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Disclaimer  
 

This story is a work of fiction. The characters and events come from the 

author’s twisted imagination. The story is written with the intent to entertain 

and sometimes scare the reader. 

The story has no relation to any living human being. The intent behind the 

story is only to entertain and not to hurt  anyone’s sentiments. 
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Dedication 
A tribute to Peter Straub 

  



 

 

hey say wishes come true in the night of Laylat

what if you wished for the wrong thing?

 

“Laila… Laila… where the hell are you?”

is cutting onions; tears are running down her cheeks, she brushes them away 

with the corner of her dupata.

Two large pots are placed on the stove. Safia switches her attention 

between the two. One will be korma the other r

The fried onions in korma

It is a ramshackle kitchen. Vegetables, meat and 

haphazardly on the counter; several boxes of ready

placed on the shelf above, their 

The kitchen smells of sweat and fried onions. The light is dim; it’s 

difficult for Safia to see. 

T

 

 

 

 

 

Night of 29 

 

hey say wishes come true in the night of Laylat-Al

if you wished for the wrong thing? 

“Laila… Laila… where the hell are you?” Safia says from the kitchen. She 

is cutting onions; tears are running down her cheeks, she brushes them away 

with the corner of her dupata. 

Two large pots are placed on the stove. Safia switches her attention 

between the two. One will be korma the other rice, a classic Eid special combo.

The fried onions in korma are almost black.  

ckle kitchen. Vegetables, meat and rice are placed 

haphazardly on the counter; several boxes of ready-to-cook national spices are 

on the shelf above, their lids torn-off.  

The kitchen smells of sweat and fried onions. The light is dim; it’s 
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Night of 29th Ramadan 

Al-Qadr but 

Safia says from the kitchen. She 

is cutting onions; tears are running down her cheeks, she brushes them away 

Two large pots are placed on the stove. Safia switches her attention 

ice, a classic Eid special combo. 

rice are placed 

cook national spices are 

The kitchen smells of sweat and fried onions. The light is dim; it’s 



 

“Laila…you better get in her

last pieces of onion in the rice pot. The oil sizzles 

getting hit by the droplets. 

“What is it?” Laila shows up 

Her hairs are combed and shiny.

Laila is wearing makeup. 

Kis ki shadi py jari ho?

“On whose wedding are you going?” Safia asks, 

in the pot. 

Laila looks up from her cell

pink nails linger over the send key. She carefully finger comb

mumbles. 

“What did you say?” Safia

with her duppata and comes at Laila, her hands

“Do you think I am your servant?” 

breath smells of onions. Her hand gestures go with her tongue.

Laila notices little hairs on her mother’s upper lips and shudders. She 

starts noticing all the flaws on her mother’s face. She isn’t hearing what her 

mom is saying. She hears parts of it “I told you…” and notices her mom’s uni

brows. “It’s all because of…” she sees

whole focus is on her mom’s face and not on what she is saying.

“Wait till your Dad comes home.”  

sentence gets through Laila’s filters and the audio comes back on.

“Laila…you better get in here or I am coming out.” She yells

in the rice pot. The oil sizzles , Safia steps back to avoid 

getting hit by the droplets.  

“What is it?” Laila shows up at the kitchen door. Her skin looks radiant. 

Her hairs are combed and shiny. Her lips are painted red. Safia realizes that 

 

Kis ki shadi py jari ho? 

edding are you going?” Safia asks, busily turning the spoon 

Laila looks up from her cell phone and rolls her eyes. Her well

over the send key. She carefully finger combs her hair and 

“What did you say?” Safia covers the pot. She wipes sweat from her face 

ata and comes at Laila, her hands placed on her waist.

“Do you think I am your servant?” Kya main tmhari nokrani hun.

Her hand gestures go with her tongue.

ces little hairs on her mother’s upper lips and shudders. She 

starts noticing all the flaws on her mother’s face. She isn’t hearing what her 

mom is saying. She hears parts of it “I told you…” and notices her mom’s uni

brows. “It’s all because of…” she sees spit at the corner of mom’s lips. Her 

whole focus is on her mom’s face and not on what she is saying.

“Wait till your Dad comes home.”  aany do tmhary baap ko. 

sentence gets through Laila’s filters and the audio comes back on.
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or I am coming out.” She yells, sliding the 

ack to avoid 

door. Her skin looks radiant. 

Safia realizes that 

turning the spoon 

phone and rolls her eyes. Her well-enameled 

s her hair and 

covers the pot. She wipes sweat from her face 

placed on her waist. 

Kya main tmhari nokrani hun. Her 

Her hand gestures go with her tongue. 

ces little hairs on her mother’s upper lips and shudders. She 

starts noticing all the flaws on her mother’s face. She isn’t hearing what her 

mom is saying. She hears parts of it “I told you…” and notices her mom’s uni-

spit at the corner of mom’s lips. Her 

whole focus is on her mom’s face and not on what she is saying. 

aany do tmhary baap ko. The last 

sentence gets through Laila’s filters and the audio comes back on. 



 

“I made the food ye

dragons at the end of the kitchen. 

