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A Strange Noise
Under My Bed Abrish Noor Il F

One day, | was on my comfortable bed in my quiet bedroom. The light had suddenly gone, and the
heavy rain started. | got frightened because a strange sound was coming from under my bed. | quickly
turned on the bright torch carefully and checked under the bed. There was a small cat under my bed.

She was feeling very cold because of the heavy rain. | gently put her in the soft basket and covered
her with warm clothes. | felt a heart-touching moment and gave her some warm milk. After some time,
the cat woke up; she was feeling good. The rain stopped, and the weather became normal, sunny,
and pleasant. She went back to her home, and | sweetly said goodbye to her.
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My School N

| go to school, it's fun to learn
My teacher is nice, she helps merise
| read and write, | play and act

| love my school, it makes me happy! %’t@
At

My friends and | play together every day

ow
We share our toys and have fun in every way \.

We learn about Allah, and read the Quran too
| am Umm e Sulaim, in Grade 1, it's awesome, it's true! Thank you Allah for the morning light.

Umm e Sulaim | D For guiding me through day and night.
e Thank you for my mom and dad,
L S For all the love | have ever had.
Thank you for my food and clothes,

| for every kindness that you show.
) . Alhamdulillah-my heart will say,
Th ree \.@ Thank You Allah, everyday.
© .
FI St ‘ @ Musab Sheikh1 G _ ]
owe rs WA WG W Zainab Mudassir

IVA
Once upon a time, there were three flowers in a garden.

Their names were Pinky, Rossy and Blossy. Rossy and Blossy were good friends but Pinky had an attitude. She
always praised herself. She thought she was the most beautiful one in the garden. She was always comparing
everyone to herself. She often hurt Rossy and Blossy and everyone else too. One day, Pinky’s plant parts
decided to stop helping her until she understood its importance. The next day, when Pinky woke up after
sleeping, her leaves started to wilt and she couldn’t stand up properly. She was even feeling weak. Pinky
realized her mistake. She said sorry to Rossy and Blossy, and she also apologized to everyone in the garden.
Pinky promised that from now on, she would never hurt anyone again. Her plant system supported her again,
and she began to look beautiful once more. In the end, they became good friends.

True beauty comes from kindness and humility, not pride.
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A Day attheB h
. oy
The sky was bright and clear. Birds were singing sweelly. It was a pleasant day to explore

a new place. | hadn’t gone outside with my family for a long time, so we decided to go to
the beach. My family and | were very excited. | was wearing a pink cotton dress.

At the beach, | played with my sister and brother and bought some things from the small
stalls nearby. | made a beautiful sandcastle, but my sister accidentally broke it. After
some time, it was 1:00 pm | ate a spicy burger with fresh mango juice. The sun was very
hot, and | wore a big, cute hat to protect myself from sunburn. The beach is my favourite
place to visit because it makes me feel so relaxed and happy.

Hooriya Noor Il F

The Forest kool ASAD

There is a forest near my house. It looks so green. Long trees stand like statues. Colourful flowers
bloom near the bushes. Butterflies are flying through the air. | notice the clear blue sky with
perfectly white clouds. Sweet fruits are hanging on the trees. Fresh air makes me feel happy. The
ground feels like soft grass. | hear the sweet sound of birds chirping. | can enjoy the floral scent.

| relax under a tall, big tree. | am so thankful to Allah swt.

A Memorable Rainy Day at School s i o

On Tuesday morning, the sky of Karachi was dark and heavy with clouds. At 6:00 am, | woke up and got ready
for school, though the rain had already begun. By 7:00 am, | was sitting in the van, passing through flooded
streets, and by 8:00 am, | reached my school, Hira Foundation School at Darul Uloom Karachi.

The rain did not stop for a single moment. Around mid-day, a sudden lightning sirike fell right in front of my eyes.
It was frightening yet unforgettable. From 8:00 am to 12:30 am, | stayed in school, and the management did
everything to comfort the students. Lunch was served with daal roti, dinner with biryani, and unlimited chai with
biscuits. Sleeping arrangements were made for children whose parents could not arrive.

Our teachers stayed with us all the time, encouraged us, and even gave their phones so we could contact our
families. The respected Mufti Tagi Usmani Sahib, along with his wife, personally came to see the arrangements,
which gave us a sense of safety. Everyone at my home, my parents, cousins, neighbours, and even our maids
were deeply worried. The roads outside were filled with dirty water, cars were stuck, and traffic was blocked.
Yet inside the school, we felt cared for. The whole day was nice but also tiring. It was nice because my younger
sister and | enjoyed the rain, played by splashing water, and later sat in an air-conditioned room and laughed
with other kids. But it was tiring because we wore wet clothes all day, the rooms smelled of socks and shoes,
and everyone was exhausted.

At 12:00 am, my father finally came to pick me up. He had walked through flooded streets since vehicles could
not pass. We first took a van from Darul Uloom to Number 5, then crossed the bridge on foot, and at last took a
rickshaw till the crossing. Finally, by 12:30 am, | reached home safely. That day of heavy rain in Karachi was
truly memorable. It was full of fear and difficulty, but also filled with care, joy, and unforgettable experiences.
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Ouvr life, uploaded ..uusaoc

Have you ever tried to imagine at least a day without the smart gadgets, automatic machines, and most of
all, the internet? | don’t think so, because all these things have become so important, like oxygen, like our
lives depend on it. Forget one whole day, even an hour feels like forever when the internet has gone on
vacations, like come on! How am | going to watch my favourite shows and chat with my friends and follow
pages on Instagram and Facebook? Technology surely has changed our entire lifestyle, and honestly, we
can’t run away from it. Technology is everywhere. It has even taken over our homes and schools.

Automatic washing machines, CCTV cameras, from notebooks to screens of

computers, you name it! Technology practically runs our lives. Need help with

homework? Al be like: “How can | help you?” Feeling bored? Youtube, at your service. /ﬁ
Sensing boredom? One tap and your friends chase your loneliness away. But honestly, [
even though technology has made our lives easier and better, it also disconnects us

from the people close to us. Thousands of chats, but still silence. Sometimes, it’s like

everyone is speaking but no one’s actually listening. $till, it's our biggest helper, still ":‘\\ >
maybe someday, we’ll be able to see what the real world really is like. Maybe, just . | )
maybe, we’'ll find a way to balance the digital world with the real world. o’ |

e The Beautiful Sky MINAHIL Ill B ™

Whenever | look up, | always see a beautiful sky. The sky is blue and very big. It's morning now — the
sky is bright because of the shining sun. At Fajr time, the boys are happy and flying kites up in the sky.
When the sunset occurs, the orange glow of the sun is really heart-touching, and soon the darkness of
night appears near me. The sky is full of sparkling stars that make me smile. This is a wonderful creation
\ of Allah swt, who made us and this beautiful sky, and provided us with such beauty to admire. /

The Unbeaten
The Making of a King Fighting Robot

Written by IV E Students Tayyab was a 10-year-old boy who found a

robot in the trash. It seemed useful to him, so
Your working makes you kings, he brought it home without his parent's
. permission. When he researched the robot, he
Each effort soffly rings. discovered that it was an unbeaten fighting

All are working in your making, robot. He saw that it was damaged, but he
Dreams are born of daring and waking. fried to fix it and he was successful.

If it's tough, don't get rough,
Diamonds are made from the hardest stuff.

