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	Explaining about and justifying the use of authority is the key toward building strong relationship


	“Kids, come on down you are going to be late for the camp,” said a wearied looking father of three children. Parenting is the most beautiful thing however; it comes with lot of responsibilities. One thing gone wrong and not only your relations with your kids are fraught in the long-term but also their very character gets damaged beyond repair and they retain those habits for the rest of their lives. While such habits resulting in actions from a child against a person might cause some people to ignore and proceed with their chores, however, once children grow past childhood and continue with those doings in their adulthood. Then, things might take a worse turn, particularly, when the person gets beat-up or worse, is dragged to a court of law. That is why it said that the link between parents and child could let the child whither the impacts of even the darkest of social face of the society. Forming the link is not as difficult as it may seem, a parent, must form an emotional bond with a child because a child needs to know that they can trust their biological parent for appreciation or negation of the action, however, the parent must be there as and when they promised they are going to be there.       Ahmed was conversant in this regard, which was a courtesy to him of his wife. Moreover, he was aware that after his wife, he has been left with the responsibility of three sweet kids, and though she was gone from this world. Nevertheless, her memories are still alive through these kids and failing the kids would mean breaking promise to her that he has made to her upon her death. Although life has not been easy for him however, he was thankful because Allah despite taking his wife away from him at a young age has given him health and necessary wealth to make the best out of it. Health beyond all other gifts is the most respectable gift that Allah can bestow upon his creations. Without it, a person whether rich or poor cannot operate as wholly as he should be operating, yes, operating fully is to fully see what Allah has created in this world. Just looking at it can bring peace within a person and if one of the gifts, that are taken for granted by ungrateful people, is missing, life can then be more than unfair. Since in today’s world, no one cares but for his or her own stomach and the thought can be leaving cruel affects on the society. Thus, he was thankful to Allah for giving him all the gifts that a person can enjoy. He was also grateful for the loving parents, who loved their grandchildren as if they were their own offspring.      Besides loving family, he was also knowledgeable of the fact that in times when owning even a small flat or a tiny home was a dream for many well and often earning people. He lived in a two-storey house that had a grassy lawn in the backyard. This lawn was a source to children for venting out their energy in a positive manner. As this thought came to him, he even realised that his kids were well behaved than even most of the adults, whom one got to see around the society these days. The reason was his wife had been there to check and control their actions by being there when they needed her to be there. Children sometimes could cause harm, unintended however, they might get hard, and enough to not to be handled even by beating, in that case nothing but making them realise through engagement can work. It is expected, to a child it matters not what he does, all he wants is to enjoy, it is in his nature to do in contrast to what is being told him. After all a growing and developing mind is supposed to act, push the limits to determine how far until line is crossed over from the position of right to wrong. While he was mulling all this over, his kids had come quietly down the stairs with their bags and were sitting and waiting, at a table for their breakfast, watching him. He turned around, smiled however; it quickly faded and rather replaced with a stern expression. He was also amused at the wit of his children, Ashar; youngest off them all was dressed like a girl and was even wearing a make-up that no doubt had been painted upon his face by his brothers. The make-up as Ahmed very well knew was water paint and though it is going to come off however, it was not a good habit to take an advantage of the weak or gullible and do with them whatever one pleased. Ahmed asked, “What are you supposed to be?” Ashar replied, “I beg your pardon. What other than what I already am, am I supposed to be?” Ahmed said, “I was hoping you would be my third son.” He took off the wig and then said “Assalam Alaikum” after a pause Ahmed said, “Why are you dressed like this?” Ashar pointed at his brothers and replied, “They told me girls aren’t allowed in the camp…” “And by acting like one you thought you would be spared from going there.” Finished Ahmed Ashar’s large eyes looked at him reproachfully for a moment and then his gaze faltered. Ahmed then turned to his two other kids and asked from them “why do you guys have to bully people younger than you just for the fun of it?” Ayan and Daniyal with a sly look replied “firstly, he has to learn what it is going to be like in the camp, we are not going to be running around looking after him all the time, secondly, he has to be prepared for worse and then be able to deal with it.” Ahmed sighed, and was about to berate his kids in a meaningful manner when Ayan added, “Why do we have to go to the camp for summer? It is not as though we enjoy being over there also what about odd rumours do you not like us and want us dead?” Ahmed pointed at food storage pot that lay on the table.      