 “Was that a favor you bestowed upon me? 

ehsaan kiya hai I work as 

count.” She inhales deeply, 

trying to calm her temper, trying to control her blood pressure. 

tmhary baap ko. She threatens again.

Laila stares again at the dragons and decides she i

Outside the bike engine ru

and they can hear only the 

“Okay, I will do it,” Laila says and tries to make her way towards the 

stoves. Her mother blocks her way.

“No, you won’t.” 

“Mom” Laila eyeballs her mom.

“What?” Safia blocks her 

“I am going to do it

Safia pushes her and she slams into 

the tray from falling but it’s too late. Round slices of cucumbers,

radishes wheel into every direction. They roll on for a bit then they lose 

momentum and lay flat like dead soldiers. Laila bends down and tries to 

salvage from the wreck but in vain.

Laila’s father stands 

busy fighting he has walked in. He is too tired to argue. He sighs and makes his 

way to the living room. sb kch phaink do 

“I made the food yesterday,” Laila says, eyeing the fire-breathing 

dragons at the end of the kitchen.  

“Was that a favor you bestowed upon me? Toh meray sir py kon sa 

 a slave in this house daily you don’t see me keeping 

count.” She inhales deeply, the uni-brows dance on top of her eyes. She is 

trying to calm her temper, trying to control her blood pressure. 

She threatens again. 

Laila stares again at the dragons and decides she is not going to do it.

Outside the bike engine rumbles. It rises for few seconds then the engine dies 

the sizzling of the onions. 

” Laila says and tries to make her way towards the 

stoves. Her mother blocks her way. 

“Mom” Laila eyeballs her mom. 

t?” Safia blocks her path. 

“I am going to do it,” Laila says. They brawl, Laila tries to make her way, 

Safia pushes her and she slams into a tray full of salad. They both try to stop 

the tray from falling but it’s too late. Round slices of cucumbers,

radishes wheel into every direction. They roll on for a bit then they lose 

momentum and lay flat like dead soldiers. Laila bends down and tries to 

salvage from the wreck but in vain. 

Laila’s father stands at the kitchen door and stares. While they were 

busy fighting he has walked in. He is too tired to argue. He sighs and makes his 

sb kch phaink do he says.  
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breathing 

Toh meray sir py kon sa 

you don’t see me keeping 

brows dance on top of her eyes. She is 

trying to calm her temper, trying to control her blood pressure. Aany do 

s not going to do it. 

. It rises for few seconds then the engine dies 

” Laila says and tries to make her way towards the 

” Laila says. They brawl, Laila tries to make her way, 

tray full of salad. They both try to stop 

the tray from falling but it’s too late. Round slices of cucumbers, carrots, and 

radishes wheel into every direction. They roll on for a bit then they lose 

momentum and lay flat like dead soldiers. Laila bends down and tries to 

the kitchen door and stares. While they were 

busy fighting he has walked in. He is too tired to argue. He sighs and makes his 



 

After a few minutes

carrots, cucumbers, and radishes, a cell phone

the tray too. 

Laila’s father aimlessly flips channels, he loosens his tie. A pair of socks 

lay crumbled near his feet. The socks might have been black at one time, now 

they are gray and there are holes at the heels.

The room smells of unwashed feet.

Laila places the tray on the tables and starts shaving the vegetables with 

a peeler. Her fingertips get wet. It becomes difficult to hold on to 

Her cell phone lights up and she

On the TV prime m

corruption Mafia. 

“Bloody selected.” Her father says and switches 

Laila steals a glance at her father and double taps the cell

it lights up, three unread messages the notification says, bits of carrot get 

smeared on the screen. 

Layla puts the carrot down and unlocks the screen. She is about to open 

the app when her mom snatches the phone. Laila looks up. Always on th

bloody phone, her mom says. 

“Give me the phone back

Her mother glares at her.

“Finish peeling the vegetables first

his voice. Layla doesn’t argue further.

After a few minutes, Laila enters the room. She has a tray filled with 

and radishes, a cell phone, and a knife are also lounging in 

Laila’s father aimlessly flips channels, he loosens his tie. A pair of socks 

lay crumbled near his feet. The socks might have been black at one time, now 

and there are holes at the heels. 

The room smells of unwashed feet. 

Laila places the tray on the tables and starts shaving the vegetables with 

a peeler. Her fingertips get wet. It becomes difficult to hold on to 

Her cell phone lights up and she presses the lock key, it turns dark again. 

minister, Imran Khan says I will never give NRO to the 

“Bloody selected.” Her father says and switches the channel.

Laila steals a glance at her father and double taps the cell

it lights up, three unread messages the notification says, bits of carrot get 

Layla puts the carrot down and unlocks the screen. She is about to open 

the app when her mom snatches the phone. Laila looks up. Always on th

her mom says.  

“Give me the phone back,” Layla says.  

Her mother glares at her. 