Then, he decided to frain it. He recharged the
. . robot and decided to take it to the fighting

Every trial, every sfing, ring. At first, it was beaten in two rounds by its

Shape the crown you're meant to bring. opponent. In the third round, the robot started
Rise again when you fall low, to fight back because Tayyab’s plan was to

Let your spirit brightly glow. drain the battery of his opponent’s robot. The

Through the sweat, the pain, the ring, robot fought very well and finally won. Tayyab

was happy and excited.
In the end—you are the king.
Tayyab VE
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When Your
Phone =

Knows I
You Too Well

Did you ever feel like your phone reads your
mind? Well last week, | once mentioned coffee
while chatting with a friend. A few hours later, my
phone was proudly showing me ads for new
coffee spots near my house. Was that a
coincidence or did my phone just read my crav-
ings? We dll joke that our phones “listen” to us but
the truth is, they don’t need to. They already know
us better than we think.. Every tap, scroll, and
search leaves a digital trace. Your phone secretly
collects small clues about what you waich,
memes you like, even how long you stare at a
post and then these tiny bits of data are fed into
something called an "algorithm" which learns
from users and predicts what you'll like next. For
example imagine a school librarian who notices
which books students borrow and then
recommends the next book you might enjoy, so
that's your algorithm except it doesn’t just work
with books, it predicts your life choices.

Have you ever noticed how your youtube feed
changes when you start watching study viogs
before exams? and then suddenly, your
recommendations become “10 tips to stay
focused” or “Study with me until ice melis". That's
just how the algorithm works! So should we really
care about this? Yes and here's why because
your data can reveal more than you redlize like
your habits, emotions, even moods, invading your
privacy. Similarly apps use your behavior to keep
you scrolling longer. The more you scroll, the
more they earn and keep on

manipulating you.

Though we can still follow some simple things and
prevent this from happening by turning off
microphone or location access for apps that
don’t need them, using Incognito or private tabs
when researching personal topics and most
favourably switch off your phones and go outside
to talk with real humans. In conclusion the more
we understand how algorithms work, the better
choices we can make. We don’t need to delete
every app or go offline forever, we just need to
stay aware i.e use your phone; don't let it use you!

www.hirafoundation.com

The Silent
Coder

At the orphanage, | was always the quiet one. My
friends were the malfunctioning radios and
devices stacked in the storeroom; | never really fit
in with the other kids. It was junk to everyone else,
but every component seemed like a puzzle to
me. | would simply feel where a connection was
broken while holding a silent circuit board. Mrs
Gable, the owner, would tell me to stop wasting
fime on 'garbage’, but | always returned. My first
frue home was that dusty room.

The day Mrs Eva arrived, everything changed.
She wasn't there to adopt a kid. A scientist, she
recognised something in me others did not. She
discovered me carefully restoring an old fan with
a screwdriver. 'It forgot how to hum,' | explained.
'I'm reminding it.' She viewed my unusual talent as
a gift, not a peculiarity. After she became my
mother, my world expanded from the storeroom
to a bright room of my own, stocked with proper
tools and books that gave names to the things |
intuitively understood. Her faith fransformed my
innate understanding into tangible creation. By
thirteen, | had built my first robot from spare paris.

Years later, | returned as an inventor. | first
installed the 'Sun-Syphon Grid', a smart solar
system that eliminated their electricity bills. Next, |
replaced the outdated chalkboards with
'Edu-Touch Surfaces'—interactive tablets |
programmed to make lessons dynamic. My final
contribution was 'ARIE' (Autonomous Robotic
Institutional Assistant). Using LIDAR sensors to
navigate, ARIE took over all heavy cleaning and
sanitisation. Freeing the staff to focus their energy
entirely on the children.

Once hiding among broken objects,
the quiet girl now builds new futures.
It just goes to show you can make
a difference without a loud

voice. Sometimes, a reasonable
mind is all that is required.

Wania Shahid
Oll A
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A STRANGE DISCOVERY i

This story is about a little girl, named Sofia, who loved to discover things. She discovered many things and
places but one day she saw an unusual scene. Animals covered in blood were biting each other. At first, she
thought they were just fighting. Suddenly, she saw a healthy white rabbit, the animails bit it too and it turned
into them. Poor Sofia was so scared and ran out of there.

The next day, she brought her classmates and teachers and showed them what she saw, but today there were
more than yesterday. Their teacher clicked a photo of them and they started coming towards them. They ran

as fast as could but one of her classmates became the prey of animails. All went to a building’s science and
research room and they all started research on it. Two days later, no one found anything, so all stopped their
research and said there is no solution. But for Sofia there was always a solution.

She went to the library and read some books and what was next, she found its reason and solution. It was due
to deforestation and devouring the wrong kind of food which had led to gene mutation. She showed it to her
teacher and classmates and they all showed this problem to the government which ordered that no more
frees should be cut down and animals should have sufficient food which they usually consume.

This was how a little girl’s discovery saved the country and animails.

The Hidden Backpack: © <

The Life of a Poor Student ——

Huwaisa Pirzada VIIIC : E:._ | > ‘

Everyone knows that being a student is tough. You have homework, tests, sports
practice, and maybe a little drama with friends. But imagine all that pressure, and
then carrying a heavy, invisible backpack full of worries that has nothing to do with
school. That's what it's often like for a student struggling with poverty.

4

Life isn't just about grades; it's about making impossible choices every single day. For a poor student, the

difficulties start right in the classroom. When the teacher assigns a project that requires a computer, a printer, or even
just access to the internet, it becomes a huge problem. While other kids rush home to their fast Wi-Fi and quiet desks,
this student might be waiting in line at the public library, or worse, trying to finish an essay on a tiny phone screen
during a busy bus ride. Buying school supplies isn't a fun shopping ftrip; it's a choice between a needed notebook and
money for a family meal. They often have to use old, tattered textbooks or worn-out backpacks because the newest,
best supplies are just too expensive. The real difference often lies in the time they have.

Many kids might spend an hour or two after school on homework or hanging out. The poor student, however, often
has a second job waiting for them. Maybe they rush to a local store to work a few hours, or maybe they're the primary
caregiver for younger brothers or sisters because their parents are working two jobs far away. This means their "study
time" happens late at night when everyone else is asleep, or they have to squeeze their homework into tiny windows
of time, constantly tired and stressed. They can't stay after school for clubs, tutoring, or sports because they have
family duties that absolutely cannot wait. There's also a painful social pressure. It's the smaill things that add up and
make a student feel different. When a field trip costs alot, they have to skip it and watch their friends leave. When
everyone goes out for pizza after the game, they have to make an excuse and go siraight home. In the

cafeteria, they might feel embarrassed relying on the free lunch program while others buy snacks. They learn quickly
how to keep their struggles a secret, building a wall around themselves because they don't want anyone to pity them
or freat them differently. This feeling of shame, of being constantly "left out,” can be just as difficult as the lack of
money. Despite all these challenges, the poor student carries an enormous amount of resilience and determination.
For them, education is not just about learning; it's the single most important ticket to a better future for their entire
family. They fight through exhaustion and worry, knowing that every good grade, every finished assignment, is a step
toward breaking the cycle of hardship. Life as a student is a daily battle, but it's a battle fought with incredible inner
strength.
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A wa I k Th fou g gfzd Mutiba Tarig

the Forest After Rain

As | stepped info a muddy land, covered with dark green pine trees, bending above me as if they would devour
me anytime. The sky was covered with tangled branches of tfrees but still the drops of water were falling from each
leaf making little puddles on the ground. As | took some more strides and inhaled the fresh air around me with a
hint of petrichor in it, | saw squirrels hiding inside the free barks, tiny beetles running of different sizes and an owl
staring at me from a free branch. As | took some more steps, | felt the darkness inside the forest as it would take
me away. | felt a drop of sweat down my spine as | began to explore more. The forest was all washed and green
after the rain and the sand turned into tiny muddy puddles at every step. Every leaf turned bright green and flowers

seemed even livelier while animails started to come out. | was just exploring everything when a ray of sunshine
came into my view and once a dark, scary forest became a sparkling, green place. Gradually, the water started
to dry up and animails started coming out. | saw squirrels peeping out from the bark's hole, all happy and excited
while a big, black and furry raccoon came next to me and | started petting it on its head.

