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After receiving the visas, a young writer shared her experience as: 
 
I could not sleep at night waiting for day light to cross border for India. I was 
extremely impatient, behaved absurdly, my family ridiculed me-you are 
going to India not on the Moon. 
 
Young writers kept awake at night to cross border on foot. Hearts were 
throbbing, cool wind, rain drops and clouds were gathering in a ceremony to 
celebrate this venture on June 1st, 2011.India is just a step away form our land. 
It created a tickling ripple in the body. 
 
Passing through the process of customs, the young writers dragged their 
luggage to the gate and finally reached Amritsar. Tired and perspired in the 
hot sunshine but when welcomed with sweet smelling roses, a feeling of 
freshness seeped in. 
 
Everything was in rest-suddenly eyes popped up. Toms with bulging eyes saw 
someone on the road. Heads dangling on windows of the vehicles looked 
back, stuffed eyes bounced out, “Oh, look, a woman is riding a 
motorbike”.Everoy body was amazed at this new discovery. Eyes kept on in 
search for this sight along the Way.Khalsa College again mesmerized us by its 
beauty and magnificence. Its red stone building was a piece of art in itself 
reminding us of similar buildings in Lahore e.g.Aitchison college, Govt. 
College, Lahore, Lahore Museum-master pieces of great architecture  by 
Bhai Ram Singh. 
 
Reaching Hathi Gate in Amritsar, we decided to visit for The Golden Temple 
rather than taking lunch there. Lunch was packed and journey commenced. 
We were so impatient to visit The Golden Temple that we sacrificed our one 
time meal. 
 
Cleaning feet from the water channel before the temple, we climbed stairs 
and the golden temple was before our eyes like a dream. A white building 
surrounding a big vast green pond and covered by canopy of deep clouds 
like cotton buds was presenting a breathtaking sight. Kamal hei!.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Management of the temple was impressive and effective with distribution of 
langar and sweet cool water in silver pealas(bowls). 
 
Before the central temple on the Samadhi of Sri Guru Granth Sahib was a 
crowd of hundreds of people with THALI made of leaves having kara pershad 
in it. One part of pershad is kept for langar and the other is returned. The 
Golden Temple is indeed a master piece of art and Sikh culture. 
 
Jalianwala Bagh reminded us of the mass killing of Muslims by general Dyre in 
1919.We could feel the suffocation and cries everywhere. 
 
Day 1 
 
HUM KE THEHRE AJNABI 
 
The very first day commenced with the warm welcome by Ankur’s team. 
Introduction was initiated by distributing cards among the writers. They 
introduced their personality by some symbols, songs, verses, defining the 
meaning of their names in relation with their life.Butterfly, flower, pen, fish, and 
sparrow were some of the symbols participants described themselves with. 
 
I want to fly on the sky like a sparrow.I adores its freedom and life with fewer 
responsibilities and less worries. She is free of thoughts. I want to make my life 
like her, one of the writers expressed. 
 
KIS MORE SE JATE HAIN 
 
Kis More Se Jate Hain was another session. Writers had to describe their daily 
routine and activities on a card and carbon paper. They had to give detail of 
their routes, roads, and streets and their observations so that we could peep 
into their lives and their localities. On card paper they had to make a map of 
their activities with their localities and on carbon paper they had to explain in 
writing. They were scattered into three groups with facilitators and started 
their writing venture. 



 
 
Day 2 
 
HER DIN AIK SA NAHI 
 
Writers shared their writings and received feedback from the whole group. 
 
The second session commenced with, “Her Din Aik Sa Nahi”.They had to write 
about a day different from the routine life. 
 
I could not sleep at night when I had to go to India. I kept on talking to my 
family members, did not let them sleep as well. It was a day different from my 
routine days, a writer said. 
 
SARHADON KE BEECH WO KONSI JAGA HO GI JAHAN HUM MIL 
PAEIN GE- this topic was introduced to discuss through out the training 
workshop and write about it. 
 
 



 

 
 

 
 
 

 



 
 
 
 



 
 

Writers were divided in three groups and each group was assigned a 
different activity: 
 
Group 1 
 
Write about a person on the road or street, his get up, character sketch , 
body language, facial expression and anything you can perceive. Go 
deeply into the character. 
 
Group 2 
 
Write about a person close to you- his/her habits, thoughts, chracteristics, 
some events in his/her life, so that we understand what the person is. Write in 
the form of a story. 
 
Group 3 
 
 Describe a person through his/her dialogues or conversation. Many people 
are known by their dialogues or sentences they repeat: they are symbolic of 
their personality. 
 
Day 3 
 
UNKAHI REH GAI WO BAT SAB BATON KE BAD 
 
Writer shared their assignments given previous day, received feedback and 
improvised their writings. 
 
In evening visit to Kamla Nagar market was arranged for writers. 
 