He took his time in answering them, kids, Ahmed thought, well, it is in their nature to resist against things that to them might matter later in life yet not now because, not falling under their current concerns, were not visible to them. Not because they could not understand, rather because their age-based thoughts did not let them see those things. His decision to send the kids to camp was one of those things. He had registered them there while keeping his kids future in mind. Ahmed had several reasons for his kids to be at the newly developed camp. Firstly, Mr. Nanak a well-educated and good-natured person managed this camp. Secondly, he was a strict disciplinarian and believed in a simple life in other words according to him a person must not give aura of richness. Mr. Nanak reasoned this fact on a belief that an apparent vibe is a cause of misery to a less privileged person. Ahmed had thought that sending the kids in such a place for a week would teach his kids virtues of empathy and humility that are important for leading successful life. After all, to a successful person is not it important to prepare for a life hereafter and for a Muslim this achievement could only be better if he avoids causing verbal or physical harm to fellow human beings. However, for that to happen, two things are needed correct knowledge and a properly supervised environment that is balanced between authority, question, responsible application of authority and accountability. Lack of any of these Ahmer believed would make the kids hate supervision and after being free, for brief period, from the clutches of education they liked to spend free time in an unsupervised environment to refresh-up. Secondly, as misinformation always seems attractive to kids because of it hiding beneath the garb of ease of approach, thus, adults equipped with correct information could only act against misinformation if the adults are approachable by children.      So far, Ahmed had succeeded in making his kids see the importance of humility and empathy. Nonetheless, their questions of today meant dealing with his kids another worry based on actual misinformation made good by their trusted sources. They had heard from their friends about the rumours that the camp was haunted. While Ahmed was sure that ghouls are the beings that are just like human beings and can take a residence like another being at any suitable place moreover he knew that no one is powerful but Allah and if these beings are not teased, and then the person had nothing to fear. It was intricate firstly, because a child does not know this information and without information, a ghoul is scary because of how the ghoul looks. Secondly, for a child it was natural to feel uncomfortable around such situations and of course as a friend is always easy to approach because of same age group, similar ordeals, and levels of understandings. Therefore, the friend is always trusted. On top of that, with social media getting so common these days, things travelled everywhere. Naturally, Ayan and his brothers’ fear of supernatural was understandable, they had seen social media and have heard a garbled version of such events from their friends and have kind of developed strong argument. Therefore using authority will not help Ahmed win an argument with children as much as listening, responding, and satisfying the need of the seeker of information would.      Anyways winning an argument or not, the decision could hurt Ahmed’s kids because not making a child overcome a fear may convert their anxieties into depression in a child and depression could lead to suicide. Thus, Ahmed must convince his children rather than merely using his authority and sending them off to the camp like that.      While he was marshalling his thoughts about answering his children, he recalled the grisly crime and remembered flashes of the report produced by the authorities then. Murder of not one but three young teens in one night, recently hired house cleaner was found involved, was inked on the front of one newspaper. According to police reports, the accident had caused death of two more children along-with their father. As per records, the poor kids would not have been more than 13 and just a few weeks before this hideous murder happened, two older teens had come from other town to settle in this sprawling neighbourhood. Another newspaper also found that back then the town in particular had become an attractive place to people coming from several parts of country looking for a job, the jobs for house cleaners, drivers, and housekeepers.      