“Finish peeling the vegetables first,” says her father. Ther

Layla doesn’t argue further. 
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a tray filled with 

re also lounging in 

Laila’s father aimlessly flips channels, he loosens his tie. A pair of socks 

lay crumbled near his feet. The socks might have been black at one time, now 

Laila places the tray on the tables and starts shaving the vegetables with 

a peeler. Her fingertips get wet. It becomes difficult to hold on to the peeler. 

presses the lock key, it turns dark again.  

says I will never give NRO to the 

channel. 

Laila steals a glance at her father and double taps the cellphone screen, 

it lights up, three unread messages the notification says, bits of carrot get 

Layla puts the carrot down and unlocks the screen. She is about to open 

the app when her mom snatches the phone. Laila looks up. Always on the 

” says her father. There is finality in 



 

“Is Najma appa coming?” Safia sits down.

“Of course she is coming s

“Well calm down, I was only asking.” Safia puckers her lips.

Sultan switches his attention back to TV.

“Is she going to stay 

again. 

Layla listens to the 

Father comes back home after all day and she starts giving him crap, and 

besides, Najma Phupho isn’t so bad. 

She is done with carrots and now it

peel.  There is something 

thinks. 

Disappointed that her husband isn’t arguing

Ten minutes later Laila re

vegetables.  

Safia takes the tray from Laila and hands her back the cell phone. 

“Now that wasn’t so hard was it?” Safia says.

Laila wipes the cell ph

Safia lifts the lid of the korma pot, thick steam rises the

dips her index finger in to spoon and licks it

almost ready” she announces. “Come let’s relax for a bit then say our prayers 

after all it's Laylat Al Qadr.”

“Is Najma appa coming?” Safia sits down. 

f course she is coming she is my sister.” Sultan snaps. 

“Well calm down, I was only asking.” Safia puckers her lips.

Sultan switches his attention back to TV. 

“Is she going to stay again the whole week?” Safia emphasis the word 

Layla listens to the argument; sometimes she really hates her mom. 

Father comes back home after all day and she starts giving him crap, and 

Najma Phupho isn’t so bad.  

She is done with carrots and now it's cucumbers turn. They are an easy

There is something satisfying about peeling the skin off living things, s

Disappointed that her husband isn’t arguing, Safia leaves for 

Ten minutes later Laila re-enters the kitchen with the tray of chopped 

Safia takes the tray from Laila and hands her back the cell phone. 

“Now that wasn’t so hard was it?” Safia says. 

Laila wipes the cell phone with the corner of her kameez. 

Safia lifts the lid of the korma pot, thick steam rises then disperses, she 

er index finger in to spoon and licks it, she clicks her tongue

almost ready” she announces. “Come let’s relax for a bit then say our prayers 

s Laylat Al Qadr.” 
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“Well calm down, I was only asking.” Safia puckers her lips. 

whole week?” Safia emphasis the word 

argument; sometimes she really hates her mom. 

Father comes back home after all day and she starts giving him crap, and 

s cucumbers turn. They are an easy-

skin off living things, she 

Safia leaves for the kitchen. 

kitchen with the tray of chopped 

Safia takes the tray from Laila and hands her back the cell phone.  

.  

n disperses, she 

, she clicks her tongue. “Food is 

almost ready” she announces. “Come let’s relax for a bit then say our prayers 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

“Mom, are you okay?” Laila follows her mom into the living 

TV is running and Laila switches it off.

“Yeah, why?”  Safia asks.

Laila is surprised that her mother is actually smiling. “Come on mom, 

what is it?” 

“Fine fine… I will tell… it’s your Najma phupho” She whispers the last 

words. “She can’t come b

Safia’s does a little happy dance.

“So that’s why you are so happy.” Laila laughs.

“I received her call when I was in the kitchen, thank God she isn’t 

coming. I can’t stand her filthy kids.” 

“Mom they are my cousins.” Laila acts 

“Yeah But their noses are always running, and they are wiping the

noses on their sleeves, filthy
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“Mom, are you okay?” Laila follows her mom into the living 

TV is running and Laila switches it off. 

why?”  Safia asks. 

Laila is surprised that her mother is actually smiling. “Come on mom, 

“Fine fine… I will tell… it’s your Najma phupho” She whispers the last 

words. “She can’t come because of the lockdown, they can’t find transport”

happy dance. 

“So that’s why you are so happy.” Laila laughs. 

“I received her call when I was in the kitchen, thank God she isn’t 

coming. I can’t stand her filthy kids.”  

my cousins.” Laila acts mock hurt. 

“Yeah But their noses are always running, and they are wiping the

noses on their sleeves, filthy little pigs.” Safia wrinkles her nose.
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“Mom, are you okay?” Laila follows her mom into the living room. The 

Laila is surprised that her mother is actually smiling. “Come on mom, 

“Fine fine… I will tell… it’s your Najma phupho” She whispers the last 

ecause of the lockdown, they can’t find transport” 

“I received her call when I was in the kitchen, thank God she isn’t 

“Yeah But their noses are always running, and they are wiping their 

little pigs.” Safia wrinkles her nose. 



 

Laila shakes her head and starts typing on her cell phone. 

“Again the damned phon

you have any shame besharm

okay.” With that Safia marches out of the room.