As | decided to go out of the forest, | took a last look at it and | saw a big, lively, emerald colored place covered
with wild bushes and tall pine trees holding different species and tiny water muddy puddles on its floor and chill
breeze with pefrichor in it. It felt like a cozy, comforting and heavenly place which

gave me nothing but freshness which | simply loved it.

THEGLOWING ¢ @
WATER <

The pond becomes soothing

~ When the crescent reflects
A gentle breeze fills the air w3 ! on the water making it g[oomy like 9 fairy :
with glossiness and a flowery scent N ﬂ)e. one that was always in our bedtime stories
fragile blossoms of cherry, including 9 sifting between the forest )
other blowsy and blushing frees playing ; \ ﬁ:;‘:;;;ﬂig;‘;?y‘?ﬁg‘:g::‘:"F;O“d
the main character energy in painting \
the canvas of the horizon and landscape 4 glistening, gleaming water ruminating in my eyes
The unsinkable petals are displaying their creating a slight smile on my dry lips
beauty in the lake while the others It's enough to make the night pleasant
who are still gracefully falling from the tree Why is the pond undervalued?
forming a fascinating carpet on the just because it's not deep like an ocean
ground The dappled sunlight screen But what about my emotions, which are flowing in
through the canopy of flowers the chain reaction of it the glooming obscurity
radiating a soﬂ.shadow of petals on the My hand is glowing like a wand
grassland making the scenery more while plunging in its fairytale water
breathtaking There is an identification of the undescribed beauty the bloodless voices of
ﬂore§ cences t.hqt bzl waves echoing through my ears
?ﬁ:r;hr:gg L?E:E::i:‘;elseau ty leaving a pastoral remark on my face
is what @ human mind craves for the frosty breeze frembling through the bushes of
the flowering in vernal the woodland and tangling my hair "Oh my vault of
The scene evokes a peaceful joy, heaven," "lead my steps, with your radiant glow,
a moment of calm where beauty is illuminate my night" "Oh my vault of heaven™
at its peak, fleeting but unforgettable. ‘ "Guide my light to shine, that | may bloom like you
N one day, dispelling all gloom."
s AL 3 Hibba Shahid OI B
- Ao
r -

-
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Garbage Problem

Creates Health Issues in the City Maryam Bilal VIl B

The city is facing a serious garbage problem that is affecting the daily lives
of people. Everywhere on the sireets, heaps of waste can be seen lying for days without being cleaned. The bad smell
from the garbage makes it hard for people to walk or even open the windows. The city is facing a serious garbage
problem that is affecting the daily lives of people. Everywhere on the streets, heaps of waste can be seen lying. Flies,
mosquitoes, and stray animals are spreading around, creating an unhealthy environment. Many residents have com-
plained that the city workers are not collecting the garbage regularly. Due to this, people are suffering from fever, skin
infections, and other health issues. Doctors have warned that if the situation continues, diseases like malaria and
dengue could spread quickly. Local authorities said that the problem happened because of fewer sanitation workers
and damaged garbage trucks. They have committed to fixing these issues and cleaning the city soon. Citizens are
now hope that the government will take quick and serious action to make the city clean and safe again.

The Missing Piece
Of Ma rIQOId Nimra Inayat VIII A : . 1}

Zainab Siddiqui 4
ViIC The rain fell in thin, icy needles, turning | * IR SN —
| woke up late — oh no, oh dear! the cobbled sireets of Old Town into dark, . * - w

My bus was gone, | shed a tear! shining mirrors. Eleven-year-old Marigold - |
| ran so fast, my bag went flying, stood hunched outside the bustling

Mom just laughed instead of crying! bakery, clutching a small, empty canvas
Reached the gate out of breath, bag. She wasn'’t cold; she was hungry.
Everyone stopped to point and stare!

Marigold lived with her grandmother, Nana Elara, who was frail and
needed medicine that cost more than their meager earnings. Mari-
gold spent her afternoons sketching tourists for small change, but
today, the rain had kept everyone indoors. She watched Mrs.
Petrov, the baker, slide a fresh fray of Cinnamon Twirls onto the cool-
ing rack. The scent warm butter, spicy cinnamon, and sweet glaze
was a physical ache in Marigold’s chest. A single Cinnamon Twirl
would be a feast. Just then, a portly man in a soaked tweed coat
rushed out of the bakery, dropping a shiny silver coin near Mari-
gold’s feet. She snatched it up. It was exactly enough for two Cinna-
mon Twirls. Marigold’s heart pounded. She could get one for herself
and hide the other until Nana Elara woke up from her nap. The coin
was warm in her palm as she pushed open the bakery door, the
bell jingling cheerfully. Inside, the light was golden and cozy. Mrs.
Petrov smiled, recognizing her. "Hello, dear. The twirls are fresh at
this moment." As Marigold reached across the counter, she noticed
a little boy sitling silently on a wooden bench near the back.

The teacher shouted, “You're late again!”
| said, “It’s traffic — and some rain!”

In math, | wrote the wrong equation,

The teacher sighed in pure frusiration!

In English, | forgot o rhyme,

In science, | slept — for the third time!

Recess came — oh what a joy!

We played football and broke a toy!

In art, | spilled my paint and glue,

And somehow painted my own shoe!
The bell rang loud — we all did cheer,
School was over — best time of day!
Though school is tough, we can all agree,
It's also full of fun and misery!

He looked about six, dressed in a thin, patched coat. He wasn't looking at the pastries; he was staring at a half-eaten
apple core in his hand with a look of profound, quiet hunger. His lips were chapped, and his eyes were dull. Marigold
paused, the scent of the Cinnamon Twirls filling her head. She saw the little boy, and suddenly, the desire for the warm
bread shriveled into a tiny, selfish kernel. The memory of Nana Elara’s tired cough and the boy’s blank eyes merged
into a single, aching picture. Marigold walked over to the little boy. She didn't say anything, just opened her hand and
dropped the silver coin into his palm. The boy blinked up at her, utterly confused. Marigold gave him a quick, nervous
nod and whispered, "Go get a warm one." She turned and left the bakery before the boy or Mrs. Petrov could react,
stepping back out into the cold, clean rain. She didn't look back.