Accounts of eyewitnesses reported by the police stated that the suspected teens had unfortunately struck friendship with house cleaner working in the house. Thus laying upon them bare the pattern of lives the kids’ parents led, the house cleaners helped plan the newly arrived teens a robbery. On the night of murder, and as in the words of the police report, the children had gone to bed, except the twins, who were becoming cranky, the house cleaner showed-up looking harassed, and the kids’ mother answered the door. The report reported, after gleaning through accounts of eyewitnesses, that apparently her presence surprised the house cleaner. The report mentioned a neighbour, residing in a nearby house, as the person who had acted as the first respondent to the crime, the person had seen Omar, the eldest of the kids, running as though alarmed.      Ahmed thought that ever since this heart-breaking death of four kids, the parents had doubled their efforts in protecting their kids. Ahmed in this regard had been careful, unbeknownst to his kids, a few weeks ago; Ahmed paid a man to install location-tracking system. He had even convinced his children into wearing smart watches, thereby, giving him admittance to their present place of abode. Therefore, he was not at all concerned about his kids’ safety and his heart lived with them everywhere. Even then, the child abuse was quickly becoming a norm and it pained Ahmed to see every year so many children falling prey to it, but neither government nor parents took heed and acted carefully. Despite such tragic incidents happening, he saw kids sneaking out after dark due to the meetings set-up with their friends online. People hiring young house cleaners and letting young people rent their places.      Ahmed was jolted out of his imagination and into reality by Ashar saying, “Do you know what a boy in my class told me? He was nearly killed by a child like ghoul for merely peeing in the woods.” Ahmed smiled and said, “Recall what has been told by our Nabi Alaihimussalam? Remain pak at all times and do not go to loo without reciting dua and covering your head and most importantly going unaccompanied in the jungle at night.” Ashar said, “Oh, I had forgotten about that.” However, Ahmed knew that argument was not over because Daniyal was biting back a retort. Ahmed knew what was coming to his head. After its development five years from murder on the lot, the camp inhabitants had heard teens screaming and running away while trying to avoid flying stones. In fact, older people, loitering near the camp, had been being slapped by some unseen and even odd-looking beings. Ahmed’s case was also weakened, when his kids reminded and recounted number of caretakers that had left the camp for good so far. Nevertheless, he heartened as he recalled the current caretaker. Not only the person was religious but also he looked after the kids staying at the camp as if they were his own. He told the kids about wars that he had fought in days of Afghan Jihad against the foreign armies. Though very old himself, he never shouted at children.      Ahmed looked at Daniyal who had just opened his mouth, and forestalled him “Khan Sahib has been there for three years now, why then something bad has not happened to him?” Daniyal mouthed soundlessly for a moment and then looked down at his plate. Ahmed walked to his kids, put eggs on their plates, hugged each of them, and told them about the necessity for him to leave the town and his solace lied in his knowing that he had left them in a place that would be more secure than their home for them to stay while he was gone. He said, “I am pretty sure that ghouls won’t harm you because you would stay indoors after dark, remain pak at all times and try and avoid creating a mess” That was a fair point the kids thought. Funnily, now they remembered that every time a scene had triggered supernatural activity, it had involved either a bully and a weak or najasat. However, Ahmed saw that still his kids looked mutinous and said nothing. Ahmed said, “I know, it’s hard, but Grandma and Grandpa are not going to be here for another week and this would mean that you are going to have to live alone in a place next to that house.”      The kids looked at each other, their father had won the argument at last, and besides, the house next door to theirs was even severely haunted than the camp itself. Besides, Khan Sahib had a gun and was competent in karate, and he was not a rambling sort of old baldy, he rather told good stories. This fact meant that he was not going to be boring them off with usual talk that people of that calibre are used to doing. Furthermore, while being at the camp, they could also meet their friends, make new friends, and so pass a good time, discussing their homework and learning new techniques for solving math problems. In other words, the reasoned argument presented by their father about them being protected from supernatural and atrocities committed by older people against kids had made them agree to go for a week to the camp. Thus, without further debate, Ayan, Daniyal, and Ashar busied themselves with breakfast while their father set about doing last minute packing. Ahmed was just glad that his parents had agreed to stay and watch kids while he visited for his work 


	 




Trouble at camp