Laila crashes on the sofa and keeps switching between the same three 

apps. No new stories maybe everyone is praying, Laila thinks, her mother’s 

voice comes from the outside. Laila your turn.

“Coming,” Laila says pocketing her cell phone.

After wudu, they came back into the room and Safia starts spreading the 

prayer mat. It is an old hand

when the light hits it. In the middle of it is a woven picture of the great holy 

mosque. Two faded spots of the mat bear witness to Safia’s long lengthy 

prayers. 

“Well, what are you looking at

Laila disappears into the other room and comes back with a simila

prayer mat. It seems new.

“Do you know Laila that Laylat Al Qadr is a night better than a thousand 

months?” Safiya says.She covers her head with a scarf. Lail

covers herself. 

“I know,” Laila says straightening her sleeves. “It also says that dogs 

don’t bark on the night of Laylat Al Qadr, though I think I heard one barking.”

Safia smiles “My child it doesn’t mean literal animals, it means imp

souls and bad human beings.”

Laila shakes her head and starts typing on her cell phone. 

“Again the damned phone, It’s Laylat Al Qadr the night of blessing don’t 

besharm let us pray. I am going to do wudu then your turn 

okay.” With that Safia marches out of the room. 

Laila crashes on the sofa and keeps switching between the same three 

w stories maybe everyone is praying, Laila thinks, her mother’s 

m the outside. Laila your turn. 

” Laila says pocketing her cell phone. 

they came back into the room and Safia starts spreading the 

It is an old hand-woven mat, blue and green; it changes colors 

when the light hits it. In the middle of it is a woven picture of the great holy 

mosque. Two faded spots of the mat bear witness to Safia’s long lengthy 

what are you looking at, get your mat” Safia orders.

Laila disappears into the other room and comes back with a simila

prayer mat. It seems new. 

“Do you know Laila that Laylat Al Qadr is a night better than a thousand 

She covers her head with a scarf. Laila grabs a shawl and 

” Laila says straightening her sleeves. “It also says that dogs 

don’t bark on the night of Laylat Al Qadr, though I think I heard one barking.”

Safia smiles “My child it doesn’t mean literal animals, it means imp

souls and bad human beings.” 
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Laila shakes her head and starts typing on her cell phone.  

e, It’s Laylat Al Qadr the night of blessing don’t 

let us pray. I am going to do wudu then your turn 

Laila crashes on the sofa and keeps switching between the same three 

w stories maybe everyone is praying, Laila thinks, her mother’s 

they came back into the room and Safia starts spreading the 

woven mat, blue and green; it changes colors 

when the light hits it. In the middle of it is a woven picture of the great holy 

mosque. Two faded spots of the mat bear witness to Safia’s long lengthy 

get your mat” Safia orders. 

Laila disappears into the other room and comes back with a similar 

“Do you know Laila that Laylat Al Qadr is a night better than a thousand 

a grabs a shawl and 

” Laila says straightening her sleeves. “It also says that dogs 

don’t bark on the night of Laylat Al Qadr, though I think I heard one barking.” 

Safia smiles “My child it doesn’t mean literal animals, it means impure 



 

“Oh” is all Laila can manage.

“And do you know that best thing about tonight, whatever you ask in 

prayer will come true,” Safia says, she is about to do 

“Anything?” Laila’s eyes light up.

“Anything” Safiya says she closes her eyes and raises her hands to her 

chest. 

“What if I ask for a new cellphone?” Laila inquires.

“Shush now” Safia’s lips start mouthing the Arabic prayer. “Glory be to 

you, O Allah, praise to be you, and blessed is your name, very lof

greatness, and there is no d

Laila follows suit. 

They bend down and say

prostration.  They raise their index fingers and say Laa Ilaaha. Safia turns her 

face to the right and to her horror sees Laila typing on her cell phone.

“Laila” Safia yells. 

“But I finished praying” Laila argues.

Safia is in jeopardy she can’t spit thousands

her mind. Instead, she raises her hands and prays. “Oh

into her cell phone because that’s where she is happy.”

“Mom” Laila looks hurt

“Oh” is all Laila can manage. 

“And do you know that best thing about tonight, whatever you ask in 

” Safia says, she is about to do niyat for the prayer.

“Anything?” Laila’s eyes light up. 

fiya says she closes her eyes and raises her hands to her 

“What if I ask for a new cellphone?” Laila inquires. 

“Shush now” Safia’s lips start mouthing the Arabic prayer. “Glory be to 

you, O Allah, praise to be you, and blessed is your name, very lof

greatness, and there is no deity besides you.” 

They bend down and say, Allahu Akbar. More prayers follow, then 

prostration.  They raise their index fingers and say Laa Ilaaha. Safia turns her 

face to the right and to her horror sees Laila typing on her cell phone.

 

“But I finished praying” Laila argues. 

Safia is in jeopardy she can’t spit thousands of abuses running through 

she raises her hands and prays. “Oh, Allah please send Laila 

into her cell phone because that’s where she is happy.” 

