKISTAN MATH CHALLENGE GOLD MEDALIST
ABEERAH GHANI 2 PAKISTAN MATH CHALLENGE GOLD MEDALIST
ANAMTAMALIK 2 PAKISTAN MATH CHALLENGE GOLD MEDALIST
KHADIJA ZEHRA 2 PAKISTAN MATH CHALLENGE GOLD MEDALIST
MUHAMMAD DAWOOD 2 PAKISTAN MATH CHALLENGE GOLD MEDALIST
KHAWLA IBRAHIM 1 PAKISTAN MATH CHALLENGE SILVER MEDALIST
M.SHAH KHAN 1 PAKISTAN MATH CHALLENGE SILVER MEDALIST
MOOSA MOHSIN 1 PAKISTAN MATH CHALLENGE SILVER MEDALIST
SYEDA MAHEERA 1 PAKISTAN MATH CHALLENGE SILVER MEDALIST
ABDUL AHAD KHALID 2 PAKISTAN MATH CHALLENGE SILVER MEDALIST
ARWA MALIK 2 PAKISTAN MATH CHALLENGE SILVER MEDALIST
FARHAN AHMED 2 PAKISTAN MATH CHALLENGE SILVER MEDALIST
HOORAINALI 2 PAKISTAN MATH CHALLENGE SILVER MEDALIST
ABDUL HADI 2 PAKISTAN MATH CHALLENGE SILVER MEDALIST
M. MOOSA SULEMAN 2 PAKISTAN MATH CHALLENGE SILVER MEDALIST
M.UMER M. AMIR 2 PAKISTAN MATH CHALLENGE SILVER MEDALIST
M. BILAL HAIDER 2 PAKISTAN MATH CHALLENGE SILVER MEDALIST
M.AFHAM SUBHAN 1 PAKISTAN MATH CHALLENGE BRONZE MEDALIST
M. AMEER HAMZA 1 PAKISTAN MATH CHALLENGE BRONZE MEDALIST
M.IBRAHIM 1 PAKISTAN MATH CHALLENGE BRONZE MEDALIST
AAROSH YAWAR 2 PAKISTAN MATH CHALLENGE BRONZE MEDALIST
ABDULLAH KASHIF 2 PAKISTAN MATH CHALLENGE BRONZE MEDALIST
AYESHA KHAN 2 PAKISTAN MATH CHALLENGE BRONZE MEDALIST
HURREM ZULFIQAR 2 PAKISTAN MATH CHALLENGE BRONZE MEDALIST
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HIRA FOUNDATION SCHOOL

_ WINNERS

2 \ LIST 2024-25 \
_'_‘: ELEMENTARY -]
T T S N

.p

M. KHUZAIMA PAKISTAN MATH CHALLENGE BRONZE MEDALIST
MARYAM BINTE SHAHAB PAKISTAN MATH CHALLENGE BRONZE MEDALIST
M.TALHA PAKISTAN MATH CHALLENGE BRONZE MEDALIST
M. YOUSUF SHAIKH PAKISTAN MATH CHALLENGE BRONZE MEDALIST
AYESHA SOHAIL CATSO ART CONTEST GOLD MEDALIST
HOORAINILYAS CATSO ART CONTEST GOLD MEDALIST
M.MUSTAFA CATSO ART CONTEST SILVER MEDALIST
MAAZ AHMED CATSO ART CONTEST SILVER MEDALIST
SYED M. SALEH CATSO ART CONTEST SILVER MEDALIST
ABDULLAH ANSARI CATSO ART CONTEST BRONZE MEDALIST
AMNA SOHAIL CATSO ART CONTEST BRONZE MEDALIST
HOORAB FATIMA CATSO ART CONTEST BRONZE MEDALIST
M.ANUS CATSO SCIENCE MANIA GOLD MEDALIST
RAO HAIDER ALI KHAN CATSO SCIENCE MANIA GOLD MEDALIST