	Soon the kids were ready to be dropped to camp, Ahmed took car keys, and left through the front door, he turned around to see his kids standing there. “I am glad that the lawn is not messy with your toys, good very good.” He walked on, he was still wondering over his kids’ hesitation in following him. The reason however, came to him as he went tripping over a wire tied across the threshold of front door. Lying sprawled in the driveway and spiting mud out of his mouth he looked around and noted that the patches of lawn were bloated here and there. He looked questioningly at his children, Ashar said, “you told us to keep it clean; you did not ask us to keep it devoid of traps set around to hurt bad people.” It was then he knew how much his kids feared against intruders and for a moment, it amused him thinking over his posture that he must have maintained while during his fall. Brushing his clothes, he got-up, encouraged his kids on their sharp instincts and went over to the old school S.U.V. parked on their driveway. It was white stripped in black lines and after his kids was a joy to him. Old it was, yet it could transport his family and a sizeable amount of luggage over long journeys in moderate comfort. The kids carefully walked over the wire and hustled over to S.U.V.; they put the bags in and started squabbling among themselves for sitting in front seat. Ahmed ended the argument by asking them all to sit in the second row as the seatbelt of the vehicle on front seat needed fixing and he had not had time to get that fixed yet. He backed his car however, stopped short almost immediately a large truck horn was sounding as though from behind. Shocked he and the kids alike looked behind; they saw that four semis, large eighteen-wheelers, fully loaded were racing each other. However, the two following the leading pair were still a good distance away from where Ahmed and kids sat watching them. The two semis leading the race were almost bearing down the road toward them now; Ahmed decided to let them pass. Smoke bellowing from their exhausts, lights blinking and their air horns blowing the two semis passed besides their driveway and kept moving on toward the road leading to camp.      The camp as Ahmed recalled was located on the road leading out of town and therefore being nearer to highway often hosted nearby passing of Semis, going up-country, in early and late hours of day. Ahmed reversed out of driveway and drove toward camp. Since he had calculated a sizeable distance between trailing two semis and the ones that had just passed his vehicle, he was surprised to see them a mere ten feet away. The orange and blue semis tried to pass along the side of the road, leaving Ahmed to remain in the middle. Ayan had started filming the scene while his younger brothers advised their father to stop the vehicle and let the semis pass. Deciding that more thrill that these behemoths always created within onlookers would do no good to his sons, Ahmed slowed down. However, perhaps, his children’s fate had a brash written with the semis anyways. The rear tyre of one truck after passing Ahmed’s car burst apart the moment the semi had straightened and came in front of Ahmed’s S.U.V... The eighteen wheeler slipped and went into a jack-knife skid and since both semis were a mere two feet apart from each other, the tilting trailer hit the other semi and the impact toppled them both over. Ahmed stopped his S.U.V. and parked on the side of the road. He swivelled around in his seat to see Ayan video graphing the incident and telling his father to drive on otherwise, he would be missing it all. Ahmed gawked for a moment and then he looked at Daniyal and Ashar; both were clinging onto each other and consoling themselves that they were going to be okay.      Ahmed opened the door and hugged his sons, he was thankful to Allah that he had slowed down to put a distance of ten feet before the trucks crashed into one another. Ashar asked his father “what will happen to those trucks?” Daniyal and Ayan were quick on the take. They replied, “right now they will be turning over, ripping apart on the road, tossing the drivers around in cabin, and killing them.” Ahmed thought, damn those action movies and games, kids now a day’s cannot think anything else but explosions. Keeping his composure, he said, “this is not a game and while one can return after reloading a saved game file, death or permanent incapacity in real life cannot be then avoided in case of rash decisions. Therefore, one must tread carefully and without causing harm to other people.” Inwardly thinking that the kids were okay, Ahmed checked around to make sure that traffic was not in immediate vicinity. He then climbed into S.U.V. and took off for camp.      Loud horns of semis and din caused by their fall had already attracted and alerted people living in the neighbourhood. Thus, most of them had been able to prepare for this inevitable accident; they had called police or simply moved out of way. On approaching the camp gate, Ahmed saw a large crowd of neighbours and passersby gathered around smoking wreck of semis. From snatches of quick discussion, Ahmed gathered that the skidding and tumbling 80tonnes semis have crashed into camp grounds through a fence surrounding camp the fence had flattened on the touch of the semis. A fine way, Ahmed thought, to start a day with kids on drive toward place that they already dreaded to be.      