” Laila looks hurt. 
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“And do you know that best thing about tonight, whatever you ask in 

for the prayer. 

fiya says she closes her eyes and raises her hands to her 

“Shush now” Safia’s lips start mouthing the Arabic prayer. “Glory be to 

you, O Allah, praise to be you, and blessed is your name, very lofty is your 

Allahu Akbar. More prayers follow, then 

prostration.  They raise their index fingers and say Laa Ilaaha. Safia turns her 

face to the right and to her horror sees Laila typing on her cell phone. 

abuses running through 

Allah please send Laila 



 

“Don’t talk to me” Safiy

mouthing the words again. Safia’s prayers continue deep into the night. Her 

body starts aching, her ankles and neck hurt the worst

In the back of her mind is a lingering thought, she

for Laila to disappear. Of course

not like Laila is actually going to disappear into her cell phone but the thought 

is there and it’s growing, a sort of terror is growing in her materna

feels that something terrible is about to happen.

The feeling is so powerful that Safia can’t concentrate on her prayer. 

Cold sweat breaks on her forehead and her throat is parched, her breathing 

becomes labored.  

Suddenly she feels that she 

watched by a malevolent entity. A creature, a thing, from the other side. The 

room closes in on her and she feels that walls themselves have grown eyes, a 

thousand eyes watching her. Laila… Laila

in her throat. The hairs on th

standing behind her. 

A putrid smell fills her nostrils. 

between the urge to look behind 

house, into the street, into the road where she will be in the company of other 

human beings.  

But there is another even scarier thought running through her mind. Her 

legs - she can’t feel her legs and it’s the thought of not being able to run

her to look behind. Suddenly she is staring into two dark pools, first

“Don’t talk to me” Safiya says, she closes her eyes, and her lips start 

mouthing the words again. Safia’s prayers continue deep into the night. Her 

body starts aching, her ankles and neck hurt the worst, but still 

In the back of her mind is a lingering thought, she shouldn’t have prayed 

for Laila to disappear. Of course, it was just in the heat of the moment and it’s 

not like Laila is actually going to disappear into her cell phone but the thought 

is there and it’s growing, a sort of terror is growing in her materna

feels that something terrible is about to happen. 

The feeling is so powerful that Safia can’t concentrate on her prayer. 

Cold sweat breaks on her forehead and her throat is parched, her breathing 

Suddenly she feels that she is alone in her house and she is being 

watched by a malevolent entity. A creature, a thing, from the other side. The 

room closes in on her and she feels that walls themselves have grown eyes, a 

thousand eyes watching her. Laila… Laila, she tries to say but her voice is

he hairs on the back of her neck stand up, she feels someone 

d smell fills her nostrils. She hears someone panting. She struggles 

een the urge to look behind and the urge to run screaming

nto the road where she will be in the company of other 

But there is another even scarier thought running through her mind. Her 

she can’t feel her legs and it’s the thought of not being able to run

her to look behind. Suddenly she is staring into two dark pools, first
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a says, she closes her eyes, and her lips start 

mouthing the words again. Safia’s prayers continue deep into the night. Her 

 she persists.  

shouldn’t have prayed 

it was just in the heat of the moment and it’s 

not like Laila is actually going to disappear into her cell phone but the thought 

is there and it’s growing, a sort of terror is growing in her maternal heart. She 

The feeling is so powerful that Safia can’t concentrate on her prayer. 

Cold sweat breaks on her forehead and her throat is parched, her breathing 

is alone in her house and she is being 

watched by a malevolent entity. A creature, a thing, from the other side. The 

room closes in on her and she feels that walls themselves have grown eyes, a 

her voice is stuck 

she feels someone 

he hears someone panting. She struggles 

and the urge to run screaming through the 

nto the road where she will be in the company of other 

But there is another even scarier thought running through her mind. Her 

she can’t feel her legs and it’s the thought of not being able to run forces 

her to look behind. Suddenly she is staring into two dark pools, first, she is 



 

hypnotized then she realizes she is staring into a demon’s eyes.  It’s made of 

darkness, a man in a rotting white coffin stares back at her.

Her voice finds her and she 

as she has never screamed in her whole life. She keeps screaming unable to 

stop. Her face turns red with the effort and the veins on her neck pop out.

Something is shaking her, someone is calling her name. but she 

to stop. After an eternity she opens her eyes. Laila is hugging her

running down her cheeks.

Safia stares quizzically

“You fell asleep, you were dreaming

“You were screaming so much,

and fresh tears run down her cheeks.

Laila puts her mother to bed. She doesn’t ask her what she saw. She 

doesn’t want to know. She is shaken by the episode. One minute her mom was 

fine and the next minute she was screami

to hell. She watches her mom from a distance, her chest heaving up and down. 

She seems fragile like a stick figure.

Laila tries to force the memories of 

phone. She is about to open her

something is wrong with her cell phone’s screen. She wipes the screen with her 

sleeve. But the mark is still there. She tilts the scre

It isn’t. 

hypnotized then she realizes she is staring into a demon’s eyes.  It’s made of 

a man in a rotting white coffin stares back at her. 