The hunger was still there, a knot of emptiness. But as
she walked down the wet sireet towards home, Marigold noticed something sirange. The world didn't seem quite so
dark. Her footsteps were lighter. The cold rain washing over her face felt less like an assault and more like a refreshing
promise. The empty canvas bag swung lightly at her side. She hadn't filled it with bread, but she had somehow filled
herself with something far warmer than cinnamon—a feeling of quiet, bright selflessness. It was a small, missing piece
she hadn't known she needed, and she realized it tasted better than any pastry ever could.
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Imagine this: you just got home after
a long 7-hour school day. You're
tired, and all you want is a break. But
instead, you're hit with two more
hours of homework. Sound familiar?
Homework was meant to help us learn, but it's doing
more harm than good. That's why | believe all schools
should have a no- homework policy for the sake of
students' mental health, family time, and better learning.
Let’s be real homework adds a lot of stress. A study from
Stanford University found that students, who had more
than two hours of homework a night experienced
serious stress, sleep problems, and even headaches.
We’'re already learning for most of the day.

Aayan Ashraf
OlA

Should we really be expected to keep working all
evening? Students need time to rest, relax, and just be
kids. A no-homework policy would seriously help
reduce burden. In the end, the goal of school is to help
us grow, not wear us out. A no-homework policy would
lead to less stress, sironger families, and smarter
learning. So next time someone says homework builds
character, ask them this: Would you want to take your
work home every single night? Let’s push for smarter
schooling, not longer schooling. It's time to say goodbye
to homework and hello to a better way of learning.

One Step of
Bravery (H)cllcci:iya Noor

Height and | were never friends. Even climbing a
ladder made my heart pound like a drum. I'd laugh it
off, pretending | didn’t care, but deep down, | hated
how weak | felt every time | looked down and saw the
world spinning beneath me. But one day, everything
changed. It started when my family planned a
weekend at an adventure park. | didn’t think much of
it, until we arrived and | saw it; a massive zipline
stretching across a deep green valley. The wind
whistled through the frees, and the cable looked like it
touched the clouds. “That,” said my

cousins, pointing up, “is what we’re doing first.” My
stomach flipped. “No way,” | said. “I'm not risking my
life for fun.” “Come on,” my cousin said. “You're
always the cautious one. Live a little!” | wanted to say
no, to just wait and watch.

_ el

. 0

0

But when | saw everyone else lining up, shouting,
laughing, fearless, something inside me stirred. | was
tired of always being the scared one. So | stepped
forward. The climb to the top was worse than |
imagined. The wooden stairs creaked under my feet,
and every time | looked down, my legs wobbled.

My hands were trembling when | reached the
platform. The instructor clipped the harness around my
waist and smiled. “Don’t look down,” she said. “Too
late,” | whispered. From up there, the valley looked
endless. The frees were tiny specks, the river a silver
line twisting between them. The air felt different;
thinner, sharper just like it was daring me to jump.

My heart was racing so fast | thought it might burst. “I
can't do this,” | muttered. But then | heard my family
shouting from the other side: “You've got this, Hadiya!
Go!” And at that moment, something changed.

Maybe it was pride, maybe it was courage, or maybe
| was just tired of letting fear win. So | fook a deep
breath, closed my eyes, and jumped. For a few terrify-
ing seconds, | couldn’t breathe. The wind roared in my
ears, my stomach dropped, and | felt weightless. But
then, | opened my eyes.

The world below me was beautiful. The sun lit the
valley like gold, the air rushed past my face, and my
fear was gone. All | felt was freedom. | screamed, not
in terror, but in joy. When | landed on the other side,
my cousins ran to me, laughing and cheering. My
hands were shaking, my cheeks hurt from smiling, and
| couldn’t stop laughing.

That day, | didn’t just conquer my fear of heights, |
conquered myself. And every time | look up at the sky
now, | didn't see danger. | saw endless possibilities
waiting for me to take the leap.
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T Ec H N o LOG :\nb;.?"“:‘ge? CR)E"SII;IAEEL AHMED ANSARI

Technology is the name of every new or old invention that makes our life easy. Technology is not a single thing or
an object; it's a huge way to solve problems and work faster. Technology can be defined as the application of
scientific knowledge, smart methods, and tools to create solutions that make tasks more efficient. In the past, there
was also the use of technology, but later we improved and developed it. Nowadays, the technology we are using is
called modern-day technology.

It plays a huge role in our daily life like smartphones, household appliances,

vehicles, and navigation apps, among many others. Al (Arificial Intelligence) is also a type of technology and is
the most widely used technology in the 2020s. Social media is also a very important part of modern-day technolo-
gy, like Facebook, Instagram, etc., through which we can take information on anything we want, and it connects
everyone with each other. Those countries that are developing in technology have increasing GDP, and they are
playing an important role in the world. For example, Japan. Satellites are also very helpful technology. They tell us
about weather conditions and give warnings about floods, rain, thunderstorms, tsunamis, earthquakes, etc., which
help us prepare for them and find solutions before any disaster. Technology is very beneficial for us. There are
many benefits of technology like it helps in many fields. It completely changed the way of living by introducing
home appliances, TVs, radios, phones, microwaves, etc. We can do business, study, and jobs easily. We can do
online shopping, text online, attend virtual classes, and so on. Social media connects everyone. These are some
benefits of technology. However, there are also some cons of technology. It depends on how we use it. Like, often
technology has negative impact on mental and physical health, such as addiction, social isolation, and reduced
physical activities.Al is taking the place of humans, which causes unemployment. Our data is unsafe any hacker
can hack our ID and take personal data, which is very harmful. Technology is very important o businessmen
because a customer wants high-technology products that are easy to use, but small-_businesse_s can’t afford those
expenses. This is a reason why a country is not developing in technology, SRNCN |
because the country can’t afford it. After technology came into our lives,

we stopped working hard, which affected our health. These are some
disadvantages of technology, and there are many others. In conclusion,

if we use technology for good and helpful work, it would be very useful for us. :
But if we use it for harmful work, it will be unsafe for us and others.

So, we should use technology for its advantages, so it will lead to

success and be beneficial.

PIXELS OF HUMAMLITY

Years ago, tales were etched into stone. Afterwards, they were scribbled down on paper.
Nowadays, they exist in pixels; temporary, blinking, but endless. Each photo, each video
chat, each text contains a heartbeat within. Technology provided us with more than
convenience; it provided us with memory. One screen can contain a thousand lives:

a grandmother passing on recipes via video calls, a soldier seeing his child take his

first steps, friends giggling across time zones, faces aglow in the glow of connection.
These are not frigid circuits or code; these are the soft language of being human.

When the world closed its doors, our screens opened others. Through them, we celebrate, grieve over losses, learn,
console, confess, and heal. Each pixel now a pulse; evidence that no distance would keep love or learning silent.
Social media became our journal, cloud storage our bookshelf, and one photograph would halt time itself. We
learned to take not only faces, but emotions; the shaking smile, the tear caught in mid-fall, the gentle glow of hope
after sorrow. Of course, technology is not perfect. It can divide as easily as it connects. But even within its flaws lies a
fruth; that behind every screen, there is someone frying to be seen, to be heard, to belong. These

glowing pixels have become our collective memory; fragile, yet powerful. They remind us that humanity, no matter
how digitized, is still deeply emotional.