While Ahmed was still driving through gate of camp thinking, on how best to make things easy for his kids when he heard an excited scream, he pushed the brake pedal in alarm and the vehicle jerked to a stop. Ashar the youngest of the three has just seen the driver’s bleeding head poking out of the cabin’s window. Ahmed looked and felt drained. The poor person must not have been able to jump out in time but then it was his fault, he should have known better to drive an 80tonne truck at breakneck speed through a residential area. The police had already responded along with crane. The drivers of two lead semis had radioed for the crane to come; in fact, they had already lined their semis near trailer of fallen semis to collect the load off them. Meanwhile, the parents and kids were being ushered in the camp lounge by competent but harassed looking staffs. Mr. Nanak for accommodating growing number of kids had hired new people and now he was leading group of people inside the building.      It was a good fortune that the semis had not penetrated farther into the campgrounds to cause damage to the parents or kids and their cars. Ahmed parked his old school S.U.V. behind a shiny new model of fans favourite sedan and an even larger but new S.U.V... He switched off the engine and turned around to look at his kids. He was pleased that they seem to be taking all this rather well. The older one, Ayan was busy texting on the video of the speeding semis that he has posted on his social media account. He was debating with his friends and being a close at hand witness to the scene, the point gave him an edge over his friends. Ashar looked as though he has seen something nauseating while Daniyal was playing a game. Ahmed said “do not worry Ashar; you are going to be fine, remember that is why one is not supposed to rush to a place of destination.” Ashar cheered-up a bit and asked, “When would grandma and grandpa come?” Ahmed answered, “seven days from now, you need to be at the camp for seven days only.” He took off his seat belt and opened the door to see off his children.      Ayan picked his bag still texting while Daniyal too had his face looking at screen. Ashar followed Daniyal, the three of them lined-up besides the car; they were now looking around haughtily and taking in the building’s detail. Ahmed came around the car toward his children; he hugged them all and requested Daniyal and Ayan to take care of each other and their younger brother. He also asked Ashar to be cooperative and do as their older brothers told him. At that moment, a friendly looking camp counsellor came to Ahmed he identified himself as Asif. “Welcome to camp green, I see your kids ready for the fun that awaits them” Ayan said “fun? Is leaping around after being caught up with ghouls and then bounding over things in haste an idea of fun to you?” Before Ahmed could do more than frown at his son, Mr. Asif cheerfully said, “it is true that rumours are true however, innocent looking kids such as you people need not worry, as ghouls too try not to harm innocent unless goaded past endurance.” Ayan shrugged and then allowed himself and his brothers to be led by Mr. Asif into the camp.      For the moment, Ahmed waited and when he saw that the kids had entered lounge, he opened the door of his S.U.V. and drove to the airport. He was able to check in smoothly since he was on time. He thanked Allah for being merciful to him, giving him good-natured kids, and even providing him with means to raise them. It was late at night when he checked into his destination, therefore, he decided to have dinner and then go to bed. Sleeping early would give energy required to do good work. However, before turning in for bed, he bade good night through text message to his sons.      Mr. Asif led the kids into large lounge that was airy and bright, sunlight was able to stream from large windows. The counsellor registered the kids into teams that were classified by age of kids. Since Ayan, Daniyal and Ashar all had a gap of one to one and half year, in Ashar’s case, they were able to secure place in an age group of ten and twelve. The total kids of this age group were twenty-five. A sub-group of eight or nine kids was made. Each sub-group was coded with colour. Other age groups included were compressed of children who were aged eight, nine, and thirteen and fourteen kids over that age were not allowed due to instance of bullying becoming uncontrollable then. Overall, total number of kids registered this year totalled to 90, not very large but still more for a camp the size of the camp green. The lounge where Ayan, Daniyal, and Ashar were standing grouped with other kids was decorated in wood, panels of it where walled around the lounge. There was a small stone fountain playing in the middle of the room and on one side was a reception desk. It was over that the counsellors were making teams of students, giving over instructions and timetable for the daily routine at the camp.      Mr. Nanak was visible through double wooden doors that were leading from the lounge into the study room beyond these doors, which were on the right side of the lounge. The lounge also housed a circular staircase leading on the upper floors, while besides these doors yet another door was made. The door at the moment was pushed open and Ashar was able to look that the room behind it looked like a cafeteria as there were dining chairs and tables in there. Ashar looked at his brothers, Ayan was still chatting, and Daniyal was talking to a kid from his school. Counsellor Asif came to Ashar, Ayan and Daniyal and new kid, he was leading five other kids toward them. He carried a clip board on which schedule no doubt was written. Mr Asif said cheerfully “why don’t we all tell each other a bit about us” Ayan said, “Ayan, these are my brothers Daniyal and Ashar and our friend Rayan.” The other five kids, two of them were twin brothers. Adil and Saad said, “Saad and Adil and we can’t wait to get out of this place.” Mr. Asif said, “Look guys, you are here now, why not then make the best out of your time while being here, I promise you it shall be fun learning, and it is going to be worth it.”      