Her voice finds her and she screams with her whole might. She screams 

she has never screamed in her whole life. She keeps screaming unable to 

face turns red with the effort and the veins on her neck pop out.

Something is shaking her, someone is calling her name. but she 

to stop. After an eternity she opens her eyes. Laila is hugging her

running down her cheeks. 

Safia stares quizzically at Laila. 

fell asleep, you were dreaming” Laila manages between the sobs. 

g so much, I begged you to stop.” Laila hugs her mother 

and fresh tears run down her cheeks. 

Laila puts her mother to bed. She doesn’t ask her what she saw. She 

doesn’t want to know. She is shaken by the episode. One minute her mom was 

next minute she was screaming like something was dragging her 

to hell. She watches her mom from a distance, her chest heaving up and down. 

She seems fragile like a stick figure. 

Laila tries to force the memories of the past hour away. She unlocks her 

phone. She is about to open her messaging app when she notices that 

something is wrong with her cell phone’s screen. She wipes the screen with her 

sleeve. But the mark is still there. She tilts the screen to check if it’s damaged. 
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On the right edge of 

Laila stares at the lines. She wonders what it is. Then she gets bored and opens 

her messaging app. 

Laila browses social media, every then and now she looks up to check on 

her mom. Safia is sleeping peacefully. Laila is chatting

mom. The friend says it must be a J

After a while, Laila starts getting drowsy and presses the lock key of her 

cell phone. Something gets her attention 

black. Laila double taps the screen and it lights up. 

The vertical lines have grown, it seems like they have taken a shape of a 

human arm. Laila touches the line with the tip of her finger. She feels only 

glass. That’s strange. Did she drop her phone? She tries to recall. 

Of course, she has dropped her phone many times. Maybe the inner 

screen is damaged, she thinks. Her mom stirs and Laila sits up.  Beads of sweat 

cover her mother’s forehead.

Slowly, sleeps comes to Laila and she forget

cellphone’s screen.  

She dreams of a strange place. She is running but there is no ground 

beneath her feet. When she looks up she sees 

There is something familiar about the sky then she remembers. It’s her phone’s 

lock screen. 

She is jolted in wakefullness

mother. She sits up and sees that her mother’s bed is empty. 

n the right edge of the screen wallpaper, two vertical lines are carved. 

Laila stares at the lines. She wonders what it is. Then she gets bored and opens 

Laila browses social media, every then and now she looks up to check on 

her mom. Safia is sleeping peacefully. Laila is chatting with a friend about her 

. The friend says it must be a Jin. Laila stares at her mom. 

Laila starts getting drowsy and presses the lock key of her 

cell phone. Something gets her attention a second before the screen turns 

e taps the screen and it lights up.  

vertical lines have grown, it seems like they have taken a shape of a 

human arm. Laila touches the line with the tip of her finger. She feels only 

glass. That’s strange. Did she drop her phone? She tries to recall. 

she has dropped her phone many times. Maybe the inner 

screen is damaged, she thinks. Her mom stirs and Laila sits up.  Beads of sweat 

cover her mother’s forehead. 

sleeps comes to Laila and she forgets about the lines on her 

She dreams of a strange place. She is running but there is no ground 

beneath her feet. When she looks up she sees a beautiful sky filled with stars. 

There is something familiar about the sky then she remembers. It’s her phone’s 

s jolted in wakefullness. The room is dark. Her first though

mother. She sits up and sees that her mother’s bed is empty.  
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Laila stares at the lines. She wonders what it is. Then she gets bored and opens 

Laila browses social media, every then and now she looks up to check on 

with a friend about her 

 

Laila starts getting drowsy and presses the lock key of her 

second before the screen turns 

vertical lines have grown, it seems like they have taken a shape of a 

human arm. Laila touches the line with the tip of her finger. She feels only 

glass. That’s strange. Did she drop her phone? She tries to recall.  

she has dropped her phone many times. Maybe the inner 

screen is damaged, she thinks. Her mom stirs and Laila sits up.  Beads of sweat 

s about the lines on her 

She dreams of a strange place. She is running but there is no ground 

beautiful sky filled with stars. 

There is something familiar about the sky then she remembers. It’s her phone’s 

. The room is dark. Her first thought is of her 



 

“Mom?” Laila says to the darkness. Her voice is devoured by the dark. 

“Mom,” she says again louder. No answer. She gets 

her, the temperature has dropped.

She checks into the other room her mother isn’t there. She turns on the 

light and her heart skips a beat. Her mother is sitting on the sofa staring into 

the darkness. “Mom are you okay?” Laila ma

approaching her. She is afraid of her. Safia doesn’t say anything. She just stares 

at nothing. “Mom you are scaring me

yells. 

“Yes,” Safia says “oh

“Why were you sitting in the dark?” Laila asks, she is feeling bolder now.

“I had a dream,” Safia says.

“Another one?” Laila comes and sits next to her mom.

“yeah” Safia says. She seems zoned out.

“About what?” Laila asks.

“Nothing,” Safia says

“I had a dream too,

“About what?” Safia looks horrified.