Day 4 

 کوئی بات کروں بات پهر بنانے کی ميں
 

Four groups were assigned different places /location for narratives. 
 
 
 
 
 



Group 1 
 
Visit to Chandi Chok , its bazaars, and food 
 
LOG in Chandni Chowk 
 

Le Aie Phir Kahan Pe qismat hamian kahan se 
Ye to Wahi Jaga he guzre the hum jahan se 
 

Open Sim Sim ( Chandani Chowk) 
 
Chandani Chowk of Chandu’s Uncle was just a tongue twister for me, heard it 
since childhood, and felt myself wonder struck when found myself in 
chandani chowk. Some places are new for us but we have not been new to 
them. Life cannot be divided into pieces. It is just like bogies of a train, some 
are at one place at a time and some are at other places. I felt myself loop of 
a chain that traveled for miles to reach chandni chowk and made past part 
of present. The amalgamation of present and past turned into a fog. To go 
inside this fog and get the secret, my heart spoke out like Ali Baba: Open Sim 
Sim. Sim Sim opened and all the boxes in mind were unlocked as well. As I 
entered into it, I found a sea of hundred kinds of chatni’s with silver and 
golden spoons, thousands of aunties and uncles taking a love dip into it. 

Raheela Naz 
 
 
Group 2 
Visit to Jamia Masjid, people in Jamia Masjid and surroundings 
 

 



Group 3 
 
Visit to Dehli 6, its bazaars ad buildings 
 
Mai Pehle to koi tasweer kaghaz per banata hoon 
Phir ik tasweer is tasweer ke under banata hoon 
 
Writers had to write about places, faces, buildings, etc.These places were 
discussed to think and write about while this journey to old Delhi: 
 

• The place you feel deeply for and love to visit often 
• The place you don’t like to go 
• The place you fear for 
• The place you yearn to go  
• The place you had good time with friends 
• The place giving freedom 
• The place with restrictions, putting questions to you 
• Foot path 
• Work 

 
The whole day was spent in different writing ventures. The enthusiasm of the 
writers is beyond words. It was like discovery of a new world for them not only 
a new world but a new experience with writing and new discoveries for their 
own selves. 
 

 
 



Day  6 
 
Young writers sat with their facilitators to improvise their writings. 
 
Day 7 
 
Again a day with lots of adventures. A visit was arranged for writers to watch 
a movie Ready- in the cinema, to tour round Connaught place and its 
bazaars and then to India gate. 
 
They were given assignments to write about these topics: 

• Metro 
• Cinema Hall 
• Environment in C.P. 
• Hustle bustle n Jan path 
• Any movie that watched stealthily 
• Ladies compartment of Metro 
• Faces 
• Any movie you love a lot 
• Fashion 

 
 
LOG in Central Park-Connaught Place Delhi. 
 
 A Gray eyed young boy was sitting in the park and playing with his gun.  
Both lovers got alert and came to senses with all the signs of wonder and 
worries on their faces. Tiered body, getting cold in the hot cauldron of life, 
with lifeless face, spiritless voice, dried lips and broken words was busy in 
talking to the person sitting before him. He directed the pistol towards the girl; 
she became apprehensive and surprised at that absurd behaviour.He then 
changed the direction of his attention. Tic- tac of time kept on piercing the 
space. Grey-eyed boy kept on talking with the person with golden plastic toy 
pistol; two people in central park were busy in meaningless conversation. I 
walked past the boy and felt the body he was talking to. 

Raheela Naz 
 



 
 
 
Day    8 
 
Writers were interviewed by a news reporter of India Times. They shared their 
experience in India and in writing as well. 
 
Another session was held where Parbaht,Ravi Kant and Joseph took a chit 
chat session with writers. 
 
Rest of the day writers spent in completing their assignments 
 
Day 9 
 
The day was special for writers. Many guests were invited, Sharmila Bhagat’s 
family,Jea-President of Ankur ,Babu Lal Ji –coordinator in India Pakistan 
Peace Forum met with writers and had a chit chat with them. 
 
As a gesture of love and good will both hosts and guests shared gifts with 
each other. 
 
 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Reflections and comments: 
 
Safayan: 

A unique experience of exploring spaces for collaboration amidst the tension 
ridden and diplomatically locked environment, giving a chance to new 
generation; express and rule the hearts of a billion people. A chance to meet 
and listen to the emotions of the departed souls of partition who still wants to 
touch their birth place’s soil once before departing from this world. 

I would also like to pay my humble tribute to the skills of trainer’s; They know 
the art of putting ordinary events in a way that can grab attention of readers. 
I really liked the idea of putting one’s daily life onto the canvass of story 
writing. It was truly a marvelous effort. 

Raheela Naz: 
 
A training workshop making writing experience full of fun and adventure 
otherwise writing has been a tedious and boring activity for us. It taught us 
that even a single coin has a long story to tell about; we need to have a 
deep look and insight into reality to be good writer. 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 



 