The future will not be inked, but in light. Mehreen Elahi
And in every flicker, there will ever be. Us. Ol B
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Lostin a
strange
city

| froze as if my heart had stopped pumping. Everything
seemed like a blur, the world seemed to collapse, and |
found myself the most helpless ever. My brain and all
other senses came to a sudden halt. The voices got lost,
| found my throat being choked and my body all
numb. A cold light breeze filtered through my still figure
and jerked me dlive. | felt my eyes getting heavy and
soon tears cascaded down my face when the reality of
being lost in a strange city brutally hit me. The fear of
unknown people in an unknown place overshadowed
me like a giant dark ghostly figure. All sorts of horrific
thoughts started mingling in my mind. My face was
pale, and my eyes looked as if they couldn’t hold back
tears anymore. | realized | was lost and started moving
forward. Within a split second | was hit by someone and
a painful shriek slipped from my mouth. | first stumbled
and then fell onto the ground. | dared to look up and
saw a tall person in loose neon pink shirt and black
shorts, towering over me. He possessed a cruel smile
hidden behind his long curly and messy hair but even
then, his wide red monsirous eyes were prominent. That
one look was enough for me to run madly to save
myself. | just ran without looking back, the stranger’s
face was still pictured fresh in my mind. With
tear-stained cheeks and a numb body, | kept running
as if it was the only option left. | seemed to be stuck in
the middle of nowhere. | paused as my muscles started
to ache badly and | was completely out of breath.

Half gasping for air, | asked a lot of people to give me
some water but strangely each one of them refused.
Every single person there had the same cruel,
indifferent face as if no one really cared for others. The
sun began to set, leaving behind a moonless dusk and
no stars. It seemed as if nature was upset with the
people. The air was thick with despair and grief.

Every corner, sireet and even its inhabitants were
evident of the ruthless mysteries of that city. Even
though | was surrounded by a couple of people, each
of them reflected a cold demeanor which sent more
shivers down my spine. The negative energy from the
surroundings snatched away even the tiniest hope from
me and so | kept walking like a dead, ruined figure as if
| was one of them.

(www.hirafoundation.com

The Classroom
Without
Walls

Ifra Naz
Olll A

The first time | opened my laptop for class, | never
imagined it would feel like stepping into another world.
My room was silent, yet voices from Karachi, London,
and Dubai flowed through the screen clear, alive, and
connected.

“Can you hear me?” my teacher’s voice echoed softly
through the speakers. “Yes, ma’am,” | replied, smiling
at the glowing faces before me. We were no longer
students sitling in rows; we were explorers in a
boundless classroom made of light. | often think about
how my parents once learned—chalk in hand, lessons
written in looping script, knowledge confined to pages
and place. But my classroom now shimmers through
pixels. Maps unfold at a touch, molecules spin in
holograms, and teachers appear as radiant silhouettes.
The classroom has grown wings; it no longer needs
walls to breathe.

Technology has made learning both infinite and
infimate. | can walk through the Amazon rainforest in
virtual readlity, trace the pulse of a human heart with a
click, or listen to scientists speak from halfway across
the world. Every subject feels alive—each concept a
new universe waiting to unfold. Yet amid this brilliance,
| sometimes miss the soft rustle of notebooks,

the laughter between desks, the warmth of a teacher’s
smile unfiltered by glass. “Do you remember when we
used to share pencils?” my friend once asked. |
laughed. “Now we just share screens.”

One night, | dreamed of a school suspended above
the earth transparent, weightless, glowing like dawn.
Students wore lightbands that responded to thought;
teachers guided us through waves of shared
understanding. Lessons drifted like constellations. Then
a student asked, “Can curiosity be measured?” The
silence that followed felt sacred. In that moment, |
understood: technology is not the soul of learning it is
the vessel. It carries knowledge, but only we can give
it meaning. Wisdom cannot be downloaded; it must
bloom within us. The classroom of tomorrow will not be
built with bricks, but with connection, curiosity,

and courage. Education has never truly belonged

to a room it belongs to the endless sky of human
imagination.
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The Dig ital POisoning Syeda Sadiqa Zahid OI C

A cold breeze flew past the Landlady, Ms. Albright, momentarily distracting her from her smartwatch reminder. She
opened the door, and the house's stillness felt wrong. She found Mr. Barthwick, the renowned detective, on his bed,
alarmingly ill. She was shook; a man so fit didn't fall sick so suddenly. Looking around, she saw an open cupboard,
but more concerning was the blinking red light on Barthwick’s desk: his custom-built server was running a
diagnostic loop, silently signaling a digital breach. Ms. Albright immediately called the police. Medical tests
confirmed a potent neurotoxin. The police search focused on the source, finding a sirangely insulated silver box
beside the table. Their new high-tech scanner flagged the contents as a synthetic Dendroaspis venom, a poison

from African black mambas. Digital forensics on the server quickly led them to the suspect: Mr. James, an old
friend and neighbor. Suspicion arose when the server logs showed James had used a sophisticated exploit to
temporarily disable the home's security cameras during his last visit. They also found his old profile: a geologist who
had worked for five years in a remote African research facility, linking him to the exotic poison. The Landlady set a
frap, calling James for a final goodbye. He came, sat by the bed, and after a tense silence, a cruel laugh broke
the quiet. "You deserve to die, Barthwick, just like my boy who was killed when you deliberately jammed his
drone’s GPS signal during that case two years ago."

The police, listening via a discreet audio feed, emerged.
The snap of the cuffs was the only sound. The modern detective, it seemed, was ultimately undone by an old
enemy and new technology.
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EARTH

Nabeeha Sajid OIll B

Oh my! Who am 1?

Once lush with greenery; rivers upon rivers ran through me
Mountains of ice stood tall and high upon me

| held creatures never seen before, held histories

never written before | was all power, beauty, bliss,

and might Oh my! Who am 1?

¢¢

Now plunged into darkness, heaps and heaps of debris lay

My mother is the best, heavy upon me The species | hold almost obliterated;
mankind plunders me day by day What | was and what |

She never ever rests. have become, with time | am withering away

She works hard day and nigh’r, | am now hollow, smoke, shards, and dust

Oh my! Who am 1?
to make my future bright.

O mortal! Should the Lord will it, | could bring your doom

If He wanted, | could deprive you of all sustenance;
Jannat-ul-Mawa Il E | could watch you turn on one another for a scrap of grain;

| could let humanity fade, grain by grain.

Yet | will keep my palms open, grieving, not avenging

Oh my! Who am 1?

(www.hirafoundation.com PAGE 12 )




FOR THE FLAG, FOR HER FATIMA RASHID OIlI B

The war had taken everything.
The city that once smelled of rain and laughter now smelled of smoke and gunpowder.
Houses lay in ruins, streets were silent, and fear walked in every doorway.

Every night, the sky glowed red with fire. Every morning, new names were whispered — names of those who didn’t
live to see the sun. Zara had seen it dll... people dying outside her very home,
mothers holding lifeless sons, children crying for fathers who never returned.

And through it all, she waited for Captain Ufaq Arsalan. Her husband. Her hero.
He hadn’'t come home in months. While she prayed for peace, he was at the border, fighting to give it meaning.
He was brave, brilliant — and one of the best soldiers our army ever had.

And then came the longest night of the war. The enemy had crossed the final post.
If they succeeded, the couniry would fall. But Ufaq didn’t move back. He led his men forward. He cut off the invasion,
desiroyed the bridge they were crossing and saved his country. He saved millions. But in doing so... he lost himself.

When the news broke that the war was over, the whole nation cheered.
People cried, waved flags, shouted his name. The country was at peace again.