“Nothing” Laila swallows “I was just running.”

Safia grabs her daughter and hugs her 

sobbing. 

“Mom?” Laila says to the darkness. Her voice is devoured by the dark. 

” she says again louder. No answer. She gets up, rolls her shawl around 

the temperature has dropped. 

the other room her mother isn’t there. She turns on the 

heart skips a beat. Her mother is sitting on the sofa staring into 

the darkness. “Mom are you okay?” Laila manages to say. She is afraid of 

approaching her. She is afraid of her. Safia doesn’t say anything. She just stares 

at nothing. “Mom you are scaring me,” Laila says. No response,

” Safia says “oh sorry I didn’t hear you coming” She lo

“Why were you sitting in the dark?” Laila asks, she is feeling bolder now.

” Safia says. 

“Another one?” Laila comes and sits next to her mom. 

Safia says. She seems zoned out. 

“About what?” Laila asks. 

” Safia says, she smiles and caresses Laila’s face.

,” Laila confesses.  

“About what?” Safia looks horrified. 

” Laila swallows “I was just running.” 

rabs her daughter and hugs her “Don’t leave me” She starts 
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” Laila says. No response, “Mom” Laila 

” She looks sad. 

“Why were you sitting in the dark?” Laila asks, she is feeling bolder now. 

Laila’s face. 
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“Mom it's okay I am right here I am not going to leave you” Laila tries to 

assure her. She realizes that her mother is shaking then she feels the bones, 

suddenly she feels she is hugging a stranger; a foul stench feels her nose. She 

tries to break away from the hug. But the

are crushing me she says. 

“I am not leaving you either I am

a strange voice. 

Laila tries to free herself but the thing pins her on the sofa and tries to 

force himself onto her. “Let

moving her legs. Let me go, let me go, let me go Laila scream

and arms wildly. She feels she is sinking into the sofa she feels the demon is 

taking her into the cold dark earth.

“Laila… Laila, you are okay” Safia is saying. Laila wakes up she jumps 

back from her mom. Her legs are tangled in the sheet. She keeps one wary eye 

on her mother. Stay away from me she warns.

“Laila it’s me, you just had a dream

Laila is still shaking from

“will this night ever end?” she asks her mom. 

“I don’t know,” Safia says. “I just want you to know that I love you a lot. I 

know I fight with you but I love you too, it’s true.”

Laila says nothing. she is

It’s a really strange night she thinks.  Her cell phone is in her hand and she 

double taps the screen to check the time.

m right here I am not going to leave you” Laila tries to 

assure her. She realizes that her mother is shaking then she feels the bones, 

suddenly she feels she is hugging a stranger; a foul stench feels her nose. She 

tries to break away from the hug. But the thing latches on to her. Mom

are crushing me she says.  

“I am not leaving you either I am taking you with me.” Something 

Laila tries to free herself but the thing pins her on the sofa and tries to 

force himself onto her. “Let me go” Laila screams throwing punches and 

moving her legs. Let me go, let me go, let me go Laila screams moving her legs 

and arms wildly. She feels she is sinking into the sofa she feels the demon is 

taking her into the cold dark earth. 

you are okay” Safia is saying. Laila wakes up she jumps 

er legs are tangled in the sheet. She keeps one wary eye 

on her mother. Stay away from me she warns. 

“Laila it’s me, you just had a dream,” Safia says. 

Laila is still shaking from the terrible nightmare. Slowly Laila calms down. 

“will this night ever end?” she asks her mom.  

” Safia says. “I just want you to know that I love you a lot. I 

know I fight with you but I love you too, it’s true.” 

Laila says nothing. she is not used to hearing affection from her mother. 

It’s a really strange night she thinks.  Her cell phone is in her hand and she 

double taps the screen to check the time. 
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She reads 12:30 her eyes wander to the corner of the screen. The two 

vertical lines have grown. They now occupy the whole right side of the screen.  

She imagines that she sees a figure. A caricature a child would make. 

Something Saba her little cousin would draw.  She can make out an arm and 

leg. Nah, she shakes her head.  

“What is it?” Safia asks.  

“It’s nothing…I think the screen is damaged,” Laila says. She reboots her 

phone. 

“Since we can’t sleep let me make some tea for both of us” Safia offers.  

“No mom I will do it,” Laila says, she gets off the bed. 

“No you stay, its okay I will do it” Safia insists. 

Safia leaves for the kitchen and Laila’s cellphone restarts. She is 

disappointed that the lines are still there.  

After thirty minutes Safia re-enters the room. She is carrying two cups of 

tea, silvery swirls of steam rise from the cups. “tea is ready” she announces but 

Laila has fallen asleep.  

Safia looks at her daughter and for a minute it looks to her only half of 

her daughter is under the sheet. The whole right side of her has disappeared. 

She puts the tea down and walks over to Laila’s bed, she slowly lifts the corner 

of the sheet. There is her daughter whole and complete. What the hell was she 

thinking. 