Both twins were dressed formally, wearing watches; they merely folded their arms looking cross however, nodded. Before Mr. Asif could do more than smile, a boy dressed in black shirt and jeans stepped forward and said confidently “Jasim, how are you doing?” The kid looked innocent however; he had a bold and a laughing kind of look in his eyes as though he has set a prank and no one knows about it. The kind of stare that made you wary off the antics that he might be planning to try on you. He held out his long thin hand that was joined by a wrist banded in beads and a chain. Mr Asif shook it and said “a pleasure to be your counsellor.” Ayan recognised Jasim; he lived with his mother a block away and he was always forcing people in doing his homework, in simple words, the neighbourhood kids knew him as a bully. However, Jasim was also known for sticking-up for his friends and even defending people against verbal abuse. Ayan could not imagine how they were supposed to have fun with a boy such as him also attending a camp. His mother was hard put to keep up with him. Mr Asif looked at two other kids; one was wearing a lab coat and carrying a bag. He said, “Yousuf, I have not much to say except that I like playing chess and experimenting new things.”      The last kid in the group looked at Mr. Asif and told him “Ahmer and I am here to get the fun time here that my parents cannot be there to give.” He looked woebegone as though he was suffering some internal painful struggle. Before Mr. Asif could respond, he turned around, the doors to the study room opened and parents began filing out, Mr. Nanak followed; he came over to Mr. Asif and said, “Getting to know each other, excellent, please carry on, I am going to be in my office, if you need me.” Mr Asif turned back to Ahmer and said “well, don’t worry; your parents love you that is why they sent you over to this place so that friendly people can watch over you while they work.” Then looking around at them all, smiling, he said, “well children the colour of your team is green, and this is the schedule we are going to be following.” The kids crowded around it to see.
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	Ayan said, “I thought a sword fight practise was also to be included this season.” Mr. Asif replied “the activity could not be fit in the schedule; therefore, it was dropped out.” Mr. Asif then began telling them about dormitories “you guys are to sleep on the first floor, for your own safety, you are requested to remain indoors after sunset and if someone has to go out after midnight, then he must be accompanied by a counsellor.” Ashar asked, “So the building is haunted after all” at that, moment one counsellor leading a group of kids came over. Mr. Asif introduced him to the kids as Mr. Yaseen. When he was gone, Mr. Asif turned to Ashar and said “no, but you see, you are young, you are out in the middle of an unknown place, the place that has large trees in it, which may be housing some unseen being. The idea is to act within the rules set out for children in Islam.” Ashar turned his head to his brothers, they seem satisfied, and the other kids looked comforted. Mr. Asif then pointed out to them the other counsellors Mr. Ismail, Mr. Farooq, and Mr. Saad, now they were busy telling their charges about the camp. Mr. Asif then asked the kids to put-up their belongings in the room, the door of which had been marked with a green line. Ayan, Daniyal, Ashar, Rayan, Jasim, Yousuf, Ahmer, Adil, and Saad all went upstairs and found the door on which a pin for the flag was drilled in. Mr. Asif pinned the flag onto this door and pushed it open.      The room had wood panelling on its walls. These walls were cut-up to house two sash windows in them, and these windows were allowing the viewer a wonderful view of the garden, patch of trees and pool. The room also housed nine single beds each spaced with a bureau and a reading lamp on it while a light and a smaller night light was screwed in the wall on one side of the room. However and right now the kids did no more then to keep their belonging on the beds, which they all agreed amicably among themselves. Since all the beds looked similar thus, even the twins agreed without argument. They all turned to leave the room, Ashar was last to file out of the door that was being held open by Jasim. Ashar thought he heard a squeak of floor in the room as though someone had moved about it. He stopped and turned to look into the room, there was no one there. Jasim asked, “Is something wrong?” Ashar looked at him for a moment; Jasim had a doubtful look in his eyes. Ashar shook his head, Jasim closed the door, and they walked downstairs, they found Mr. Asif waiting for them by the door. He smiled at them and asked about tour of the camp the kids agreed and walked out of the door. The wrecked semis had been pulled onto scrap trucks and labourers were at work on the broken perimeter wall. 


	What is his problem?