KHAWLA IBRAHIM
ABEERA GHANI
HOORAINALI
ZAEEM SHAHID
AMEER HAMZA
MARYAM TANSEER
HOORAIN FATIMA
MEERAB

AMNA JUNAID
MIRZA M. AHMED BAIG
FARAH KHAN

M. YOUSUF KHAN
MINAHIL SHERAZ
UMAIR KHALIL
ARISHA
SAMIULLAH ABBASI

SHEIKH ABDUL REHMAN

AYESHA SOHAIL

NN = = = = e od ]y == NN=DN="NNNDMNDN=N=NMNMNMNN

@ SMETA

N oLympians

CATSO SCIENCE MANIA
CATSO SCIENCE MANIA
CATSO SCIENCE MANIA
FSP SCIENCE CONTEST
FSP SCIENCE CONTEST
FSP SCIENCE CONTEST
FSP SCIENCE CONTEST
FSP SCIENCE CONTEST
FSP SCIENCE CONTEST
FSP SCIENCE CONTEST
FSP SCIENCE CONTEST
FSP SCIENCE CONTEST
FSP SCIENCE CONTEST
FSP SCIENCE CONTEST
FSP SCIENCE CONTEST
FSP SCIENCE CONTEST
FSP SCIENCE CONTEST
FSP SCIENCE CONTEST

SILVER MEDALIST

SILVER MEDALIST

SILVER MEDALIST

NATIONAL TOPPER - GOLD MEDALIST
NATIONAL TOPPER - GOLD MEDALIST
NATIONAL TOPPER - GOLD MEDALIST
PROVINCIAL TOPPER - SILVER MEDALIST
PROVINCIAL TOPPER - SILVER MEDALIST
PROVINCIAL TOPPER - SILVER MEDALIST
PROVINCIAL TOPPER - SILVER MEDALIST
PROVINCIAL TOPPER - SILVER MEDALIST
PROVINCIAL TOPPER - SILVER MEDALIST
SCHOOL TOPPER - BRONZE MEDALIST
SCHOOL TOPPER - BRONZE MEDALIST
SCHOOL TOPPER - BRONZE MEDALIST
SCHOOL TOPPER - BRONZE MEDALIST
SCHOOL TOPPER - BRONZE MEDALIST
SCHOOL TOPPER - BRONZE MEDALIST
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HIRA FOUNDATION SCHOOL

WINNERS

LIST 2024-25

GIRLS CAMPUS
(PRIMARY & HIFZ)

STUDENTS'

MUTAHRA KASHIF MARIT AWARD SMETA OLYMPIADS VISUAL ART
RABIA IRFAN I-HIFZ MARIT AWARD SMETA OLYMPIADS VISUAL ART
ZAINAB FARHAN V' SILVER MEDAL SMETA OLYMPIADS VISUAL ART
YAHYA FAROOQI v BRONZE MEDAL SMETA OLYMPIADS ENGLISH SPEECH
USMAN NAEEM v MARIT AWARD SMETA OLYMPIADS PHOTOGRAPHY
USMAN ASIF v BRONZE MEDAL SMETA OLYMPIADS ENGLISH ESSAY WRITING
ESHAAL WASIF m BRONZE MEDAL MATHEMATICS
RABIA IRFAN 1] BRONZE MEDAL INTERNATIONAL MATHEMATICS
M. ASAD INAM m BRONZE MEDAL F S P MATHEMATICS
LAIBA GHAZANFAR m BRONZE MEDAL MATHEMATICS
M.AZANTARIQ n SILVER MEDAL CONTEST MATHEMATICS
SYED UMERHUSSAIN Il SILVER MEDAL MATHEMATICS

MARZIA ] BRONZE MEDAL MATHEMATICS

=

FATIMA KHAN ]| BRONZE MEDAL @ MATHEMATICS
MEEKAIL WAQAS v GOLD MEDAL Vihé;:p\:mg::ers_ SCIENCE
ALEEZA KHURRAM \" GOLD MEDAL SCIENCE
HAIQA SAEED v BRONZE MEDAL SCIENCE
IBADULLAH KHAN ] CASH PRIZE 10,000 HRCA SCIENCE SCIENCE
SUHAIMA KHAN v 2ND RUNNER UP (SHEILD) DIGITS DAZZLE MATHS
YASHAL FAHAD ] 3RD POSITION (SHEILD) MATHA SMART CONTEST MATHS
HOORIYA v 4TH POSITION INTERNATIONAL ART
ANABIAUMAIR v SPECIAL MENTIONED RUNNER UP EMERGING ART CONTEST ART
FABIHA FARHAN v SELECTED FOR INTERNATIONAL 5D SCIENCE FAIR SCIENCE