Safia takes her tea, the oxidants hit her stressed nerves, she immediately 

feels a sense of calm coming over her. She only finishes half of the tea and 

then she too is fast asleep. 
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arly next morning Sultan makes his way back to his house. It’s quiet and 

chilly. The sun hasn’t come up yet but it will any minute now. 

He unlocks the door with his key. “Aslamaalikum” two passers-by say to 

him in the street, he nods.  

He loves this time of the morning. The sky is filled with dark gray clouds. 

There is static in the air. It might rain he thinks. The old gray heavy metal lock 

makes clanking noises, the door hinges squeak, he closes the door behind him 

and climbs the stairs. 

The veranda is lighted; a weak sun tries to make its way out of the thick 

gray clouds. He walks to the water tank and fills a bowl. 

Then he walks back and waters the plants. His money plant has grown 

taller. He stays few seconds to admire its beauty. He wraps some loose 

branches around the string. 

He walks into the house and passes the kitchen, he is annoyed to see 

that the lights are still on. He goes in and turns it off. Then he goes into the 

living room and makes his way to the ladies' bedroom at the back.  

He stands outside the room and coughs. “hey I am home” he announces. 

Ever since his daughter has grown up he doesn’t enter the room without 

announcing himself. 

 

E 
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No answer. 

“Safia,” he says. 

Silence. 

He peeks into the room. it's too dark to see. Maybe they are still asleep 

he thinks. He turns around to leave but then hears someone sobbing. He stops. 

“Safia ?” there is worry in his voice. He breaks his own rule and enters 

the room, it takes his eyes a few minutes to adjust to the darkness. In the 

darkness, his eyes make out Safia’s profile. She is bent over and crying. 

“Safia” he sits on the bed “what’s wrong?” He looks at his wife. 

Safia sobs. 

He is quiet. He thinks Safia misses her parents, she does this on every 

Eid. He tries to say something but nothing comes to his mind. His own parents 

are still alive so he doesn’t know what to say to Safia. 

“Safia,” he says again, his voice is lighter, comforting. 

Safia keeps crying. 

“Laila get up, Najma appa and kids will be here soon.” 

No answer. 

“Laila,” he says again. 

He turns around to look, empty bed stairs back at him. 

“Where is she ?” He asks Safia. 

Safia wails. Sultan gets up and walks towards the washroom; the door is 

open, it’s empty. He walks through the room and goes into the kitchen. He 

stops in the veranda but she is nowhere. 

He comes back into the room he is panicking now. 
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“Where is Laila?” he grabs Safia and shakes her. Safia sobs. “Where is my 

daughter?” he yells and shakes her harder. Safia lets out a wail and the 

cellphone falls from her grip. 

Sultan picks up the phone “So this is what this is about? Has she run 

away?”  

Safia shakes her head. She points to the phone. 

“What?” Sultan yells. 

Safia snatches the phone and unlocks it. Sultan stares at the caricature 

on the home screen. He is shocked by the caricature’s uncanny resemblance to 

his daughter. The figure which was half, an hour ago, is now complete. 

“What does this means?” He stands up and demands “what are you 

trying to say?” anger and confusion pour out of him. 

“He took her, he took my girl” Safia wails, tears fall down her cheeks. 

“He took my daughter” she starts slapping her forehead then she slaps her 

cheeks.” 

Sultan grabs her hands “Who took her ?” he enunciates each word 

carefully. 

“The demon… the demon took her.” Safia’s eyes enlarge; she stops 

sobbing. “He was here last night” she stares in to the darkness. “I wished her 

to go away, I wished my child to go away” She falls quiet as she has suddenly 

remembered something. “Kill me,” she says. She pushes Sultan away and runs 

to the kitchen. 

Sultan wants to run behind her. He wants to stop her but the strength has 

gone from his legs. He sits on the floor hearing his mad wife running through 

the house. He hears utensils fall, then silence.  



22 
 

 

 

 

 

 

Laila wakes up in a strange room.  Red, blue, green colored lines whirl 

past her. She catches glimpses of conversations. Lol, omg. The room is dark, 

colorful emojis fly over her head. 

She turns to her left, the view is filled with thousands of social media 

timelines. She sees Twitter posts, Instagram post and Facebook posts. 

She looks up and sees her cellphone’s wallpaper. She tries to 

concentrate, upon concentrating the wallpaper disappears and she is staring 

into a room. it takes her few minutes to realize that it’s her own room. 

She sees her father’s face looking down on her. 

“Baba… Baba” she yells. “Can you see me? Do you hear me Baba”? she 

sees that her father is crying. Her throat aches. She tries to jump to touch the 

sky to reach her room. but she is too far below. She tries again harder and 

lands on her ankle her foot twists beneath her weight and she loses balance. 

Instead of hitting the ground, she falls through it.  

She is in a room made of darkness. The walls are covered in green 

letters. She recognizes that it’s computer code. She stares at the walls. 

She goes to one of the walls and knocks. “Let me out,” she says. Nothing 

happens. “open and let me out” she kicks the wall. Still nothing, she hugs the 

wall and collapses against it.  

“Let me out… Let me out” she cries. 
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