	Mr. Asif turned to left; the kids saw that there was a large pool and a ground beyond it. On left side of this ground was a large patch of trees, although the trees appeared to be in the grounds of the camp, yet, they were pad-docked. Beside the pool and ground, there was a beautiful garden containing benches. Mr Asif told kids, all is open for the children to visit except the place near those trees. The highway to which the semis were racing was visible and as the children stood surveying the place, one more semi honked past this cluster of trees to join the traffic already swarming the highway. Mr. Asif told them “the semis pass through neighbourhood because of the newly opened factory; it often hired them to take load of production to fulfil orders received from up-country.” “So, children, what do you say, do you like the new set-up? You think you will be able to enjoy it?” They all agreed, Mr. Asif said, “Well, see you later then.” He left. They all turned to look at each other.      It was awkward, they had nothing to talk about, and in fact, they did not even know about their personal likes and dislikes. Ayan thought that instead of looking odd, they would feel better if he started a discussion about a general topic. He said, “Did any of you hear about the caretakers before this one?” Saad and Adil looked confused, “what happened” they asked. Rayan, Jasim, Ahmer and Yousuf looked at each other and then Jasim said, “It was horrible” and bowed his head. Daniyal asked “wasn’t he the one who tried to lure a child under false pretence?” “That is what I heard.” Added Rayan Ayan said, “I just hope that this new caretaker is good one.” Jasim and Ahmer said, “Oh you don’t need to worry over that he even pulled the child away when that semi crashed into campgrounds.” Ashar piped in “was the driver okay?” Jasim looked at Ashar for a moment, confused, and then said “yes.” After a pause “That caretaker has been here for three years now” and then turning to Ashar he asked “Why don’t you and I swim around the pool, let’s see who beats whom” he asked from Ashar and he took off his shirt, he was wearing a swimming trunk already.      Ashar looked taken aback but then agreed and also changed into a bathing suit. Others too changed; Adil and Saad looked uneasy for a bit but then got ready and were about to jump. However, a group of boys at that moment came near them to swim and one of them pulled Ashar aside so he instead could jump in the pool first. The boy said, “I am surprised you even want to get into this pool, it’s for men, not kids or nerds.” Before Ashar or Saad and Adil could respond, Jasim said, “Why don’t we test your theory then?” the boy and his friends looked appraisingly at Jasim and then Jasim turned to Ashar “why don’t you and I show him what his real worth is?” he said. Saad said “But first allow me to congratulate you over your coolness; I know it would be really cool if I were in your group.” Saad held out his hand and looked so solemn that Ayan, Ahmer, Yousuf, and Daniyal stared at him and, “Defecting already,” said Rayan. However, a moment later they all moved back a little surprised as the boy from blue team pulled his hand away shocked and shaking it as though it had burned. It appeared to them as though a current had passed from Saad to him.      The boy moved forward, raising his fists but a moment later stumbled forward and fell face down into the pool; Saad looked around, and observed that Yousuf had stretched his leg a bit. Two of the boy’s friends began moving toward Yousuf but Ashar said a bit loudly “hey, weren’t you trying to prove that I am a loser, then leave him alone and let’s get on with it.” Ayan knew his brother well and was not at all perturbed at Jasim’s challenge; he knew that Ashar would win. “I have an idea, three on three would do the trick nicely, won’t it Jasim?” He asked putting aside his clothes as well. “Yeah it would cover-up Mr Cool’s fall and give him a chance to save his face” by this time about five to seven boys had congregated around them, they were cheering. One off the seven boys said, “Let’s see how cool you are then,” and signed at his friends to film it all. “So what is at stake?” he asked before any of them could answer, Rayan said, “The loser would have to do winner’s homework.”      Jasim nodded his satisfaction and poised himself. The six of them lined together and at Rayan’s count of three and amid cheers of other kids, they began to swim. The boy had been right, he was good, however, Ashar was lithe and was at advantage and disadvantage, he swam under the crowd of people, and after touching the opposite wall, he turned around. He raised his head and was surprised to see he was first to reach back. He raised his arms and Daniyal and Rayan helped him out. “So, you saved your brother’s neck, well let’s see how you deal with this.” Said a voice, and without a warning someone grabbed Ashar’s legs and pulled. Ashar would have fallen had Saad not been quick on the uptake and held his hands. Ayan, Ahmer, Yousuf, and oddly, Jasim who by now had come nearer to them, at the poolside, and was now smoothing his hair out of his eyes, looked at the offender. Jasim said, “You know, when I see you I get a feeling that a sore loser, trying to prove their strength and saving their face, is peeping at me from behind the face. The problem is how you can expect to earn respect if you pick one someone who is smaller than you are.” Ashar felt Jasim’s voice held coldness and indifference, Jasim was looking imperiously at the boy from blue team and saying, “So why don’t we, you and I, settle it on equal terms.” Jasim asked coldly. The boy looked at Ashar and said, “Fight your own battles the next time.” 
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