But in one small house at the edge of that city... peace never came.
That evening, Zara heard a knock at the door. She ran, her heart racing, but it wasn’'t him.

Two soldiers stood there — their eyes heavy, their hands shaking. Between them lay his uniform... torn,

covered in dried blood. She fell to her knees, holding it close to her heart. The scent of dust, the touch of blood,

it was all she had left of him. One of the soldiers handed her a letter. It was written in his handwriting. The first line read
“If you're reading this, my love... it means | couldn’t make it home.”

Her heart stopped for a moment, as if the world itself had gone silent.
The letter slipped slightly from her frembling fingers, and she clutched it to her chest, unable to breathe.
Tears burned her eyes, but she forced herself to keep reading

“Don't let your tears fall in sorrow, Zara. Let them fall in pride. For | didn’t die for nothing —
| died knowing you, our children, and our homeland will live in peace. If | had a thousand lives,
| would give them all — again and again — for my country... and for you.”

The ink had faded, the paper was torn... but every word carved itself into her soul. That night, as the world
celebrated peace, Zara sat on the floor, clutching his bloodstained uniform.
The country was safe now — but her heart wasn't.

Her world had found silence... % -

but her soul screamed his name.
He gave the nation its peace... %
and left her with a war inside her heart.

www.hirafoundation.com PAGE 13




The Great
School
Bag
Mystery

Every morning, | leave home with a neat, light
school bag. By the time I return, it weighs more
than a small planet. Scientists may have
discovered black holes in space, but I'm
convinced the real one lives inside my
backpack.

It starts small — just a few books, my pencil
case, and a lunchbox. But as the day passes,
mysterious objects appear. Crumpled
worksheets, broken pencils, forgotten snacks,
and the occasional paper airplane multiply
like rabbits. By the final bell, my bag fransforms
into a survival kit for the apocalypse.

My shoulders cry for mercy. I've even begun
to suspect my teachers hold secret
competitions: “Who can assign the most
weight in one day?” Meanwhile, my
backpack is plotting revenge — squeaking,
tearing, and threatening to explode at any
moment.

Once, | tried to cleanit. A tragic mistake. |
discovered an ancient banana fossil and a
homework sheet from last year, still haunting
me. My mother said the bag needs therapy; |
think it needs an exorcism.

Experts say heavy school bags cause back
pain. | say they cause emotional frauma. If
schools really care about “student
well-being,” they should replace books with
holograms and give every student a personal
robot assistant.

Until then, I'll keep dragging my mini black
hole to school one step at a time, praying that
my bag doesn’t develop its own

gravitational pull.

www.hirafoundation.com

A Day When
Everything
Went Wrong

but Still | Managed

The morning began with a quietness that felt
heavy. | woke up late, my uniform still
unpressed, and the sound of my little brother
coughing from the next room. My mother was
at the hospital with my father, who had been
sick for months. The house felt empty too big
for my fear and too small for my sadness.

| dressed silently, burned my toast, and almost
missed the bus. At school, | fried to smile, but
every word from my friends felt far away.
During class, my teacher asked me why |
wasn’t paying attention. | didn’t know how to
say that my father might not wake up
tomorrow. | just lowered my head and said,
“I'm sorry.” When the final bell rang, | ran
home. The sky was crying rain pouring as if it
knew my pain. | reached the hospital soaked,
my shoes squelching with each step. My
mother sat beside the bed, holding my father’s
hand. Machines beeped softly, marking time
that felt borrowed.

| touched his hand it was cold, but he smiled
when he saw me. That one small smile broke
me completely. He whispered, “Take care of
them,” and closed his eyes again. | stood
there frozen, the world suddenly soundless.

That night, | sat alone on the hospital bench,
tears falling without end. Everything had gone
wrong my morning, my world, and my heart.
But | still managed. | managed because |
knew he would want me to. Love doesn't die; it
just changes its shape. And even when every-
thing breaks, the memories become the light
that helps us walk again.

Muhammad Ehtesham
VIID
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A Famous Personality | Like Vig™

The famous personality | like the most is the Holy Prophet (PBUH). He isn’t only a religious leader but also a role
model for millions of people around the world. He was known by the title “Al-Ameen,” which means trustiworthy. His
life is a shining example of honesty, kindness, and patience. The Holy Prophet (PBUH) led a very simple and
humble life. Despite facing many difficulties and hardships, he never gave up on his mission to spread Islam. His
character was so pure and noble that even his enemies admitted his truthfulness and good nature.

One of the qualities | like the most about the Prophet (PBUH) is his mercy and forgiveness. He forgave even those
who hurt him badly. His heart was full of love and compassion for all humans. He was also a great leader, teacher,
and family man. He tfreated everyone with respect and kindness. He always listened to the poor, the weak, and the
oppressed. His teachings, collected in the form of Hadith, are a source of guidance for Muslims even today.

Prophet Muhammad (PBUH) is the persondlity | like the most because of his excellent character and his message
of peace and love. His life teaches us how to live with kindness and respect.

Zubair Qazi
Olll B

We have all heard some version of it. As if the pursuit of acceptance strips you of authenticity and dresses
you in disguise. But no! ... The desire for appreciation is a part of human nature.
It's what makes us human.

A child looks towards his parents for approval. A student looks towards his teacher for validation.

An artist looks for appreciation. A leader looks towards his people for recognition, respect and affirmation.
And an athlete, after years of training, looks towards the roar of the crowd not to fake his talent, but to prove
it. That’'s what makes us sironger. Authenticity does not die when we live for likes.

It thrives. It strengthens. It shapes us into better versions of ourselves.

It is not about putting on a mask, or becoming a shadow of others’ demands.

It is about seeing our reflection in the eyes of others.

Appreciation paves the way for betterment. A person works hard when he/she knows their worth.

“To be recognized is not to lose yourself; it is to let your true self echo in the hearts of others.” We can never
flourish in isolation only in connection. Seeking approval is not the death of authenticity. It is the proof of it.
When a student is applauded for hard work, the applause doesn’t make the effort fake it makes it

visible. When an artist shares his/her creation and people appreciate it, the art does not lose its soul it finds
its audience.

And when an athlete hears the cheer of the stadium, the cheer does not weaken his/her spirit it ignites it.
Whenever we seek acceptance, we are not pretending. We are allowing the truth to be recognized just as
a spokesman conveys a fact, not to distort it, but to let it be acknowledged. In every recognition, reality
does not diminish it is remembered.

"And so, authenticity does not wither in acceptance. ltrises. It resonates. And in being seen,
it becomes eternal.”
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There iS Use Of écluxan Ashraf

Math, Physics, or Chemistry In Our Lives

Why do we study Math, Physics, or Chemistry? Be honest — have you ever used Pythagoras’ Theorem to order
pizza? No one stands in a grocery store thinking, “Let me calculate the hypotenuse before buying potatoes.”
Yet we spend hours solving triangles and chemical equations that seem to have zero use in real life.

Still, this is the question that flirts with every student’s mind: Why are we even doing this? Many believe it’s all
useless — but that’s not true. Let’s prove it.

Use in Student Life

If you're aiming for a top college or university, you should know: they don’t just want grades

— they want thinkers. Subjects like Math, Physics, and Chemistry are the uvltimate mental workouts. The tough-
er these are, the sharper your brain becomes.