COMPETITION
ZUHAIB UMER v GOLD MEDAL CATSO SCIENCE MANIA SCIENCE
YASHAL FAHAD )" SILVER MEDAL CATSO SCIENCE MANIA SCIENCE
ZAINAB SOHAIL v BRONZE MEDAL CATSO SCIENCE MANIA SCIENCE
ANABIAASGHAR ] GIVE AWAY CATSO SCIENCE MANIA SCIENCE
ZAINAB FARHAN v GIVE AWAY CATSO SCIENCE MANIA SCIENCE
RUFAIDAH IN-HIFZ SILVER MEDAL CATSO ART CONTEST .\ 4)
HAREEM FAIZAN VIHIFZ GOLD MEDAL CATSO ART CONTEST ART
MIRAL BABAR ] BRONZE MEDAL CATSO ART CONTEST ART
ZAINAB SOHAIL v BRONZE MEDAL CATSO ART CONTEST ART

A
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ZAINAB SIDDIQUE
HANIA ALI
FATIMA FARHAN
AYESHA FAISAL
KHADIJA

ESHAL SALMAN
HURAIMA FATIMA

HAFSA WAQAR
ANAYA ASLAM
UMME HANI

RIDA WAJID
WANIA AMIR
MULAYKA
MANAHIL MUSAB
UMM E HANI SHOAIB
HURAIMA RIZWAN
BISMILLAH SUNDUS
NEHA MOHIB
SOMAL FAISAL
RAFIA ANSARI
MAHAM FAHD

ESHAL SALMAN
SHEEZA SAQIB
ESHAL SALMAN
AYESHA KHAN

'@ SMETA

%N, OLYMPIADS

Vi-C

VII-A
VIl-A
VIl-A
Vil A
Vil-A
Vill-A

Vii-B
VIi-B
VI-C

Vii-B
Vi-C
Viii-C
VIII-A
VIII-A
Vill-A
Vi-C
Vill-A
VIli-A
VIlI-A
VIii-B

VIIA
VIIA
VIIA
VIIA

HIRA FOUNDATION SCHOOL

~ WINNERS

LIST 2024-25

GIRLS CAMPUS
(SENIOR)

2ND RUNNERUP SHIELD
WINNER SHIELD

RUNNERUP SHIELD
RUNNERUP SHIELD
RUNNERUP SHIELD
RUNNERUP SHIELD

GOLD MEDAL + POST CARDS

RUNNERUP SHIELD
RUNNERUP SHIELD
SILVER MEDAL (FIRST
POSITION AT PROVINCIAL LEVEL)
GOLD MEDAL

SILVER MEDAL
BRONZE MEDAL
WINNER -EXIBITION
WINNER -EXIBITION
WINNER -EXIBITION
WINNER -EXIBITION
RUNNER-UP-LFR
RUNNER-UP-LFR
RUNNER-UP-LFR

3RD POSITION

GOLD MEDAL
GOLD MEDAL

SPECIAL MENTION
RUNNERUP BADGE

1TTAN

DIGITS DAZZLE
TECHNOVATION
TECHNOVATION
TECHNOVATION
TECHNOVATION
TECHNOVATION
INTERNATIONAL EMERGING
ARTIST CHALLENGE

TECHNOVATION
TECHNOVATION
FSP SCIENCE CONTEST

CATSO SCIENCE MANIA QUIZ
CATSO SCIENCE MANIA QUIZ
CATSO SCIENCE MANIA QUIZ
TECHNOVATION
TECHNOVATION
TECHNOVATION
TECHNOVATION
TECHNOVATION
TECHNOVATION
TECHNOVATION

STUDENTS'

BILINGUAL DEBATE COMPETETION

AT DAWOOD PUBLIC

SMETA VISUAL ART OLYMPIAD
SMETA VISUAL ART OLYMPIAD

INTERNATIONAL EMERGING
ARTIST CHALLENGE

i

<zlis=

Vikaant Touagiiers
Compertttaan:

e

MATHEMATICS
MATHEMATICS
MATHEMATICS
MATHEMATICS
MATHEMATICS
MATHEMATICS
ARTS

SCIENCE
SCIENCE
FSP SCIENCE CONTEST

SCIENCE
SCIENCE
SCIENCE
ROBOTICS
ROBOTICS
ROBOTICS
ROBOTICS
ROBOTICS
ROBOTICS
ROBOTICS
URDU

ART
ART
ART
ART
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MUTIBATARIQ

SADIA SAEED

TAHIRA SHAMS

AMNA MUNNAWAR
ILSAMANSOOR

ROHAB WAQAR

FATIMA ANEES

SARA SHEHZAD

SADIA SAEED

OLEVEL

MARIA NASIR

FILZA KASHIF

WANIA SHAHID
DUANADEEM

FATIMA ANEES (YELLOW HOUSE)
ZUHA AHMER (RED HOUSE)
BARIRA BARI (GREEN HOUSE)
AFEERAH RIZWAN

FATIMA BINTE ANEES
SYEDA RANIA

SAFIYAH SAAD

SYEDA RANIA

ABIHA SHAH

ARIBA HANIF

ZUNAISHA SHAHEEN
SAMRAH JUNAID

USAIRA KHAN

YUMNA HANIF

RABEESA KHURSHEED
FATIMA AHSAN

@« SMETA

SN, OLYMPIADS

HIRA FOUNDATION SCHOOL

~ WINNERS

LIST 2024-25

GIRLS CAMPUS
(O/A LEVELS)

STUDENTS'

o] [of
o] ]]]:]
OlIA
o] ]7.
o] ]7.
o] ]]:)
o] ]]:)
o] ]]:
OlllA
OLEVEL
OlllA
OlllA
o]].
OIA
o] ]]:
oliB
oliB
o] ]7.
o] ].Y
oliB
OIA
oliB
oliB
oliB
oiB
oliB
ALEVEL
ALEVEL
ALEVEL
ALEVEL

3RD POSITION
MOST CREATIVE CONCEPT
1ST POSITION
1ST POSITION
1ST POSITION
1ST POSITION
1ST POSITION
1ST POSITION
2ND POSITION
1ST POSITION
1ST POSITION
1ST POSITION
2ND POSITION
2ND POSITION
1ST POSITION
2ND POSITION
3RD POSITION
2ND POSITION
SECOND
RUNNERUP
RUNNER UP
RUNNER UP
RUNNER UP
RUNNER UP
RUNNERUP
WINNER
RUNNER UP
RUNNER UP
RUNNERUP
RUNNERUP

SEERAH CONFERENCE
CANVAS SPLASH

BIG BANG

BIG BANG

BIG BANG

TECHNOVATION
TECHNOVATION
TECHNOVATION
TECHNOVATION

INTER SCHOOL SPORTS DAY

WOMEN

ENTREPRENEURIAL
SUMMIT 2024

INTER-HOUSE ENGLISH
DECLAMATION

COMPETITION 2024

SEERAH CONFERENCE
CAKE ART COMPETITION
CEDAR COOKING BOWL
CEDAR COOKING BOWL
TECHNOVATION
TECHNOVATION
TECHNOVATION
TECHNOVATION
TECHNOVATION
TECHNOVATION
TECHNOVATION
TECHNOVATION
TECHNOVATION

ART/CALLIGRAPHY
ART

SCIENCE

SCIENCE

SCIENCE

SCIENCE/POSTER
COMPETITION

SCIENCE/ PROJECT
THUG OF WAR

BUSINESS PLANNING
AND PROFIT

CALCULATIONS

ENGLISH

DECLAMATION

CAKE ART

CAKE ART

CAKE ART

MATHEMATICS
MATHEMATICS
MATHEMATICS
MATHEMATICS
MATHEMATICS
MATHEMATICS
MATHEMATICS
MATHEMATICS
MATHEMATICS
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STUDENTS'

HIRA FOUNDATION SCHOOL

WINNERS

LIST 2024-25

GIRLS CAMPUS

(O/A LEVELS)

