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Morning, with its first pale pearling
of the sky, its slow shading into pink
and coral, and its final blossoming
into gold, is a never-ending miracle.
For all of us here on this earth, it is
the ultimate symbol of life, with its
beginnings, with the daily renewal of
hope, and the prospect of new
chances, new opportunities, and new
dreams.

But mornings are transient, and
must give way to other parts of the
day, like the richness of noon, and
eventually, the silence of night.

Just as morning arrives and
departs, human beings move on
from their few moments in this world
to other places, and onward to mys-
terious new destinations. Their hopes
and dreams have ended here, and
their mornings will begin somewhere
we have never been.

For those of us who are left
behind, we grieve for the departed,
but not for long. We absorb, accept,
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Our daughters — may the world
allow them to be so much more
than we have had to go against the
grain to be. Being a woman, more
so in certain parts of the globe —
since early childhood, when we fell
down and when we got hurt — we
picked ourselves up. Perhaps
nobody ran to our aid with the
same horror and panic as they did
for our male counterparts. Perhaps
there was one chicken drumstick
left, understandably for the brother.
Or the last of the cool water on a
scorching day out is knowingly not
for us to sip. We are taught to sacri-
fice, serve, wait until the last bit — if
any.

To be needless is an ideal we are
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and learn to live with the memories
of those who have gone, by keeping
them in our hearts.

Thoughts of our loved ones return
to us in varied forms. We feel their
presence in the familiar sights of our
everyday lives: a red cardinal on a
balcony; an amaryllis lily in full red
bloom, a certain fragrance floating
on the air, a turn of phrase repeated
by a child. We remember old jokes
and laughter, or anecdotes of times
long gone, and we relive and cele-
brate once again the lives of people
we loved, and who have left us.

So, the years float gently past, and
we live on with our worldly preoccu-
pations, hardly noting the passing of
time or the seasons. Memories
change and are replaced with innu-
merable new experiences and plea-
sures.

| was thinking such thoughts one
evening as | sat on the terrace with a
cup of tea, while watching the birds

reinforced. Maybe we watched as
our high grades, performance, IQ
tests, collection of awards were
ignored, told to wear a prettier dress
instead, heard that mother's skin was
fairer than ours. Told to look out for a
husband to pour our entire selves
into, and then be told by his family
we were never enough, while our
husband, our world, averted eye
contact and stared at his plate.

Brothers, male peers with no need
for proof of track records, were
invested in and allowed multiple and
limitless credit limit for mistakes and
errors. We sat and saw— under-
standing our place, a cheerleader on
the side-line.

In the meantime, some of us

winging in slow arcs across the sky,
preparing to go to roost. Suddenly, |
heard the sound of footsteps, and for
a moment, | thought it was my
mother calling me for tea. But then, |
remembered my mother was gone.
And then | saw my grandchild
approaching me with a badminton
racket in one hand and shuttlecocks
in the other.

The children and grandchildren
push our pasts aside, along with our
thoughts and the books in our laps,
and beguile us with their smiles and
gurgles, and later, their laughter,
their endless curiosity, and the sweet
faith that grandparents know every-
thing...

The beauty of life is the present, in
both senses of the word: just the
here and now. There is so much to
see, hear, feel, and enjoy that it must
take up all our time. The one thing
we can be certain of is that life in this
world only comes around once.

women have learned to get through
this by growing an entirely different,
tougher hardwiring from our male
contemporaries or siblings. Some of
us women may look like flowers and
cotton candy, but are spun out of
iron and fire.

| very much hope that our daugh-
ters are strong. Strong, yes! But
without having to be woven out of
tough metallic fibres of this
unwanted and unfair brand of sur-
vival — the resilience born from a
universally imposed culture of self-
sacrifice.

There is my wish for our future
generation of women!

Photo courtesy: Mehreen Mansur

7

LESFESTYLE (D

Dr- Jhumu Kha's

Laser Medical

FYdYOUR
e,

Aging is inevitable and usually the effects of
gravity become more noticeable on our face as

the supporting tissue of the
heeks weakens, facial fat is lost
FACE LIFT [ | '
WITHOUT

the jawline that used to be firm
and tight forms jowls, the edges
of the mouth drift down towards
the chin, and the lower face and
neck sags. Power Thread Lift can
help you enhance your
confidence and give you a naturally beautiful
appearance that is true to who you are.

POWER CELL | THREAD LIFT

¢ Lifting ¢ Contouring ¢ Volumizing
¢+ Stimulating Collagen Production

SURGERY

“Power lifting threads” is the newest innovation of skin
rejuvenation, firming and tightening, wrinkle reduction
and non-surgical minimal invasive face lift. Suitable
candidates for a thread lift
procedure are those who are in
their mid-thirties to fifties and
experiencing mild to
moderate sagging of facial
tissues. It is done by PDO
thread, a bio-absorbable
suture, which gradually
stimulate collagen and
elastin production until it
is completely absorbed
by your body within 6
months.

This space age
technology is
successfully done in
Laser Medical Center in
Bangladesh.
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