Math is everywhere — in Biology, Business, Accounting, Computer Science, Finance, Economics, Ecology and
Linguistics. You simply can’t escape it. These subjects shape how we think, how we question, and how we
handle complex challenges — skills that no app can teach.

Use in Professional Life

Once you step into the working world, the “useless” suddenly becomes useful. Whether you're calculating
taxes, handling accounts, or planning a project, numbers quietly run the show. Even in simple things — like
budgeting your salary or comparing interest rates — math plays a hidden role.

Every job today demands people who can solve problems, make quick decisions, and think logically. That's
exactly what these subjects teach. Employers want brains that can connect dots, not just follow orders — and
that ability can even make you an entrepreneur one day.

Use in Business

In business, math and logic are your survival tools. From calculating profit margins to managing employees,
they help you stay organized and smart. They sharpen your decision- making and turn ideas into strategies.-
Good entrepreneurs aren't just dreamers — they’re thinkers who understand numbers, patterns, and people.

The Art of Thinking and Problem-Solving

Now, here’s the real beauty. When you wrestle with a tough equation, you're not just solving for x — you're
training your mind to think. You're oiling your brain. This is what people call “critical thinking,” but in simpler
words, it's just learning how to use your head.

As Einstein said, “I have no special talent. | am only passionately curious.” And, “Imagination is more import-
ant than knowledge. Knowledge is limited. Imagination encircles the world.”

So maybe we don't use Pythagoras’ Theorem to find the distance between our bed and the fridge — but it
teaches us something far greater: how to think, how to solve, and how to imagine. And once you can do that,
you can handle anything life throws at you — even without a calculator.
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HIRA FOUNDATION SCHOOL

ABDUL MOIZ
AYESHA KHAN
AYESHA SIDDIQAH
M. ALI QASIM

ZOHA AMIR
HAMDAN
UMM-E-SULAIM LODHI
TASMIYA KHAN
IMANIMRANTAJ
ZAINAB ANAYA

SYED ALI

UMAIMA MEMON
ILMA KASHIF

QASIM JAMAL KHAN
FATIMAUMER
HADIYAH WAQAS
FABIHA FARHAN
MUHAMMAD HAIDER

LIST 2025-26

FSP ENGLISH LINGUISTICS
FSP ENGLISH LINGUISTICS
FSP ENGLISH LINGUISTICS
FSP ENGLISH LINGUISTICS
FSP ENGLISH LINGUISTICS
FSP ENGLISH LINGUISTICS
FSP ENGLISH LINGUISTICS
FSP ENGLISH LINGUISTICS
FSP ENGLISH LINGUISTICS
FSP ENGLISH LINGUISTICS
FSP ENGLISH LINGUISTICS
FSP ENGLISH LINGUISTICS
FSP ENGLISH LINGUISTICS
FSP ENGLISH LINGUISTICS
FSP ENGLISH LINGUISTICS
FSP ENGLISH LINGUISTICS
FSP ENGLISH LINGUISTICS
FSP ENGLISH LINGUISTICS

NATIONAL TOPPER - GOLD MEDAL
NATIONAL TOPPER - GOLD MEDAL
NATIONAL TOPPER - GOLD MEDAL
NATIONAL TOPPER - GOLD MEDAL
NATIONAL TOPPER - GOLD MEDAL
NATIONAL TOPPER - GOLD MEDAL

PROVINCIAL TOPPER - SILVER MEDAL
PROVINCIAL TOPPER - SILVER MEDAL

SCHOOL TOPPER - BRONZE MEDAL
SCHOOL TOPPER - BRONZE MEDAL
SCHOOL TOPPER - BRONZE MEDAL
SCHOOL TOPPER - BRONZE MEDAL
SCHOOL TOPPER - BRONZE MEDAL
SCHOOL TOPPER - BRONZE MEDAL
SCHOOL TOPPER - BRONZE MEDAL
SCHOOL TOPPER - BRONZE MEDAL
SCHOOL TOPPER - BRONZE MEDAL
SCHOOL TOPPER - BRONZE MEDAL

NOOVOUNG®OONGZGOOOUNUVUINWNNND—DaUl—-gONOU =

HIBBA SHAHID FSP ENGLISH LINGUISTICS SCHOOL TOPPER - BRONZE MEDAL
MEHREEN ELAHI FSP ENGLISH LINGUISTICS SCHOOL TOPPER - BRONZE MEDAL
AREEBAMUSHTAQ FSP ENGLISH LINGUISTICS SCHOOL TOPPER - BRONZE MEDAL
SUDAIS FSP ENGLISH LINGUISTICS SCHOOL TOPPER - BRONZE MEDAL
MEERAB FSP MATHEMATICS NATIONAL TOPPER BRONZE MEDALIST
ASRA EMAN FSP MATHEMATICS NATIONAL TOPPER BRONZE MEDALIST
AQSA KHAN FSP MATHEMATICS NATIONAL TOPPER BRONZE MEDALIST
RAYYAN AHSAN FSP MATHEMATICS PROVINCIAL TOPPER BRONZE MEDALIST
KHIZAR ADIL FSP MATHEMATICS PROVINCIAL TOPPER GOLD MEDALIST
MOHAMMAD UMER ABID FSP MATHEMATICS PROVINCIAL TOPPER BRONZE MEDALIST
UMAMA HASSAN FSP MATHEMATICS PROVINCIAL TOPPER BRONZE MEDALIST
MUHAMMAD HASSAM FSP MATHEMATICS SCHOOL TOPPER SILVER MEDALIST
HAMNA AHMED FSP MATHEMATICS SCHOOL TOPPER BRONZE MEDALIST

@ SMETA

N, OLYMPIADS
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HIRA FOUNDATION SCHOOL

¢

<t LIST 2025-26 ) 2y

e . oy Ll _ Ty
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\
ﬁ."

L

LY

UMM E HANI SHAKEEL 3 SMETA VISUAL ART OLYMPIAD BRONZE MEDALIST
FATIMA ZOHAIB vi SMETAVISUAL ART OLYMPIAD BRONZE MEDALIST
M. EBAAD HUSSAIN vi SMETA VISUAL ART OLYMPIAD BRONZE MEDALIST
MUHAMMAD TAQI vi SMETA VISUAL ART OLYMPIAD BRONZE MEDALIST
SADIA SAEED n SMETA VISUAL ART OLYMPIAD GOLD MEDALIST
AYESHA HANIF 1 SMETA SCIENCE OLYMPIAD BRONZE MEDALIST
ILMA KASHIF | SMETA SCIENCE OLYMPIAD BRONZE MEDALIST
M. MIKAAIL MUJTABA 1 SMETA SCIENCE OLYMPIAD SILVER MEDALIST
AAROUSH YAWAR y) SMETA SCIENCE OLYMPIAD BRONZE MEDALIST
MUHAMMAD UKASHA y) SMETA SCIENCE OLYMPIAD BRONZE MEDALIST
AMEER HAMZA 1 SMETA SPELLATHON OLYMPIAD BRONZE MEDALIST
M. IBRAHIM 1 SMETA SPELLATHON OLYMPIAD BRONZE MEDALIST
ALIBALOCH 1 SMETA SPELLATHON OLYMPIAD GOLD MEDALIST
ILMA KASHIF 1 SMETA SPELLATHON OLYMPIAD BRONZE MEDALIST
RAYYAN AHSAN 1 SMETA SPELLATHON OLYMPIAD GOLD MEDALIST
KHADIJAHAMMAD 2 SMETA SPELLATHON OLYMPIAD GOLD MEDALIST
BAREERAH SIDDIQUI 2 SMETA SPELLATHON OLYMPIAD GOLD MEDALIST
ARWA MALIK y) SMETA SPELLATHON OLYMPIAD GOLD MEDALIST