(

KHADIJA SHOAIB SMETA OLYMPIAD 2024
SADIA SAEED OllIA RUNNER UP SMETA OLYMPIAD 2024 E;ﬁ%ﬁng
WARDA ANEES SMETA OLYMPIAD 2024
MAIDAH IBRAHIM OIA RUNNER UP TECHNOVATION 2025 ROBOTICS
HAMAEL BINTE AZHAR OIA RUNNER UP TECHNOVATION 2025 ROBOTICS
WANIYA ARSHAD OIA RUNNER UP TECHNOVATION 2025 ROBOTICS
RAWDAH KHAN OIA RUNNER UP TECHNOVATION 2025 ROBOTICS
HAFSAH FAREED OIA WINNER TECHNOVATION 2025 ROBOTICS
MAHEEN BAREERA oIC WINNER TECHNOVATION 2025 ROBOTICS
RUMAISA FATIMA OIA WINNER TECHNOVATION 2025 ROBOTICS
HAMNA CHAUDHRY OIA WINNER TECHNOVATION 2025 ROBOTICS
SHAFIA RAHEEL oIc RUNNER UP TECHNOVATION 2025 ROBOTICS
UMMUL HASANAT KHAN oic RUNNER UP TECHNOVATION 2025 ROBOTICS
ANMOL WADOOD oic RUNNER UP TECHNOVATION 2025 ROBOTICS
WANIA SHAHID OIA RUNNER UP TECHNOVATION 2025 ROBOTICS
MUSFIRA SABIR OlIA WINNER TECHNOVATION 2025 ROBOTICS
AAMNA MUNAWAR OlIA WINNER TECHNOVATION 2025 ROBOTICS
TAHIRA SHAMS OlIA WINNER TECHNOVATION 2025 ROBOTICS
MALIHA MUSTAN OlIA WINNER TECHNOVATION 2025 ROBOTICS
ZIMAL ATIF OIA 3RD POSITION REFLECTIONS INTERSCHOOL SCRABBLE
SCRABBLE CHAMPIONSHIP 2025
SADIA SAEED olB 1ST POSITION INTERNATIONAL EMERGING ART
ARTIST CHALLENGE
HAFSA AADNAN OllB SPECIAL MENTION INTERNATIONAL ART ART
RUNNERUP COMPETITION

@« SMETA

SN, OLYMPIADS
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HIRA FOUNDATION SCHOOL

WINNERS

LIST 2024-25

STUDENTS'

RANA AHMED Vi GOLD MEDAL ART

RANA ABU HURAIRAH Vi SILVER MEDAL CAT:i:_? Eg:f_;;‘_::g;?u'z ART

ASHER IRFAN Vi BRONZE MEDAL ART

ABDULLAH ZULFIQAR Vil FIRST PRIZE HFS TECHNOVATION SCIENCE PROJECT
ABDULLAH ZULFIQAR Vil GOLD MEDAL BAIT USSALAM SPORTS GALA SPORTS

HASHIR MINHAJ Vil 1ST POSITION HFS TECHNOVATION ROBOTICS-LFR

ABU BAKAR Vil 1ST POSITION HFS TECHNOVATION ROBOTICS-EXHIBITION
AHMED BHATTI Vil 1ST POSITION HFS TECHNOVATION ROBOTICS-ROBOSUMO
ABU BAKAR RIZWAN Vil 1ST POSITION HFS TECHNOVATION ROBOTICS-ROBOSUMO
ABDAN IMRAN Vil 1ST POSITION HFS TECHNOVATION ROBOTICS-LFR

USAID IMRAN Vil 1ST POSITION HFS TECHNOVATION ROBOTICS-LFR

IMAD SIDDIQUI IX 2ND POSITION UNIQUE PUBLIC SCHOOL EVENT ZENCODE

HUNZA SHAH ZAMAN IX 2ND POSITION UNIQUE PUBLIC SCHOOL EVENT ZENCODE

ASHER IRFAN Vi 2ND POSITION HMS ZENCODE

MUHAMMAD BIN WALI Vi 2ND POSITION HMS ZENCODE

NOOR UL AMIN Vi 2ND POSITION HMS ZENCODE

YOUSUF JAMAL Vil 1ST POSITION HMS ZENCODE

ASHAD KHAN Vil 2ND POSITION HMS ZENCODE
HUZAIFAHAQUE Vil 1ST POSITION HMS ZENCODE

ALIIBRAHIM Vil 1ST POSITION L2L ZENCODE

HASSAN ABDUL HAMKEEM Vil 1ST POSITION L2L ZENCODE

M.IBRAHIM SHEHZAD Vi 927 ICATS COMPETITION MATHS

MUHAMMAD HASNAIN Vi 89.33% ICATS COMPETITION MATHS

MAHAD AHMED KHAN Vi 86.67% ICATS COMPETITION MATHS

MUHAMMAD YAHYA Vil 85.56/ ICATS COMPETITION MATHS

SUBHANALAM VIHIFZ 84.00% ICATS COMPETITION MATHS

M.HURAIRAH YAWAR Vi 84.00% ICATS COMPETITION MATHS

MUHAMMAD AHMED Vi YR Y YA ICATS COMPETITION MATHS

ABDULLAH VIHIFZ YR Y YA ICATS COMPETITION MATHS

SHIEKH M.ABDUL REHMAN Vil 80.00% ICATS COMPETITION MATHS

T it
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