s. MOHAMMAD DAWOOD y) SMETA SPELLATHON OLYMPIAD GOLD MEDALIST
MAHNOOR ZAFAR y) SMETA SPELLATHON OLYMPIAD GOLD MEDALIST
MUHAMMAD 2 SMETA SPELLATHON OLYMPIAD SILVER MEDALIST
M. USMAN SIDDIQUI 2 SMETA SPELLATHON OLYMPIAD GOLD MEDALIST
ABEERAH GHANI 2 SMETA SPELLATHON OLYMPIAD SILVER MEDALIST
MARYAM TANSEER y) SMETA SPELLATHON OLYMPIAD GOLD MEDALIST
ABDULLAH SIYAL 6 ICATS MATHEMATICS SILVER MEDAL
UMER ABID 6 ICATS MATHEMATICS SILVER MEDAL

M. TALHA SOHRAB 4 ICATS MATHEMATICS BRONZE MEDAL
ABDULLAH ASIF 6 ICATS MATHEMATICS BRONZE MEDAL
JAVERIA TAUHEED 8 ICATS MATHEMATICS BRONZE MEDAL
ABDULLAH ANSARI y) CATSO ART BRONZE MEDAL
ABEERAH GHANI 2 CATSO SCIENCE SILVER MEDAL
AMNA SL2 CATSO SCIENCE SILVER MEDAL

International Fvents
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AMNA

AMNA SOHAIL
ASHER IRFAN
AYESHA MIRHA
AYESHA SOHAIL
DUA FATIMA
FATIMA

HAREEM FAIZAN
HOORAINALI
HOORAIN ILYAS
HORRAB FATIMA
IZHAN

KHADIJA KHAN
KHAWLA IBRAHIM
MHAMDAN
MHAMZA

M MOOSA SIDDIQUE
M.ANAS

M. MUSTAFA
MAAZ AHMED
MIRAL BABAR
MULAYKA
MUNTAHA FAISAL
RANA ABU HURIRA
RANA AHMED

RAO HAIDER ALI KHAN
RIDAWAJID
RUFAIDA HUMERA
S. MANAL FATMI

SYED MUHAMMAD SUALEH

SYEDA SHIZA SALMAN
UMM E SULAIM

HIRA FOUNDATION SCHOOL

SL2

www.hirafoundation.com

LIST 2025-26

CATSO ART

CATSO ART

CATSO ART

CATSO ART

CATSO ART

CATSO ART

CATSO ART

CATSO ART

CATSO SCIENCE
CATSO ART

CATSO ARTS

CATSO SCIENCE QUIZ
CATSO ARTS

CATSO SCIENCE QUIZ
CATSO ARTS

CATSO ARTS

CATSO SCIENCE QUIZ
CATSO SCIENCE QUIZ
CATSO ARTS

CATSO ARTS

CATSO ARTS

CATSO SCIENCE QUIZ
CATSO ARTS

CATSO ARTS

CATSO ARTS

CATSO SCIENCE QUIZ
CATSO SCIENCE QUIZ
CATSO ARTS

CATSO SCIENCE QUIZ
CATSO ARTS

CATSO ARTS

CATSO ARTS

GOLD MEDAL
BRONZE MEDAL
BRONZE MEDAL
SILVER MEDAL
GOLD MEDAL
SILVER MEDAL
BRONZE MEDAL
GOLD MEDAL
SILVER MEDAL
GOLD MEDAL
BRONZE MEDAL
GOLD MEDAL
SILVER MEDAL
SILVER MEDAL
BRONZE MEDAL
SILVER MEDAL
BRONZE MEDAL
GOLD MEDAL
SILVER MEDAL
SILVER MEDAL
BRONZE MEDAL
BRONZE MEDAL
BRONZE MEDAL
SILVER MEDAL
GOLD MEDAL
GOLD MEDAL
GOLD MEDAL
SILVER MEDAL
GOLD MEDAL
SILVER MEDAL
SILVER MEDAL
GOLD MEDAL
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URWA AMIR

WANIA AMIR
YASHAL FAHAD
ZAINAB SALMAN
ZAINAB SOHAIL
ZUHAIB UMAR
ABDUL MOMIN
SHEEZA SAQIB
MEHREEN ELAHI
ALEEZA KHURRAM
ABDULLAHILYAS
ZENIA KHAN

SADIA SAEED

M. ANAS SUFYAN

M. HAYAN

ESHAAL KHURSHEED
ZARYAB BAKHSH
ESHAL SALMAN
MAHEEN FATIMA
AFSHAN ZULFIQAR
MARYAM MOHIB
SYEDAYUMNA FAROOQ
M.USMAN UMER
SYEDA ALISHBA ZUBAIR
IFRA NAZ

WAAIL USMANI

SHEHROOZ SIDDIQUI
MUHAMMAD AZAAN
UMER BAIG
ABDULLAH KHAN
BILAL ASIF

ABDUL MUQEET

ABU BAKAR

INTERNATIENAL o

HIRA FOUNDATION SCHOOL

LIST 2025-26

m@hh&h&

vio g

2
ALEVEL
y
8
10
[ A
8
ALEVEL
ALEVEL
ALEVEL
ALEVEL
6
n
n

CATSO ARTS

CATSO SCIENCE QUIZ
CATSO SCIENCE QUIZ
CATSO ARTS

CATSO ARTS

CATSO SCIENCE QUIZ
MEGA RAINBOW
MEGA RAINBOW
MEGA RAINBOW
MEGA RAINBOW
MEGA RAINBOW
MEGA RAINBOW
MEGA RAINBOW
MEGA RAINBOW
MEGA RAINBOW
MEGA RAINBOW
HRCA

KANGAROO ARTS CONTEST
FINTASTIC FACE OFF
FINTASTIC FACE OFF
FINTASTIC FACE OFF
FINTASTIC FACE OFF
ROBO FEST

ROBO FEST

ROBO FEST

PCBINTER SCHOOLTOURNMENT

MATH LEAGUE
MATH LEAGUE
MATH LEAGUE
SWIMMING COMPETITION
SWIMMING COMPETITION
SWIMMING COMPETITION
SWIMMING COMPETITION

NG i/

International Events

GOLD MEDAL
SILVER MEDAL
SILVER MEDAL
BRONZE MEDAL
BRONZE MEDAL
GOLD MEDAL

GOLD MEDALIST
GOLD MEDALIST
GOLD MEDALIST
GOLD MEDALIST
GOLD MEDALIST
GOLD MEDALIST
GOLD MEDALIST
SILVER MEDALIST
SILVER MEDALIST
BRONZE MEDALIST
SILVER MEDALIST
10,000 PKR

SECOND RUNNERUP
SECOND RUNNERUP
SECOND RUNNERUP
SECOND RUNNER UP
3RD PLACE

3RD PLACE

3RD PLACE

BEST FIELDER OF THE
TOURNAMENT
SECOND

SECOND

SECOND

THIRD

THIRD

THIRD

THIRD

.ﬁﬁ

ﬂ&#
THE FINTASTIC FACEOFF
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